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VOL.    IV.  1  (1) 


PREFACE- 


The  subject  of  The  Pelican  Island  was  suggested 
by  a  passage  in  Captain  Flinders's  Voyage  to  Terra 
Australis.  Describing  one  of  those  numerous  gulfs 
which  indent  the  coast  of  New  Holliuid,  and  are 
thickly  spotted  with  small  islands,  he  says,  —  "  Upon 
two  of  these  we  found  many  young  Pelicans  unable 
to  fly.  Flocks  of  the  old  birds  were  sitting  upon  the 
beaches  of  the  lagoon,  and  it  appeared  that  the  islands 
were  their  breeding  places ;  not  only  so,  but,  from 
the  number  of  skeletons  and  bones  there  scattered,  it 
should  seem  that  for  ages  these  had  been  selected  for 
the  closing  scene  of  their  existence.  Certainly,  none 
more  likely  to  be  free  from  disturbance  of  every  kind 
could  have  been  chosen,  than  these  islets  of  a  hidden 
lagoon  of  an  uninhabited  island  [called  by  Captain  F. 
Eangaroolsland],  situate  upon  an  unknown  coast,  near 
the  antipodes  of  Europe;  nor  can  any  thing  be  more 
consonant  to  their  feelings,  if  Pelicans  have  any,  than 
quietly  to  resign  their  breath,  surrounded  by  their 
progeny,  and  in  the  same  spot  where  they  first  drew  it* 
—  Captain  Flinders  was  particularly  struck  with  the 
appearance  of  one  of.  these  islands,  on  the  surface  of 
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which  were  scattered  the  relics  of  a  great  number  of 
trees,  prostrated  by  some  tremendous  storm,  or,  as 
he  conjectured,  self-ignited  bj  the  friction  of  dead 
branches  in  a  strong  wind.  This  fact  (adopting  the 
former  hypothesis)  suggested  the  catastrophe  des* 
cribed  at  the  close  of  the  third  Canto  of  the  Poem. 

Having  determined  not  to  incumber  his  Yolume 
with  notes,  which  might  plausibly  have  been  done 
to  a  great  extent,  —  and  believing,  that  those  read- 
ers, who  shall  be  sufficiently  interested  in  the  Poem 
to  desire  further  knowledge  of  the  subjects  progres- 
sively reviewed  in  it,  may  readily  satisfy  themselves 
from  popular  books  of  voyages,  and  natural  history, 
—  the  Author  will  merely  offer,  in  this  place,  an  D- 
lustration  of  the  nature  of  coral  reefs,  extracted  from 
Captain  Basil  Hall's  Voyage  to  the  Island  of  Loo 
Choo,  in  the  Chinese  Sea. 

^  The  examination  of  a  coral  reef  during  the  differ- 
ent stages  of  one  tide  is  particularly  interesting. 
When  the  tide  has  left  it  for  some  time  it  becomes 
dry,  and  appears  to  be  a  compact  rock,  exceedingly 
hard  and  ra^ed ;  but  as  the  tide  rises,  and  the 
waves  begin  to  wash  over  it,  the  coral  worms  pro- 
trude themselves  from  holes  which  before  were  invis- 
ible. These  animals  are  of  a  great  variety  of  shapes 
and  sizes,  and  in  such  prodigious  numbers,  that,  in  a 
short  time,  the  whole  surface  of  the  rock  appears  to 
be  alive  and  in  motion.  The  most  common  worm 
is  in  the  form  of  a  star,  with  arms  from  four  to  six 
inches  long,  which  are  moved  about  with  a  rapid  mo- 
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don  in  all  directions,  probably  to  catch  food.  Oth- 
ers are  so  sluggish,  that  they  may  be  mistaken  for 
pieces  of  the  rock,  and  are  generally  of  a  dark  color, 
and  from  four  to  five  inches  long,  and  two  or  three 
round.  When  the  coral  is  broken  about  high-water- 
mark, it  is  a  solid  hard  stone ;  but  if  any  part  of  it 
be  detached  at  a  spot  which  the  tide  reaches  every 
day,  it  is  found  to  be  full  of  worms  of  different 
lengths  and  colors,  some  being  as  fine  as  a  thread, 
and  several  feet  long,  of  a  bright  yellow,  and  some- 
times of  a  blue  color ;  others  resemble  snails,  and 
some  are  not  unlike  lobsters  in  shape,  but  soft,  and 
not  above  two  inches  long. 

"  The  growth  of  coral  appears  to  cease  when  the 
worm  is  no  longer  exposed  to  the  washing  of  the  sea. 
Thus  a  reef  rises  in  the  form  of  a  cauliflower,  till  its 
top  has  gained  the  level  of  the  highest  tides,  above 
which  the  worm  has  no  power  to  advance,  and  the 
reef  of  course  no  longer  extends  itself  upwards.  The 
other  parts  in  succession  reach  the  surface,  and  there 
stop,  forming  in  time  a  level  field  with  steep  sides  all 
round.  The  reef,  however,  continually  increases, 
and  being  prevented  from  growing  higher,  extends 
itself  laterally  in  all  directions.  But  the  growth 
being  as  rapid  at  the  upper  edge  as  it  is  lower  down, 
the  steepness  of  the  face  of  the  reef  is  still  preserved. 
These  are  the  circumstances  which  render  coral  reefs 
80  dangerous  in  navigation ;  for,  in  the  first  place,  they 
are  seldom  seen  above  the  water ;  and,  in  the  next, 
their  sides  are  so  steep,  that  a  ship's  bow  may  strike 
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against  the  rock  before  any  change  of  soundings  has 
given  wammg  of  the  danger." 

With  these  brief  quotations  to  explain  the  two 
principal  circumstances  on  which  the  poem  is 
founded,  the  Author  abandons  his  Pelican  Island 
to  the  judgment  of  the  public,  having  no  hope  to  con- 
ciliate favor  by  apology  or  vindication,  where  he  has 
painfully  felt  that  both  would  be  necessary,  if  the 
success  or  failure  of  his  work  did  not  wholly  depend 
on  the  manner  in  which  it  had  been  executed.  He 
only  requests  the  reader  to  bear  in  mind,  that  the 
narrative  is  supposed  to  be  delivered  by  the  imagi- 
nary being  who  witnesses  the  series  of  events,  after 
the  whole  has  happened,  and  who  therefore  describes 
them  in  such  language,  and  with  such  illustrations, 
as  the  knowledge  which  he  then  possessed  enabled  him 
to  use,  whether  he  be  identified  with  the  Author,  or 
(if  the  latter  will  so  far  condescend)  with  the  reader 
himself,  as  spectator,  actor,  thinker,  in  this  masque- 
rade of 

"  Truth  severe  by  fairy-fiction  drest.*' 
SheffifM^  July  19, 1827. 
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CANTO  FIRST. 

IVIethought  I  lived  through  ages,  and  beheld 
Their  generations  pass  so  swiftly  by  me, 
That  years  were  moments  in  their  flight,  and  hours 
The  scenes  of  crowded  centuries  reveal'd ; 
While  Time,  Life,  Death,  the  world's  great  actors, 

wrought 
New  and  amazing  changes :  —  these  I  sing. 

Sky,  sun,  and  sea  were  all  the  universe ; 
The  sky,  one  blue,  interminable  arch. 
Without  a  breeze,  a  wing,  a  cloud :  the  sun 
Sole  in  the  firmament,  but  in  the  deep 
Redoubled ;  where  the  circle  of  the  sea, 
Invisible  with  calmness,  seem'd  to  lie 
Within  the  hollow  of  a  lower  heaven. 

I  was  a  Spirit  in  the  midst  of  these. 
All  eye,  ear,  thought ;  existence  was  enjoyment ; 
Light  was  an  element  of  life,  and  air 
The  clothing  of  my  incorporeal  form, — 

(7) 
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A.  form  impalpable  to  mortal  touch, 

And  volatile  as  fragrance  from  the  flower, 

Or  music  in  the  woodlands.     What  the  soul 

Can  make  itself  at  pleasure,  that  I  was ; 

A  child  in  feeling  and  imagination, 

Learning  new  lessons  still,  as  Nature  wrought 

Her  wonders  in  my  presence.     All  I  saw 

(Like  Adam  when  he  walk'd  in  Paradise) 

I  knew  and  named  by  secret  intuition. 

Actor,  spectator,  sufferer,  each  in  turn, 

I  ranged,  explored,  reflected.     Now  I  sail'd, 

And  now  I  soar*d ;  anon  expanding,  seem'd 

Diffused  into  immensity,  yet  bound 

Within  a  space  too  narrow  for  desire ; 

The  mind,  the  mind  perpetual  themes  must  task, 

Perpetual  power  impel,  and  hope  allure. 

I  and  the  silent  sun  were  here  alone. 

But  not  companions ;  high  and  bright  he  held 

His  course ;  I  gazed  with  admiration  on  him,  — 

There  all  communion  ended ;  and  I  sigh'd. 

In  loneliness  unutterable  sigh'd. 

To  feel  myself  a  wanderer  without  aim. 

An  exile  amidst  splendid  desolation, 

A  prisoner  with  infinity  surrounded. 

The  sun  descended,  dipp'd,  and  disappear*d ; 
Then  sky  and  eea  were  all  the  universe, 
And  I  the  only  being  in  existence ! 
So  thought  I,  and  the  thought,  like  ice  and  fire, 
Went  freezing,  burning,  withering,  thrilling  through 
me; 
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Annihilation  then  had  been  deliverance, 

While  that  eternity  of  solitude 

Lay  on  my  heart,  hard  struggling  to  break  free, 

As  from  a  dream,  when  mountains  press  the  sleeper. 

Darkness,  meanwhile,  disguised  in  twilight,  crept 
0*er  air  and  ocean ;  drearier  gloom  involved 
My  fainting  senses,  till  a  sudden  ray 
Of  pensile  lusti-e  sparkled  from  the  west ; 
I  flew  to  meet  it,  but  drew  never  nearer, 
While,  vanishing  and  re-appearing  oil. 
At  length  it  trembled  out  into  a  star. 
My  soul  revived,  and  could  I  then  have  wept 
(Methought  I  did),  with  tears  of  fond  delight, 
How  had  I  hail'd  the  gentle  apparition. 
As  second  life  to  me ;  so  sweetly  welcome 
The  faintest  semblance  of  society, 
Though  but  a  point  to  rest  the  eye  upon, 
To  him  who  hath  been  utterly  bereaved ! 
—  Star  after  star,  from  some  unseen  abyss, 
Came  through  the  sky,  like  thoughts  into  the  minil, 
We  know  not  whence ;  ^1  alTIBie  firmament 
Was  throng'd  with  constellations,  and  the  sea 
Strown  with  their  images.     Amidst  a  sphere 
Of  twinkling  lights,  like  living  eyes,  that  looked 
At  once  on  me  from  every  side,  I  stood 
(Motion  and  rest  with  me  were  mere  volition)^ 
Myself  perhaps  a  star  among  the  rest ! 
But  here  again  I  found  no  fellowship ; 
Sight  could  not  reach,  nor  keenest  thought  conceive 
Their  nature  or  their  offices.     To  me 


10  THE   PELICAN   ISLAND.  CANTO  I.. 

They  were  but  what  they  seem'd^  and  yet  I  felt 
They  must  be  more  ;  the  mind  hath  no  horizon, 
It  looks  beyond  the  eye,  and  seeks  far  mind 
In  all  it  sees,  or  all  it  sees  overruling. 

Low  in  the  east,  ere  long,  the  morning  dawn 
Shot  upward,  onward,  and  around  the  pole,     .   . 
With  arrowy  glimpses  traversing  the  shade. 
Night's  train,  as  they  had  kindled  one  by  one, 
Now  one  by  one  withdrew,  reversing  order, 
Where  those  that  came  the  latest,  earliest  went : 
Day  rose  triumphant,  and  again  to  me 
Sky,  sun,  and  sea  were  all  the  universe ; 
But  ah !  the  glory  had  departed,  and  I  long'd 
For  some  untried  vicissitude :  —  it  came. 

A  breeze  sprang  up,  and  with  careering  wing 
Play'd  like  an  unseen  being  on  the  water. 
Slowly  from  slumber  'woke  the  unwilling  main, 
Curling  and  murmuring,  till  the  infant  waves 
Leap'd  on  his  lap,  and  laugh'd  in  air  and  sunshine. 
Then  all  was  bright  and  beautiful  emotion, 
And  sweet  accordance  of  susurrant  sounds. 
I  felt  the  gay  delirium  of  the  dcene ; 
I  felt  the  breeze  and  billow  chase  each  other, 
Like  bounding  pulses  in  my  human  veins : 
For,  though  impassive  to  the  elements, 
The  form  I  wore  was  exquisitely  tuned 
To  Nature's  sympathies ;  joy,  fear,  hope,  sorrow, 
(As  though  I  yet  were  in  the  body)  moved, 
Elated,  shook,  or  tranquillized  my  soul. 
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Thus  pasa'd  the  day :  night  foUow'd,  decked  witli 
stars 
Innumerable,  and  the  pale  new  moon, 
Beneath  her  feet,  a  slight  inverted  crescent, 
Soon  disappearing. 

Time  flew  on,  and  brouglit 
Alternate  mom  and  eve.     The  sun,  the  start*, 
The  moon  through  all  her  phases,  waxing,  waning, 
The  planets  seeking  rest,  and  finding  none, 
—  These  were  the  only  objects  in  mine  eye. 
The  constant  burden  of  my  thoughts,  perj)lex'd 
With  vain  conjectures  why  they  were  created. 

Once,  at  high  noon,  amidst  a  sultry  calm, 
Looking  around  for  comfort,  I  descried. 
Far  pn  the  green  horizon's  utmost  verge, 
A  wreath  of  cloud ;  to  me  a  glad  discovery, 
For  each  new  image  sprang  a  new  idea. 
The  germ  of  thoughts  to  come,  that  could  not  die. 
The  little  vapor  rapidly  expanded. 
Lowering  and  thickening  till  it  hid  the  sun. 
And  threw  a  starless  night  upon  the  sea. 
Eagerly,  tremblingly,  I  watch*d  the  end. 
Faint  gleam'd  the  lightning,  followed  by  no  peal ; 
Dreajy  and  hollow  moans  foretold  a  gale ; 
Nor  long  the  issue  tarried ;  then  the  wind, 
Unprison'd,  blew  its  trumpet  loud  and  shrill ; 
Out  flash'd  the  lightnings  gloriously ;  the  rain 
C^me  down  like  music,  and  the  full-toned  thunder 
Roird  in  grand  harmony  throughout  high  heaven : 
Till  ocean,  breaking  from  his  black  supineness, 
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Drown'd  in  his  own  stupendous  uproar  ftU 
The  voices  of  the  storm  beside ;  meanwhile 
A  war  of  mountains  raged  upon  bis  surface ; 
Mountains  each  other  swallowing,  and  again 
New  Alps  and  Andes,  from  unfathom'd  valleys 
Upstarting,  join'd  the  battle ;  like  those  sons 
Of  earth,  —  Giants,  rebounding  as  new-born 
From  every  fall  on  their  unwearied  mother. 
I  glow'd  with  all  the  rapture  of  the  strife : 
Beneath  was  one  wild  whirl  of  foaming  surges ; 
Above,  the  array  of  lightnings,  like  the  swords 
Of  cherubim,  wide-brandish'd,  to  repel 
Aggression  from  heaven's  gates ;  their  jQaming  strokes 
Quench'd  momentarily  in  the  vast  abyss. 

The  voice  of  Him  who  walks  upon  the  wind, 
And  sets  his  throne  upon  the  floods,  rebuked 
The  headlong  tempest  in  its  mid-career, 
And  turn'd  its  horrors  to  magnificence. 
The  evening  sun  broke  through  the  embattled  clouds, 
And  threw  round  sky  and  sea,  as  by  enchantment, 
A  radiant  girdle,  binding  them  to  peace, 
In  the  full  rainbow's  harmony  of  beams ; 
No  brilliant  fragment,  but  one  sevenfold  circle, 
That  spanned  the  horizon,  meted  out  the  heavens. 
And  underarch'd  the  ocean.     'T  was  a  scene, 
That  left  itself  for  ever  on  my  mind. 

Night,  silent,  cool,  transparent,  crown'd  the  day ; 
The  sky  receded  further  into  space. 
The  stars  came  lower  down  to  meet  the  eye. 
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Till  the  whole  hemisphere,  alive  with  light, 
Twinkled  from  east  to  west  hy  one  consent. 
The  constellations  round  the  arctic  pole, 
That  never  set  to  us,  here  scarcely  rose, 
But  in  their  stead,  Orion  through  the  north 
Pursued  the  Pleiads ;  Sirins,  with  his  keen, 
Quick  scintillations,  in  the  aenith  reign'd. 
The  south  unveiFd  its  glories ;  *-^  there,  the  Wolf, 
With  eyes  of  lightning,  watch'd  the  Centaur's  spear ; 
Through  the  clear  hyaline,  the  Ship  of  Heaven 
Came  sailing  from  eternity ;  the  Dove, 
On  silver  pinions,  winged  her  peaceful  way ; 
There,  at  the  footstool  of  Jehovah's  throne, 
The  Altar,  kindled  from  His  presence,  blazed; 
There,  too,  all  else  excelling,  meekly  shone 
The  Cross,  the  symbol  of  redeeming  love : 
The  Heavens  declared  the  glory  of  the  Lord, 
The  firmament  display'd  his  handiwork. 

With  scarce  inferior  lustre  gleam'd  the  sea. 
Whose  waves  were  spangled  with  phosphoric  fire. 
As  though  the  lightnings  there  had  spent  their  shafts, 
And  lefl  the  fragments  glittering  on  the  field. 

Next  mom,  in  mockery  of  a  storm,  the  breeze 
And  waters  skirmish'd ;  bubble-armies  fought 
Millions  of  battles  on  the  crested  surges, 
And  where  they  fell,  all  cover'd  with  their  glory, 
Traced,  in  white  foam  on  the  cerulean  main. 
Paths,  like  the  milky-way  among  the  stars. 
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Charm'd  with  the  spectacle,  yet  deeply  tooch'd 
With  a  forlora  and  not  untender  feeling  — 
"  Why,"  said  my  thoughts  within  me, "  why  this  waste 
Of  loveHness  and  grandeur  unenjoy'd  ? 
Is  there  no  Ufe  throughout  this  fair  existence  ? 
Sky,  sun,  and  sea,  the  moon,  the  stars,  the  clouds, 
Wind,  lightning,  thunder,  are  but  ministers ; 
They  know  not  what  they  are,  nor  what  they  do : 

0  for  the  beings  for  whom  these  were  made ! " 

Light  as  a  flake  of  foam  upon  the  wind. 
Keel  upward  from  the  deep  emerged  a  shell, 
Shaped  like  the  moon  ere  half  her  horn  is  filled ; 
Fraught  with  young  life,  it  righted  as  it  rose. 
And  moved  at  will  along  the  yielding  water. 
The  native  pilot  of  this  little  bark 
Put  out  a  tier  of  oars  on  either  side. 
Spread  to  the  wafling  breeze  a  twofold  sail. 
And  mounted  up  and  glided  down  the  billow 
In  happy  freedom,  pleased  to  feel  the  air. 
And  wander  in  the  luxury  of  light. 
Worth  all  the  dead  creation,  in  that  hour. 
To  me  appeared  this  lonely  Nautilus, 
My  fellow-being,  like  myself  alive. 
Entranced  in  contemplation  vague  yet  sweet, 

1  watch'd  its  vagrant  course  and  rippling  wake, 
Till  I  forgot  the  sun  amidst  the  heavens. 

It  closed,  sunk,  dwindled  to  a  point,  then  nothing ; 
While  the  last  bubble  crown'd  the  dimpling  eddy. 
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Through  which  mine  eye  still  giddily  pursued  it, 

A  joyous  creature  vaulted  through  the  air,  — 

The  aspiring  fish  that  fain  would  be  a  bird, 

On  long  light  wings,  that  flung  a  diamond  shower 

Of  dew-drops  round  its  evanescent  form, 

Spranjg  into  light,  and  instantly  descended. 

Ere  I  could  greet  the  stranger  as  a  friend. 

Or  mourn  his  quick  departure,  —  on  the  surge, 

A  shoal  of  Dolphins,  tumbling  in  wild  glee, 

Glow'd  with  such  orient  tints,  they  might  have  been 

The  rainbow's  offspring,  when  it  met  the  ocean 

In  that  resplendent  vision  I  had  seen. 

While  yet  in  ecstasy  I  hung  o'er  these, 

With  every  motion  pouring  out  fresh  beauties, 

As  though  the  conscious  colors  came  and  went 

At  pleasure,  glorying  in  their  subtle  changes,  — 

Enormous  o'er  the  flood.  Leviathan 

Look'd  forth,  and  from  his  roaring  nostrils  sent 

Two  fountains  to  the  sky,  then  plunged  amain 

In  headlong  pastime  through  the  closing  gulf. 

These  were  but  preludes  to  the  revelry 
That  reign'd  at  sunset :  then  the  deep  let  loose 
Its  blithe  adventurers  to  sport  at  large, 
As  kindly  instinct  taught  them ;  buoyant  shells, 
On  stormless  voyages,  in  fleets  or  single, 
Wherried  their  tiny  mariners ;  aloof. 
On  wing-like  fins,  in  bow-and-arrow  figures, 
The  flying  fishes  darted  to  and  fro ; 
While  spouting  Whales  projected  wat'ry  columns, 


/ 
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That  tum'd  to  arches  at  their  height,  and  seem'd 

The  skeletons  of  crystal  palaces, 

Built  on  the  blue  expanse,  then  perishing, 

Frail  as  the  element  which  they  were  made  of: 

Dolphins,  in  gambols,  lent  the  lucid  brine 

Hues  richer  than  the  canopy  of  eve. 

That  overhung  the  scene  with  gorgeous  clouds, 

Decaying  into  gloom  more  beautiful 

Than  the  sun's  golden  liveries  which  they  lost : 

Till  light  that  hides,  and  darkness  that  reveals 

The  stars,  —  exchanging  guard,  like  sentinels 

Of  day  and  night,  —  transformed  the  face  of  nature 

Above  was  wakefulness,  silence  around. 

Beneath,  repose,  —  repose  that  reached  even  me. 

Power,  will,  sensation,  memory,  faiFd  in  turn ;         » 

My  veiy  essence  seem'd  to  pass  away. 

Like  a  thin  cloud  that  melts  across  the  moon. 

Lost  in  the  blue  inmiensity  of  heaven. 


END   OF   CANTO  I. 
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CANTO  SECOND. 

Life's  intermitting  pulse  again  went  on . 
I  woke  amidst  the  beauty  of  a  morn, 
That  shone  as  bright  within  me  as  around. 
The  presence-chamber  of  the  soul  was  full 
Of  flitting  images  and  rapturous  thoughts ; 
For  eye  and  mind  were  open*d  to  explore 
The  secrets  of  the  abyss  erewhile  concealed. 
The  floor  of  ocean,  never  trod  by  man. 
Was  visible  to  me  as  heaven's  round  roof. 
Which  man  hath  never  touch'd ;  the  multitude 
Of  living  things,  in  that  new  hemisphere, 
Gleam'd  out  of  darkness,  like  the  stars  at  midnight, 
When  moon  nor  clouds,  with  light  or  shade,  obscure 

them. 
For,  as  in  hollows  of  the  tide-worn  reef, 
Left  at  low  water  glistening  in  the  sun, 
Pellucid  pools  and  rocks  in  miniature. 
With  their  small  fry  of  fishes,  crusted  shells. 
Rich  mosses,  tree-like  sea-weed,  sparkling  pebbles. 
Enchant  the  eye,  and  tempt  the  eager  hand 
To  violate  the  fairy  paradise, 
—  So  to  my  view  the  deep  disclosed  its  wonders. 

In  the  free  element  beneath  me  swam, 
Flounder'd,  and  dived,  in  play,  in  chase,  in  battle. 

VOL.  IV.  2 
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Fishes  of  every  color,  form,  and  kind, 

(Strange  forms,  resplendent   colors,  kinds   unnum- 

ber'd). 
Which  language  cannot  paint,  and  mariner 
Hath  never  seen ;  from  dread  Leviathan 
To  insect  millions  peopling  every  wave ; 
And  nameless  tribes,  half-plant,  half-animal, 
Rooted  and  slumbering  through  a  dream  of  life. 
The  livelier  inmates  to  the  surface  sprang, 
To  taste  the  freshness  of  heaven's  breath,  and  feel 
That  light  is  pleasant,  and  the  sunbeam  warm. 
Most  in  the  middle  region  sought  their  prey, 
Safety,  or  pastime ;  solitary  some. 
And  some  in  pairs  affectionately  join'd ; 
Others  in  shoals  immense,  like  floating  islands, 
Led  by  mysterious  instinct  through  that  waste 
And  trackless  region,  though  on  every  side 
Assaulted  by  voracious  enemies, 
—  Whales,  sharks,  and  monsters,  arm'd  in  front  or 

jaw, 
With  swords,  saws,  spiral  horns,  or  hooked  fangs. 
While  ravening  Death  of  slaughter  ne'er  grew  weary 
Life  multiplied  the  immortal  meal  as  fast. 
War,  reckless,  universal  war,  prevail'd ; 
All  were  devourers,  all  in  turn  devoured ; 
Yet  every  unit  in  the  uncounted  sum 
Of  victims  had  its  share  of  bliss,  its  pang. 
And  but  a  pang,  of  dissolution ;  each 
Was  happy  till  its  moment  came,  and  then 
Its  first,  last  suffering,  unforeseen,  unfear'd. 
Closed,  with  one  struggle,  pain  and  life  for  ever. 
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So  He  ordain'd,  whose  way  is  in  the  sea, 
His  path  amidst  great  waters,  and  his  steps 
Unknown ;  —  whose  judgments  are  a  mighty  deep, 
Where  plummet  of  ArchangeFs  intellect 
Could  never  yet  find  soundings,  but  from  age 
To  age  let  down,  drawn  up,  then  thrown  again, 
With  lengthened  line  and  added  weight,  still  fails ; 
And  still  the  cry  in  Heaven  is,  "  O  the  depth ! " 

Thus,  while  bewilder'd  with  delight  I  gazed 
On  Hfe  in  every  shape  it  here  assumed, 
Congenial  feelings  made  me  follow  it, 
And  try  to  be  whatever  I  beheld : 
By  mental  transmigration  thus  I  pass'd 
Through  many  a  body,  and  in  each  assay'd 
New  instincts,  powers,  enjoyments,  death  itself; 
Till,  weary  with  the  fanciful  pursuit, 
I  started  from  that  idle  reverie. 
Then  grew  my  heart  more  desolate  than  ever ; 
Here  had  I  found  the  beings  which  I  sought, 

—  Beings  for  whom  the  universe  was  made, 
Yet  none  of  kindred  with  myself.     In  vain 
I  strove  to  waken  sympathy  in  breasts 
Cold  as  the  element  in  which  they  moved, 
And  inaccessible  to  fellowship 

With  me,  as  sun  and  stars,  as  winds  and  vapors : 
Sense  had  they,  but  no  more ;  mind  was  not  there. 
They  roam'd,  they  fed,  they  slept,  they  died,  and  left 
Race  ailer  race,  to  roam,  feed,  sleep,  then  die. 
And  leave  their  like  through  endless  generations ; 

—  Incessant  change  of  actors,  none  of  scene, 


I 

20  THB  PELICAN   ISLAND.  CANTO  II.  i 

Through  all  that  boundless  theatre  of  strife  1 

I 

Shrinking  into  myself  again,  I  cried, 

In  bitter  disappointment,  —  "  Is  this  all  ?  " 

j 
j 

I  sent  a  glance  at  random  from  the  cloud,  | 

In  which  I  then  lay  floating  through  mid^heaven,  | 

To  ocean's  innermost  recess ;  —  when  lo !  ! 

Another  seal  of  Nature's  book  was  open'd, 
Which  held  transported  thought  so  deep  entranced, 
That  Time,  though  borne  through  mightiest  revolu- 
tions, 
Seem'd,  like  the.  earth  in  motion,  to  stand  still. 
The  works  of  ages  grew  beneath  mine  eye ; 
As  rapid  intellect  calls  up  events. 
Combines,  compresses,  moulds  them,  with  such  power, 
That,  in  a  Httle  page  of  memory. 
An  empire's  annals  lie,  —  a  nation's  fortunes 
Pass  in  review,  as  motes  through  sunbeams  pass, 
Glistening  and  vanishing  in  quick  succession. 
Yet  each  distinct  as  though  there  were  but  one ; 
—  So  thrice  a  thousand  years,  with  all  their  issues. 
Hurried  before  me,  through  a  gleam  of  Time, 
Between  the  clouds  of  two  eternities,  — 
That  whence  they  came,  and  that  to  which  they  tended. 

Immeasurable  continents  beneath 
The  expanse  of  animated  waters  lay. 
Not  strown,  —  as  I  have  since  discera'd  the  tracks 
Of  voyagers,  —  with  shipwrecks  and  their  spoils, 
The  wealth  of  merchants,  the  artillery 
Of  war,  the* chains  of  captives,  and  the  gems 


CANTO   II.  THE   PELICANT   ISLAND.  21 

That  glow*d  upon  the  brow  of  beauty ;  crowns 
Of  monarchs,  swords  of  heroes,  anchors  lost, 
That  never  had  let  go  their  hold  in  storms ; 
Helms,  sunk  in  port,  that  steer'd  adventurous  barks 
Round  the  wide  world ;  bones  of  dead  men,  that  made 
A  hidden  Golgotha  where  they  had  fallen. 
Unseen,  unsepulchred,  but  not  unwept 
By  lover,  friend,  relation,  far  away. 
Long  waiting  their  return  to  home  and  country, 
And  g(»ng  down  into  their  fathers*  graves 
With  their  grey  hairs  or  youthful  locks  in  sorrow, 
To  meet  no  more  till  seas  give  up  their  dead : 
Some    too  —  ay    thousands  —  whom    none    living 

moum'd, 
Niane  miss'd,  —  waifs  in  the  universe,  the  last. 
Lorn  Unks  of  kindred  chains  for  ever  sunder'd. 

Not  such  the  spectacle  I  now  surveyed : 
No  broken  hearts  lay  here ;  no  aching  heads, 
For  whose  vast  schemes  the  world  was  once  too  small, 
And  life  too  short,  in  Death*s  dark  lap  found  rest 
Beneath  the  unresting  wave ;  —  but  skeletons 
Of  Whales  and  Krakens  here  and  there  were  scattered, 
'The  prey  when  dead  of  tribes,  their  prey  when  living: 
A.nd,  seen  by  glimpses,  but  awakening  thoughts 
Too  sad  for  utterance,  —  relics  huge  and  strange 
Of  the  old  world  that  perish'd  by  the  flood, 
Kept  under  chains  of  darkness  till  the  judgment 
—  Save  these,  lay  ocean's  bed,  as  from  the  hand 
Of  its  Creator,  hoUow'd  and  prepared 
For  his  unfathomable  counsels  there, 
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To  work  slow  miracles  of  power  divine, 
From  century  to  century,  —  nor  less 
Incomprehensible  than  heaven  and  earth 
Form'd  in  six  days  by  His  commanding  word. 
With  God  a  thousand  y^rs  are  as  one  day ; 
He  in  one  day  can  sum  a  thousand  years : 
All  acts  with  Him  are  equal ;  for  no  more 
It  costs  Omnipotence  to  build  a  world, 
And  set  a  sun  amidst  the  firmament. 
Than  mould  a  dew-drop,  and  light  up  its  gem. 

This   was   the    landscape   stretched   beneath   the 
flood :  [tains ; 

—  Rocks,  branching  out  like  chains  of  Alpine  moun- 
Gulfs  intervening,  sandy  wildernesses, 

Forests  of  growth  enormous,  caverns,  shoals ; 
Fountains  upspringing,  hot  and  cold,  and  fresh 
And  bitter,  as  on  land ;  volcanic  fires 
Fiercely  out-flashing  from  earth's  central  heart, 
Nor  soon  extinguished  by  the  rush  of  waters 
Down  the  rent  crater  to  the  unknown  abyss 
Of  Nature's  laboratory,  where  she  hides 
Her  deeds  from  every  eye  except  her  Maker's : 

—  Such  were  the  scenes  which  ocean  open'd  to  me ; 
Mysterious  regions,  the  recluse  abode 

Of  unapproachable  inhabitants, 

That  dwelt  in  everlasting  darkness  there. 

Unheard  by  them  the  roaring  of  the  wind. 

The  elastic  motion  of  the  wave  unfelt ; 

Still  life  was  theirs,  well  pleasing  to  themselves, 

Nor  yet  unuseful,  as  my  song  shall  show. 
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Here,  on  a  stony  eminence,  that  stood, 
Girt  with  inferior  ridges,  at  the  point, 
Where  light  and  darkness  meet  in  spectral  gloom, 
Midway  between  the  height  and  depth  of  ocean,  , 
I  mark'd  a  whirlpool  in  perpetual  play, 
ks  though  the  mountain  were  itself  alive, 
And  catching  prey  on  every  side,  with  feelers 
Countless  as  sunbeams,  slight  as  gossamer : 
Ere  long  transfigured,  each  fine  film  became 
An  independent  creature,  self-employ'd, 
Yet  but  an  agent  in  one  common  work, 
The  sum  of  all  their  individual  labors.  * 

Shapeless  they  seem'd,  but  endless  shapes  assumed ; 
Elongated  like  worms,  they  writhed  and  shrunk 
Their  tortuous  bodies  to  grotesque  dimensions ; 
Compress'd  like  wedges,  radiated  like  stars, 
Branching  like  sea-weed,  whirl'd  in  dazzling  rings ; 
Subtle  and  variable  as  flickering  fiames, 
Sight  could  not  trace  their  evanescent  changes, 
Nor  comprehend  their  motions,  till  minute 
And  curious  observations  caught  the  clew 
To  this  live  labyrinth,  —  where  every  one, 
By  instinct  taught,  performed  its  little  task ; 
—  To  build  its  dwelling  and  its  sepulchre. 
From  its  own  essence  exquisitely  modelled ; 
There  breed,  and  die,  and  leave  a  progeny. 
Still  multiplied  beycmd  the  reach  of  numbers, 
To  frame  new  cells  and  tombs  ;  then  breed  and  die 
As  all  their  ancestors  had  done,  —  and  rest, 
Hermetically  seal'd,  each  in  its  shrine, 
A  statue  in  this  temple  of  oblivion  I 
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Millions  of  millions  thus,  from  age  to  age, 

With  simplest  skill,  and  toil  unweariable, 

No  moment  and  no  movement  unimproved, 

Laid  line  on  line,  on  terrace  terrace  spread, 

To  swell  the  heightening,  brightening,  gradual  mound, 

By  marvellous  structure  climbing  towards  the  day. 

Each  wrought  alone,  yet  all  together  wrought, 

Unconscious,  not  unworthy,  instruments, 

By  which  a  hand  invisible  was  rearing 

A  new  creation  in  the  secret  deep. 

Omnipotence  wrought  in  them,  with  them,  by  them ; 

Hence  what  Omnipotence  alone  could  do 

Worms  did.     I  saw  the  living  pile  ascend, 

The  mausoleum  of  its  architects, 

Still  dying  upwards  as  their  labors  closed : 

Slime  the  material,  but  the  slime  was  turn'd 

To  adamant,  by  their  petrific  touch ; 

Frail  were  their  frames,  ephemeral  their  lives. 

Their  masonry  imperishable.     All 

Life's  needful  functions,  food,  exertion,  rest, 

By  nice  economy  of  Providence 

Were  overruled  to  carry  on  the  process. 

Which  out  of  water  brought  forth  solid  rock. 

Atom  by  atom  thus  the  burden  grew. 
Even  like  an  infent  in  the  womb,  till  Time 
Delivered  ocean  of  that  monstrous  birth, 
— A  coral  island,  stretching  east  and  west. 
In  God's  own  language  to  its  parent  saying, 
"  Thus  far,  nor  furtlier,  shalt  thou  go  ;  and  here 
Shall  thy  proud  waves  be  stay'd : "  —  A  point  at  first 
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It  peer'd  above  those  waves ;  a  point  so  small^ 

I  just  perceived  it,  fix'd  where  all  was  floating ; 

And  when  a  bubble  cross'd  it,  the  blue  film 

Expanded  like  a  sky  above  the  speck ; 

That  speck  became  a  hand-breadth ;  day  and  night 

It  spread,  accumulated,  and  ere  long 

Presented  to  my  view  a  dazzling  plain. 

White  as  the  moon  amid  the  sapphire  sea ; 

Bare  at  low  water,  and  as  still  as  death, 

But  when  the  tide  came  gurgling  o*er  the  surface, 

'T  was  like  a  resurrection  of  the  dead : 

From  graves  innumerable,  punctures  fine 

In  the  close  coral,  capillary  swarms 

Of  reptiles,  horrent  as  Medusa's  snakes, 

Covered  the  bald-pate  reef;  then  all  was  life. 

And  indefatigable  industry ; 

The  artisans  were  twisting  to  and  fro, 

In  idle-seeming  convolutions ;  yet 

They  never  vanished  with  the  ebbing  surge, 

Till  pellicle  on  pellicle,  and  layer 

On  layer,  was  added  to  the  growing  mass. 

Ere  long  the  reef  o'ertopt  the  spring-fiood's  height, 

And  mock'd  the  billows  when  they  leapt  upou  it. 

Unable  to  maintain  their  slippery  hold, 

And  falling  down  in  foam-wreaths  round  its  i  \x^e 

Steep  were  the  flanks,  with  precipices  sharp 

Descending  to  their  base  in  ocean-gloom. 

Chasms  few,  and  narrow,  and  irregular, 

Form'd  harbors,  safe  at  once  and  perilous, — 

Safe  for  defence,  but  perilous  to  enter. 

A.  sea-lake  shone  amidst  the  fossil  isle. 
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Beflecting  in  a  ring  its  clifis  and  caverns, 
With  heaven  itself  seen  like  a  lake  below. 

Compared  with  this  amazing  edifice, 
Raised  by  the  weakest  creatures  in  existence, 
What  are  the  works  of  intellectual  man  ? 
Towers,  temples,  palaces,  and  sepulchres ; 
Ideal  images  in  sculptured  forms. 
Thoughts  hewn  in  columns,  or  in  domes  expanded, 
Fancies  through  every  maze  of  beauty  shown ; 
Pride,  gratitude,  affection  tum'd  to  marble. 
In  honor  of  the  living  or  the  dead ; 
What  are  they  ?  —  fine-wrought  miniatures  of  art, 
Too  exquisite  to  bear  the  weight  of  dew. 
Which  every  morn  lets  fall  in  pearls  upon  them, 
Till  all  their  pomp  sinks  down  in  mouldering  relics, 
Yet  in  their  ruin  lovelier  than  their  prime  ! 

—  Dust  in  the  balance,  atoms  in  the  gale, 
Compared  with  these  achievements  in  the  deep. 
Were  all  the  monuments  of  olden  time, 

In  days  when  there  were  giants  on  the  earth : 

—  Babel's  stupendous  folly,  though  it  aim'd 
To  scale  heaven's  battlements,  was  but  a  toy, 
The  plaything  of  the  world  in  infancy :  — 
The  ramparts,  towers,  and  gates  of  Babylon, 
Built  for  eternity, — though,  where  they  stood, 
Ruin  itself  stands  still  for  lack  of  work. 

And  Desolation  keeps  unbroken  sabbath ;  — 
Great  Babylon,  in  its  full  moon  of  empire. 
Even  when  its  "  head  of  gold  "  was  smitten  off, 
And  from  a  monarch  changed  into  a  brute  ;  — 
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Great  Babylon  was  like  a  wreath  of  sand, 
Left  by  one  tide,  and  cancell'd  by  the  next :  — 
Egypt's  dread  wonders,  still  defying  Time, 
Where  cities  have  been  crumbled  into  sand. 
Scatter'd  by  winds  beyond  the  Libyan  desert, 
Or  melted  down  into  the  mud  of  Nile, 
And  cast  in  tillage  o'er  the  corn-sown  fields, 
Where     Memphis    flourish*d,    and    the    Phai-aoh 

reign'd ;  — 
^gyP^'s  grey  piles  of  hieroglyphic  grandeur, 
That  have  survived  the  language  which  they  speak, 
Preserving  its  dead  emblems  to  the  eye, 
Tet  hiding  from  the  mind  what  these  reveal ; 
—  Her  pyramids  would  be  mere  pinnacles, 
Her  giant  statues,  w^rought  from  rocks  of  granite. 
But  puny  ornaments  for  such  a  pile 
As  this  stupendous  mound  of  catacombs, 
Fill'd  with  dry  mummies  of  the  builder-worms^ 

• 

Thus  far,  with  undiverted  thought,  and  eye 
Intensely  fix*d  on  ocean's  concave  mirror, 
I  watch'd  the  process  to  its  finishing  stroke  : 
Then  starting  suddenly,  as  from  a  trance, 
Once  more  to  look  upon  the  blessed  sun. 
And  breathe  the  gladdening  influence  of  the  wind. 
Darkness  fell  on  me ;  giddily  my  brain 
Whirl'd  like  a  torch  of  fire  that  seems  a  circle^ 
And  soon  to  me  the  universe  was  nothing. 

END   OP  CANTO  II. 
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Nine  timea  the  age  of  man  that  coral  reef 
Had  bleach'^  benealh  the  torrid  noon,  and  borne 
The  thunder  of  a  thousand  hurricanes, 
Raised  by  the  jealous  ocean,  to  repel 
That  strange  encroachment  on  his  old  domain. 
His  ra^e  was  impotent ;  hia  wrath  fulfill'd 
The  counsels  of  eternal  Providence, 
And  'stablish'd  what  he  strove  to  overturn : 
For  every  tempest  threw  fresh  wrecks  upon  it; 
Sand  from  the  shoals,  eKUvis  from  the  deep, 
Fragments  of  shells,  dead  sloughs,  sea-monsters' bones, 
Whales  stranded  in  the  shallows,  hideous  weeds 
Hurl'd  out  of  darkness  by  the  uprooting  suites ; 
These,  with  unutterable  relics  more, 
Heap'd  the  rough  surface,  till  the  various  mass, 
By  Nature's  chemistry  combined  and  purged. 
Had  buried  the  bare  rock  in  crumbhng  mould, 
Not  unproductive,  but  irom  time  to  time 
Impregnated  with  seeds  of  planis,  and  rife 
With  embryo  animals,  or  torpid  forms 
Of  reptiles,  shrouded  in  the  clefts  of  trees. 
From  distant  lands,  with  branches,  foliage,  fruity  ■ 
Pluck'd  up  and  wafted  hither  by  the  flood. 
Death's  spoils,  and  life's  hid  treasures,  thus  enrict'd 
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And  colonized  the  s(h1  ;  no  particle 

Of  meanest  substance  but  in  course  was  tum'd 

To  solid  use  or  noble  ornament. 

AU  seasons  were  propitious ;  erery  wind, 

From  the  hot  Siroc  to  the  wet  Monsoon, 

Temper'd  the  crude  materials ;  while  heaven's  dew 

Fell  on  the  sterile  wilderness  as  sweetly 

As  though  it  were  a  garden  of  the  Lord  ; 

Nor  fell  in  vain ;  each  drop  had  its  commission. 

And  did  its  duty,  known  to  Him  who  sent  it. 

Such  time  had  past,  such  changes  had  transfigured 
The  aspect  of  that  solitary  isle, 
When  I  again  in  spirit,  as  before, 
Assumed  mute  watch  above  it.     Slender  blades 
Of  grass  were  shooting  through  the  dark  brown  earth. 
Like  rays  of  light,  transparent  in  the  sun. 
Or  after  showers  with  liquid  gems  illumined ; 
Fountains  through  filtering  sluices  sallied  forth, 
And  led  fertility  where'er  they  tum'd ; 
Green    herbage    graced    their  banks,  resplendent 

flowers 
Unlock'd  their  treasures,  and  let  flow  their  fragrance. 
Then  insect  legions,  prank'd  with  gaudiest  hues. 
Pearl,  gold,  and  purple,  swarm'd  into  existence; 
Minute  and  marvellous  creations  these  1 
Lifinite  multitudes  on  every  leaf. 
In  every  drop,  by  me  discerned  at  pleasure, 
Were  yet  too  fine  for  unenlightened  eye, 
—  Like  stars,  whose  beams  have  never  reach'd  our 

world, 
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Though  science  meets  them  midway  in  the  heaven 

With  prying  optics,  weighs  them  in  her  scale, 

Measures  their  orbs,  and  calculates  their  courses :  — 

Some  barely  visible,  some  proudly  shone. 

Like  living  jewels ;  some  grotesque,  uncouth, 

And  hideous,  —  giants  of  a  race  of  pigmies  ; 

These  burrowed  in  the  ground,  and  fed  on  gai'bage, 

Those  lived  deliciously  on  honey-dews. 

And  dwelt  in  palaces  of  blossom'd  bells ; 

Millions  on  millions,  wing'd,  and  plumed  in  front, 

And  arm*d  with  stings  for  vengeance  or  assault, 

Fiird  the  dim  atmosphere  with  hum  and  hurry ; 

Children  of  light,  and  air,  and  fire  they  seem'd, 

Their  lives  all  ecstasy  and  quick  cross  motion. 

Thus  throve  this  embryo  universe,  where  all 

That  was  to  be  was  unbegun,  or  now 

Beginning ;  every  day,  hour,  instant  brought 

Its  novelty,  though  how  or  whence  I  knew  not ; 

Less  than  omniscience  could  not  comprehend 

The  causes  of  effects  that  seem'd  spontaneous. 

And  sprang  in  infinite  succession,  link'd 

With  kindred  issues  infinite  as  they. 

For  which  almighty  skill  had  laid  the  train 

Even  in  the  elements  of  chaos,  —  whence 

The  unravelling  clew  not  for  a  moment  lost 

Hold  of  the  silent  hand  that  drew  it  out. 

Thus  He  who  makes  and  peoples  worlds  still  works 

In  secrecy,  behind  a  veil  of  light ; 

Yet  through  that  hiding  of  his  power,  such  glimpses 

Of  glory  break  as  strike  presumption  blind, 
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Bat  huml^le  and  exalt  the  humbled  soul. 

Whose  fiEiith.  the  tbiogs  invisible  discerns, 

And  Gob  informing,  guiding,  ruling  all :  — 

He  speaks,  'tis  done ;  commands,  and  it  stands  fast 

He  calls  an  island  from  the  deep,  —  it  comes ; 

Ordains  it  culture,  —  soil  and  seed  are  there  ; 

Appoints  inhabitants,  —  from  climes  unknown. 

By  undiscoverable  paths,  they  flock 

Thither ;  —  like  passage-birds  to  us  in  spring ; 

They  were  not  yesterday,  —  and,  lo  1  to-day 

They  are,  —  but  what  keen  eye  beheld  them  coming  I 

Here  was  the  infancy  of  life,  the  age 
Of  gold  in  that  green  isle,  itself  new-bom, 
And  all  upon  it  in  the  prime  of  being, 
Love,  hope,  and  promise;  'twas  in  miniature 
A  world  unsoil'd  by  sin ;  a  Paradise 
Where  Death  had  not  yet  enter'd ;  Bliss  had  newly 
Alighted,  and  shut  close  his  rainbow  wings^ 
To  rest  at  ease,  nor  dread  intruding  ill. 
Plants  of  superior  growth  now  sprang  apace, 
With  moonlike  blossoms  crown'd,  or  starry  glories ; 
Light  flexile  shrubs  among  the  greenwood  play'd 
Fantastic  freaks,  —  they  crept,  they  climb'd,  they 

budded. 
And  hung  their  flowers  and  berries  in  the  sun ; 
As  the  breeze  taught,  they  danced,  they  sung,  they 

twined 
Their  sprays  in  bowers,  or  spread  the  ground  with 

network. 
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Through  the  slow  lapse  of  undivided  time, 

Silently  rising  from  their  huried  germs, 

Trees  lifted  to  the  skies  their  stately  heads, 

Tufted  with  verdure,  like  depending  plumage, 

O'er  stems  unknotted,  waving  to  the  wind : 

Of  these  in  graceful  form,  and  simple  beauty. 

The  fruitful  cocoa  and  the  fn^ramt  palm 

Exceird  the  wilding  daughters  of  the  wood, 

That  stretch'd  unwieldy  their  enormous  urms. 

Clad  with  luxuriant  foliage,  from  the  trunk, 

Like  the  old  eagle,  feathered  to  the  heel ; 

While  «Fery  fibre,  from  the  lowest  root 

To  the  last  leaf  upon  the  topmost  twig. 

Was  held  by  common  sympathy,  diffusing 

Through  all  the  complex  frame  unconscious  life. 

Such  was  the  locust  with  his  hydra  boughs, 

A  hundred  heads  on  one  stupendous  trunk ; 

And  sudi  the  mangrove,  which,  at  full-moon  flood, 

Appeared  itself  a  wood  upon  the  waters, 

But  when  the  tide  left  bare  its  upright  roots, 

A  wood  on  piles  suspended  in  the  air ; 

Such  too  the  Indian  i^g,  that  built  itself 

Into  a  sylvan  temple  arch'd  aloof 

With  airy  aisles  and  living  (colonnades, 

Where   nations  might   have    worshipp*d    God   in 

peace. 
From  year  to  year  their  fruits  ungather'd  fell ; 
Not  lost,  but  quickening  where  they  lay,  they  struck 
Boot  downward,  and  brake  forth  on  every  hand. 
Till  the  strong  saplings,  rank  and  file,  stood  up, 
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A  mighty  armj,  which  o'erraD  the  isk, 
And  changed  the  wilderness  into  a  forest 

All  this  appear*d  acoomplish'd  in  the  space 
Between  the  morning  and  the  evening  star : 
So,  in  his  third  day's  work,  Jehovah  spake, 
And  Earth,  an  infant,  naked  as  she  came 
Out  of  the  womb  of  chaos,  straight  put  on 
Her  beautiful  attire,  and  deck'd  her  robe 
Of  verdure  with  ten  thousand  glorious  flowers, 
Eidialing  incense ;  crown'd  her  mountain-heads 
With  cedars,  train'd  her  vines  around  their  girdles, 
And  pour'd  spontaneous  harvests  at  their  feet. 

Nor  were  those  woods  without  inhabitants 
Besides  the  ephemera  of  earth  and  air ; 

—  Where  ^lid  the  sunbeams  through  the  latticed 

boughs, 
And  fell  like  dew-drops  on  the  spangled  ground. 
To  light  the  diamond-beetle  on  his  way ; 

—  Where  cheerful  openings  let  the  sky  look  down 
Into  the  very  heart  of  soHtude, 

On  little  garden-plots  of  social  flowers, 

That  crowded  from  the  shades  to  peep  at  daylight ; 

—  Or  where  impermeable  foliage  made 
Midnight  at  noon,  and  chill,  damp  horror  reign'd 
O'er  dead,  fall'n  leaves  and  slimy  funguses ; 

«—  Reptiles  were  quicken'd  into  various  birth. 
Loathsome,  unsightly,  swoln  to  obscene  bulk, 
Lurk'd  the  dark  toad  beneath  the  infected  turf; 

VOL.  IV.  3 
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The  slow- worm  crawl'd,  the  light  chameleon  climb'd, 
And  changed  his  color  as  his  place  he  changed ; 
The  nimble  lizard  ran  from  bough  to  bough, 
Glancing  through  light,  in  shadow  disappearing ; 
The  scorpion,  many-ejed,  with  sting  of  fire, 
Bred  there,  —  the  legion-fiend  of  creeping  things; 
Terribly  beautiful,  the  serpent  lay, 
Wreathed  hke  a  coronet  of  gold  and  jewels, 
Fit  for  a  tyrant's  brow ;  anon  he  flew 
Straight  as  an  arrow  shot  from  his  own  rings, 
And  struck  his  victim,  shrieking  ere  it  went 
Down  his  strain'd  throat,  that  open  sepulchre. 

Amphibious  monsters  iiaunted  the  lagoon ; 
The  hippopotamus,  amidst  the  flood. 
Flexile  and  active  as  the  smallest  swimmer ; 
But  on  the  bank,  ill-balanced  and  infirm. 
He  grazed  the  herbage,  with  huge  head  declined, 
Or  lean'd  to  rest  against  some  ancient  tree. 
The  crocodile,  the  dragon  of  the  waters, 
In  iron  panoply,  fell  as  the  plague. 
And  merciless  as  famine,  cranch*d  his  prey. 
While  from  his  jaws,  with  dreadful  fangs  all  serried, 
The  life-blood  dyed  the  waves  with  deadly  streams.. 
The  seal  and  the  sea-lion,  from  the  gulf. 
Came  forth,  and  couching  with  their  little  ones, 
Slept  on  the  shelving  rocks  that  girt  the  shore, 
Securing  prompt  retreat  from  sudden  danger: 
The  pregnant  turtle,  stealing  out  at  eve. 
With  anxious  eye,  and  trembling  heart,  explored 
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The  loneliest  coves,  and  in  the  loose  warm  sand 
Deposited  her  eggs,  which  the  sun  hatch'd : 
Hence  the  young  hrood,  that  never  knew  a  parent, 
TJnburrow'd  and  by  instinct  sought  the  sea ; 
Nature  herself,  with  her  own  gentle  hand, 
Dropping  them  one  by  one  into  the  flood, 
And  laughing  to  behold  their  antic  joy, 
When  launched  in  their  mateiiial  element 

The  vision  of  that  brooding  world  went  on ; 
Millions  of  beings  yet  more  admirable 
Than  aU  that  went  before  them  now  appeared ; 
Flocking  from  every  point  of  heaven,  and  filling 
Eye,  ear,  and  mind  with  objects,  sounds,  emotions 
Akin  to  livelier  sympathy  and  love 
Than  reptiles,  fishes,  insects,  could  inspire. 

—  Birds,  the  free  tenants  of  land,  air,  and  ocean, 
Theiir  forms  all  symmetry,  their  motions  grace ; 
In  plumage,  delicate  and  beautiful. 

Thick  without  burden,  close  as  fishes*  scales, 
Or  loose  as  full-blown  poppies  to  the  breeze ; 
With  wings  that  might  have  had  a  soul  within  them. 
They  bore  their  owners  by  such  sweet  enchantment ; 

—  Birds,  small  and  great,  of  endless  shapes  and  col- 

ors, 
Here  flew  and  perch'd,  there  swam  and  dived  at 

pleasure ; 
Watchful  and  agile,  uttering  voices  wild 
And  harsh,  yet  in  accordance  with  the  waves 
Upon  the  beach,  the  winds  in  caverns  moanmg, 
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Or  winds  and  waves  abroad  upon  the  water. 
Some  sought  their  food  among  the  finny  shoals, 
Swiil  darting  from  the  clouds,  emerging  soon 
With  slender  captives  glittering  in  their  beaks ; 
These  in  recesses  of  steep  crags  constructed 
Their  eyries  inaccessible,  and  train'd 
Their  hardy  broods  to  forage  in  all  weathers : 
Others,  more  gorgeously  apparell'd,  dwelt 
Among  the  woods,  on  Nature's  dainties  feeding, 
Herbs,  seeds,  and  roots ;  or,  ever  on  the  wing, 
Pursuing  insects  through  the  boundless  air : 
In  hollow  trees  or  thickets  these  conceal'd 
Their  exquisitely  woven  nests ;  where  lay 
Their  callow  offspring,  quiet  as  the  down 
On  their  own  breasts,  till  from  her  search  the  dam 
With  laden  bill  retum'd,  and  shared  the  meal 
Among  her  clamourous  suppliants,  all  agape ; 
Then,  cowering  o'er  them  with  expanded  wings, 
She  felt  how  sweet  it  is  to  be  a  mother. 
Of  these,  a  few,  with  melody  untaught^ 
Tum'd  all  the  air  to  music  within  hearing. 
Themselves  unseen ;  while  bolder  quiristers 
On  loftiest  branches  strain'd  their  clarion-pipes. 
And  made  the  forest  echo  to  their  screams 
Discordant,  —  yet  there  was  no  discord  there, 
But  temper'd  harmony ;  all  tones  combining. 
In  the  rich  confluence  of  ten  thousand  tongues, 
To  tell  of  joy  and  to  inspire  it.     Who 
Could  hear  such  concert,  and  not  join  in  chorus  ? 
Not  I; — sometimes  entranced,  I  seem'd  to  float 
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Upon  a  buoyant  sea  of  sounds :  again 
With  curious  ear  I  tried  to  disentangle 
The  maze  of  voices,  and  with  eje  as  nice 
To  single  out  each  minstrel,  and  pursue 
His  little  song  through  all  its  labyrinth, 
Till  my  soul  enter'd  into  him,  and  felt 
Every  vibration  of  his  thrilling  throat, 
Pulse  of  his  heart,  and  flutter  of  his  pinions. 
Oflen,  as  one  among  the  multitude, 
I  sang  from  very  fulness  of  delight ; 
Now  like  a  winged  fisher  of  the  sea, 
Now  a  recluse  among  the  woods,  —  enjoying 
The  bliss  of  all  at  once,  or  each  in  turn. 

In  storm  and  calm,  through  every  change  of  season, 
Long  flourish'd  thus  that  era  of  our  isle ; 
It  could  not  last  for  ever :  mark  the  end. 

A  cloud  arose  amid  the  tranquil  heaven, 
I(ike  a  man's  hand,  but  held  a  hurricane 
Within  its  grasp*     Compressed  into  a  point, 
The  tempest  struggled  to  break  loose.     No  breath 
Was  stirring,  yet  the  billows  rolled  aloof, 
And  the  air  moaned  portentously ;  ere  long 
The  sky  was  hidden,  darkness  to  be  felt 
Confounded  all  things ;  land  and  water  vanished. 
And  there  was  silence  through  the  universe ; 
Silence,  that  made  my  soul  as  desolate 
As  the  blind  solitude  around.     Methought 
That  I  had  passed  the  bitterness  of  death 
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Without  the  agony,  —  had,  unaware, 

Enter'd  the  unseen  world,  and  in  the  gap 

Between  the  life  that  is  and  that  to  come, 

Awaited  judgment.     Fear  and  tremhling  seized 

All  that  was  mortal  or  immortal  in  me : 

A  moment,  and  the  gates  of  Paradise 

Might  open  to  receive,  or  Hell  be  moved 

To  meet  me.     Strength  and  spirit  fail'd ; 

Eternity  inclosed  me,  and  I  knew  not, 

Knew  not,  even  then,  my  destiny.     To  doubt 

"Was  to  despair ;  —  I  doubted  and  despair'd. 

Then  horrible  delirium  whirFd  me  down 

To  ocean's  nethermost  recess ;  the  waves 

Disparting  freely,  let  me  fall,  and  fall, 

Lower  and  lower,  passive  as  a  stone. 

Yet  rack'd  with  miserable  pangs,  that  gave 

The  sense  of  vain  but  violent  resistance: 

And  still  the  depths  grew  deeper ;  still  the  ground 

Receded  from  my  feet  as  I  approached  it. 

O  how  I  long'd  to  light  on  rocks,  that  sunk 

Like  quicksands  ere  I  touch'd  them ;  or  to  hide 

In  caverns  ever  open  to  ingulf  me, 

But,  like  the  horizon's  limit,  never  nearer ! 

Meanwhile  the  irrepressible  tornado, 
Burst,  and  involved  the  elements  in  chaos ; 
Wind,  rain  and  lightning,  in  one  vast  explosion, 
Rush'd  from  the  firmament  upon  the  deep. 
Heaven's  adamantine  arch  seem'd  rent  asunder, 
And  following  in  a  cataract  of  ruins 
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Mj  swifl  descent  through  bottomless  abysses, 

Where  ocean's  bed  had  been  absorb'd  in  nothing. 

I  know  no  further.     When  again  I  saw 

The  sun,  the  sea,  the  island,  all  was  calm. 

And  all  was  desolation :  not  a  tree, 

Of  thousands  flourishing  erewhile  so  fair, 

But  now  was  split,  uprooted,  snapt  in  twain. 

Or  hurl'd  with  all  its  honors  to  the  dust. 

Heaps  upon  heaps,  the  forest  giants  lay. 

Even  like  the  slain  in  battle,  fall'n  to  rise 

No  more,  till  heaven,  and  earth,  and  sea,  with  all 

Therein,  shall  perish,  as  to  me  they  seem'd 

To  perish  in  that  ruthless  hurricane. 


END   OF   CANTO   HI. 
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CANTO  FOURTH. 

Nature  and  Time  were  twins*     Clompamous  still, 
Their  unretarded,  unreturning  flight 
They  hold  together.  .  Time)  with  one  sole  aim, 
Looks  ever  onward,  like  the  moon  through  space 
With  beaming  forehead,  dark  and  bald  behind, 
Nor  ever  lost  a  moment  in  his  course. 
Nature  looks  all  around  her,  like  the  sun. 
And  keeps  her  works,  like  his  dependent  worlds, 
In  constant  motion.     She  hath  never  miss'd 
One  step  in  her  victorious  march  of  change. 
For  chance  she  knows  not ;  He  who  made  her,  gave 
His  daughter  power  o*er  all  except  Himself, 
—  Power  in  whatever  she  does  to  do  hu  will, 
Behold  the  true,  the  royal  law  of  Nature  !  — 
Hence  failures,  hinderances,  and  devastations 
Are  tum'd  to  trophies  of  exhaustless  skill, 
That  out  of  ruin  brings  forth  strength  and  beauty, 
Yea,  life  and  immortality  from  death. 

I  gazed  in  consternation  on  the  wreck 
Of  that  fair  island,  strewn  with  prostrate  trees. 
The  soil  plough'd  up  with  horrid  inundations. 
The  surface  black  with  sea-weed,  not  a  glimpse 
Of  verdure  peeping ;  stems,  boughs,  foliage  lay 
Bent,  broken,  clotted,  perishing  in  slime. 
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"  How  are  the  mighty  fallen ! "  I  exclaim'd ; 

^  Surely  the  feller  hath  come  up  among  ye, 

And  with  a  stroke  invisible  hewn  down 

The  growth  of  centuries  in  one  dark  hour  i 

Is  this  the  end  of  all  perfection  ?     This 

The  abortive  issue  of  a  new  creation, 

Erewhile  so  fruitful  m  abounding  joys, 

And  hopes  fulfilling  more  than  all  they  promised  ? 

Ages  to  come  can  but  repair  this  ravage  ; 

The  past  is  lost  forever*     Reckless  Time 

Stays  not ;  astonied  Nature  stands  aghast, 

And  wrings  her  hands  in  silent  agony, 

Amidst  the  annihilation  of  her  works." 

Thus  raved  I ;  but  I  wrong*d  thee,  glorious  Nature  1 
With  whom  adversity  is  but  transition. 
Thou  never  didst  despair,  wert  never  foil'd, 
Nor  weary,  with  exhaustion,  since  the  day, 
When,  at  the  word, "  Let  there  be  ligbt,"  hght  sprang, 
And  show'd  thee  rising  from  primeval  darkness, 
That  fell  back  like  a  veil  from  thy  young  form, 
And  Chaos  fled  before  the  apparition. 

.  White' y^t  mine  eye  was  mourning  o'er  the  scene. 
Nature  and  tkne  were  working  miracles : 
The  isle  was  renovated ;  grass  and  floWers 
Crept  quietly  around  the  fallen  trees ; 
A  deeper  soil  embedded  them,  and  o'er 
The  common  sepulchre  of  all  their  race 
Threwa  rich  covering  of  embroidered  turf, 
Lovely  to  loek  on  as  the  tranquil  main, 
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When,  in  his  noonward  track,  the  unclouded  sun 

Tints  the  green  waves  with  every  hue  of  heaven, 

More  exquisitely  brilliant  and  aerial 

Than  mom  or  evening's  gaudier  pageantry. 

Amidst  that  burial  of  the  mighty  dead, 

There  was  a  resurrection  from  the  dust 

Of  lowly  plants,  impatient  for  the  light, 

Long  interrupted  by  o'ershadowing  woods, 

While  in  the  womb  of  earth  their  embryos  tarried, 

Unfructifying,  yet  imperishable. 

Huge  remnants  of  the  forest  stood  apart. 

Like  Tadmor's  pillars  in  the  wilderness, 

Starthng  the  traveller  'midst  his  thoughts  of  home ; 

—  Bare  trunks  of  broken  trees,  that  gave  their  heads 

To  the  wind's  axe,  but  would  not  yield  their  roots 

To  the  uptearing  violence  of  the  floods. 

From  these  a  slender  race  of  scions  sprang, 

Which  with  their  filial  arms  embraced  and  shelter'd 

The  monumental  relics  of  their  sires ; 

But,  limited  in  number,  scatter'd  wide. 

And  slow  of  growth,  they  overran  no  more 

The  Sun's  dominions  in  that  open  isle. 

Meanwhile  the  sea-fowl,  that  survived  the  storm. 
Whose  rage   had  fleck'd  the  waves   with  shatter'd 

plumes 
And  weltering  carcasses,  the  prey  of  sharks. 
Came  from  their  fastnesses  among  the  rocks, 
And  multiplied  like  clouds  when  rains  are  brooding, 
Or  flowers,  when  clear  warm  sunshine  follows  rain. 
The  inland  birds  had  perish'd,  nor  again, 
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By  airy  voyages  from  shores  unknown, 
Was  silence  broken  on  the  unwooded  plains: 
Another  race  of  wing'd  inhabitants 
Ere  long  possess^  and  peopled  all  the  soil. 

The  sun  bad  sunk  where  sky  and  ocean  meet, 
And  each  might  seem  the  other ;  sky  below, 
With  richest  garniture  of  clouds  inlaid  ; 
Ocean  above  with  isles  and  continents. 
Illumined  from  a  source  no  longer  seen : 
Far  in  the  east,  through  heaven's  intenser  blue, 
Two  brilliant  sparks  like  sudden  stars,  appear'd. 
Not  stars,  indeed,  but  birds  of  mighty  wing, 
Retorted  neck,  and  javelin-pointed  bill. 
That  made  the  air  sigh  as  they  cut  it  through. 
They  gain'd  upon  the  eye,  and  as  they  came, 
Enlarged,  grew  brighter,  and  displayed  their  forms, 
Amidst  the  golden  evening ;  pearly  white, 
But  ruby-tinctured.     On  the  loftiest  cliff 
They  settled,  hovering  ere  they  touched  the  ground, 
And  uttering,  in  a  language  of  their  own, 
Yet  such  as  every  ear  might  understand, 
And  every  bosom  answer,  notes  of  joy. 
And  gratulation  for  that  resting-place. 
Stately  and  beautiful  they  stood,  and  clapt 
Their  van-broad  pinions,  streak'd  their  ruffled  plumes, 
And  ever  and  anon  broke  off  to  gaze. 
With  yearning  pleasure,  told  in  gentle  murmurs, 
On  that  strange  land  their  destined  home  and  country. 
Night  round  them  threw  her  brown  transparent  gloom. 
Through  which  their  lonely  images  yet  shone. 
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Like  things  unearthly,  while  they  how'd  their  heads 
On  their  full  bosoms,  and  reposed  till  morn. 
I  knew  the  Pelicans,  and  cried  —  *'  All  hail ! 
Ye  future  dwellers  in  the  wilderness  1 " 

At  early  dawn  I  mark'd  them  in  the  sky, 
Catching  the  morning  colors  on  their  plumes ; 
Not  in  voluptuous  pastime  revelling  there. 
Among  the  rosy  clouds,  while  orient  heaven 
Flamed  like  the  opening  gates  of  Paradise, 
Whence  issued  forth  the  Angel  of  the  sun. 
And  gladden'd  Nature  with  returning  day : 
—  Eager  for  food,  their  searching  eyes  they  fix'd 
On  ocean's  unrolFd  volume,  from  an  height, 
That  brought  immensity  within  their  scope ; 
Yet  with  such  power  of  vision  look'd  they  down, 
As  though  they  watch'd  the  shell-fish  slowly  Riding 
O'er  sunken  rocks,  or  climbing  trees  of  coral. 
On  indefatigable  wing  upheld. 
Breath,  pulse,  existence,  seem'd  suspended  in  them ; 
They  were  as  pictures  painted  on  the  sky ; 
Till  suddenly,  aslant,  away  they  shot, 
Like  meteors  changed  from  stars  to  gleams  of  lightning, 
And  struck  upon  the  deep ;  where,  in  wild  play. 
Their  quarry  floundered,  unsuspecting  harm, 
With  terrible  voracity,  they  plunged 
Their  heads  among  the  affrighted  shoals,  and  beat 
A  tempest  on  the  surges  with  their  wings, 
Till  flashing  clouds  of  foam  and  spray  conceal'd  themi 
Nimbly  they  seized  and  secreted  their  prey,  • 

Alive  and  wriggling  in  the  elastic  nety 
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Which  Nature  hung  beneath  their  grasping  bealu ; 
nil,  swoln  with  captures,  the  unwieldly  burden 
Clogg'd  their  slow  flight,  as  heavily  to  land 
These  mighty  hunters  of  the  deep  retum'd. 
There  on  the  craved  cliffs  they  perch'd  at  eaee, 
Gorging  their  hapless  victims  one  by  one ; 
Then  full  and  weary,  side  by  side^  they  slept, 
Till  evening  roused  them  to  the  chase  again. 

Harsh  seems  the  ordinance,  that  life  by  life 
Should  be  sustained,  and  yet  when  all  must  die, 
And  be  like  water  spilt  upon  the  ground. 
Which  none  can  gather  up,  —  the  speediest  fate, 
Though  violent  and  terrible,  is  best 
O  with  what  horrors  would  creation  groan,-* 
What  agonies  would  ever  be  before  us, 
Famine  and  pestilence,  disease,  despair, 
Anguish  and  pain  in  every  hideous  shape. 
Had  all  to  wait  the  slow  decay  of  Nature  I 
Life  were  a  martyrdom  of  sympathy. 
Death,  lingering,  raging,  writhing,  shrieking  torture ; 
The  grave  would  be  abolish'd ;  this  gay  world 
A  valley  of  dry  bones,  a  Golgotha, 
In  which  the  living  stumbled  o'er  the  dead. 
Till  they  could  fall  no  more,  and  blind  perdition 
Swept  frail  mortality  away  for  ever. 
'T  was  wisdom,  mercy,  goodness,  that  ordain'd 
Life  in  such  infinite  profosion,  -^  Death 
So  sure,  so  prompt,  so  multiform  to  those 
That  never  sinn'd,  that  know  not  guilt,  that  fear 
No  wrath  to  come,  and  have  no  heaven  to  lose. 
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r  Love  found  that  lonely  couple  on  their  isle, 
And  soon  surrounded  them  with  blithe  companions. 
The  noble  birds,  with  skill  spontaneous,  framed 
A  nest  of  reeds  among  the  giant-grass. 
That  waved  in  lights  and  shadows  o'er  the  soil. 
There,  in  sweet  thraldom,  yet  unweening  why. 
The  patient  dam,  who  ne'er  till  now  had  known 
Parental  instinct,  brooded  o*er  her  eggs. 
Long  ere  she  found  the  curious  secret  out. 
That  life  was  hatching  in  their  brittle  shells. 
Then,  from  a  wild  rapacious  bird  of  prey. 
Tamed  by  the  kindly  process,  she  became 
That  gentlest  of  all  living  things  —  a  mother ; 
Gentlest  while  yearning  o'er  her  naked  young. 
Fiercest  when  stirr'd  by  anger  to  defend  them. 
Her  mate  himself  the  softening  power  confess'd, 
Forgot  his  sloth,  restndn'd  his  appetite. 
And  rangexi  the  sky  and  fish'd  the  stream  for  her ; 
Or,  when  o'erwearied  nature  forced  her  off 
To  shake  her  torpid  feathers  in  the  breeze, 
•^nd  bathe  her  bosom  in  the  cooling  flood, 
He  took  her  place,  and  felt  through  every  nerve. 
While  the  plump  nestlings  throbb'd  against  his  heart, 
The  tenderness  that  makes  the  vulture  mild ; 
Yea,  half  unwillingly  his  post  resign'd. 
When,  home-sick  with  the  absence  of  an  hour. 
She  hurriied  back,  and  drove  him  from  her  seat 
With  pecking  bill,  and  cry  of  fond  distress, 
Answer'd  by  him  with  murmurs  of  delight, 
Whose  gutturals  harsh,  to  her  were  love's  own  music. 
Then,  settling  down,  like  foam  upon  the  wave, 
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White,  flickering,  effervescent,  soon  subsiding, 
Her  ruffled  pinions  smoothly  she  composed ; 
And,  while  beneath  the  comfort  of  her  wings. 
Her  crowded  progeny  quite  fiU'd  the  nest, 
The  halcyon  sleeps  not  sounder,  when  the  wind 
Is  breathless,  and  the  sea  without  a  curl, 

—  Nor  dreams  the  halcyon  of  serener  days, 
Or  nights  more  beautiful  with  silent  stars. 
Than,  in  that  hour,  the  mother  Pelican, 
When  the  warm  tumults  of  affection  sunk 
Into  calm  sleep,  and  dreams  of  what  tltey  were, 

—  Dreams  more  delicious  tlian  reality. 

—  He  sentinel  beside  her  stood,  and  watch'd, 
With  jealous  eye,  the  raven  in  the  clouds, 

And  the  rank  sea-mews  wheeling  round  the  cliffs. 
Woe  to  the  reptile  then  that  ventured  nigh ; 
The  snap  of  his  tremendous  bill  was  like 
Death's  scythe,  down-cutting  every  tiling  it  struck. 
The  heedless  lizard,  in  his  gambols,  peep'd 
Upon  the  guarded  nest,  from  out  the  flowers, 
But  paid  the  instapt  forfeit  of  liis  life  ; 
Nor  could  the  serpent's  subtilty  elude 
Capture,  when  gliding  by,  nor  in  defence 
Might  his  malignant  fangs  and  venom  save  him. 

Erelong  the  thriving  brood  outgrew  their  cradle, 
Ran  through  the  grass,  and  dabbled  in  the  pools ; 
No  sooner  denizens  of  earth  than  made 
Free  both  of  air  and  water ;  day  by  day, 
New  lessons,  exercises,  and  amusements 
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Employ'd  the  old  to  teach,  the  young  to  learn. 

Now  floating  on  the  blue  lagoon  behold  them ; 

The  Sire  and  Dam  in  swanlike  beauty  steering, 

Their  Cygnets  following  through  the  foamy  wake, 

Picking  the  leaves  of  plants,  pursuing  insects, 

Or  catching  at  the  bubbles  as  they  broke : 

Till  on  some  minor  fry,  in  reedy  shallows, 

With  flapping  pinions  and  unsparing  beaks, 

The  well-taught  scholars  plied  their  double  art, 

To  fish  in  troubled  waters,  and  secure 

The  petty  captives  in  their  maiden  pouches; 

Then  hurry  with  their  banquet  to  the  shore, 

With  feet,  wings,  breast,  half-swimming  and  half-flying. 

But  when  their  pens  grew  strong  to  fight  the  storm, 

And  buffet  with  the  breakers  on  the  reef, 

The  Parents  put  them  to  severer  proof: 

On  beetling  rocks  the  little  ones  were  marshalFd ; 

There,  by  endearments,  stripes,  example  urged 

To  try  the  void  convexity  of  heaven 

And  plough  the  ocean's  horizontal  field. 

Timorous  at  first,  they  flutter'd  round  the  verge, 

Balanced  and  furl'd  their  hesitating  wings. 

Then  put  them  forth  again  with  steadier  aim  ; 

Now,  gaining  courage  as  they  felt  the  wind 

Dilate  their  feathers,  fill  their  airy  frames 

With  buoyancy  that  bore  them  from  their  feet, 

They  yielded  all  their  burden  to  the  breeze, 

And  sail'd  and  soar'd  where'er  their  guardians  led ; 

Ascending,  hovering,  wheeling,  or  alighting. 

They  search'd  the  deep  in  quest  of  nobler  game 
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Than  yet  tlieir  inexperience  had  encounter'd ; 

With  these  thej  battled  in  that  element, 

Where  wings  or  fins  were  equally  at  home, 

Till,  conquerors  in  many  a  desperate  strife, 

They  dragg'd  their  spoils  to  land,  and  gorged  at  leisure 

Thus  perfected  in  all  the  arts  of  life, 
That  sunple  Pelicans  require,  —  save  one, 
Which  mother-bird  did  never  teach  her  daughter, 

—  The  inimitable  art  to  build  a  nest ; 
Love,  for  his  own  delightful  school,  reserving 
That  mystery  which  novice  never  fail'd 

To  learn  infallibly  when  taught  by  him : 

—  Hence  that  small  masterpiece  of  Nature's  art, 
Still  unimpaired,  still  unimproved,  remains 

The  same  in  site,  material,  shape,  and  texture. 

While  every  kind  a  different  structure  frames. 

All  build  alike  of  each  peculiar  kind : 

The  nightingale,  that  dwelt  in  Adam's  bower. 

And  pour'd  her  stream  of  music  through  his  di*eams 

The  soaring  lark,  that  led  the  eye  of  Eve 

Into  the  clouds,  her  thoughts  into  the  heaven 

Of  heavens,  where  lark  nor  eye  can  penetrate ; 

The  dove,  that  perch*d  upon  the  Tree  of  Life, 

And  made  her  bed  among  its  thickest  leaves ; 

All  the  wing'd  habitants  of  Paradise, 

Whose  songs  once  mingled  with  the  songs  of  Angels, 

Wove  their  first  nests  as  curiously  and  well 

As  the  wood-minftrels  in  our  evil  day. 

After  the  labors  of  six  thousand  years, 

VOL.   IV.  4 
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In  which  their  ancestors  have  fail'd  to  add, 

To  alter  or  diminish,  any  thing 

In  that,  of  which  Love  only  knows  the  secret, 

And  teaches  every  mother  for  herself, 

Without  the  power  to  impart  it  to  her  offspring : 

—  Thus  perfected  in  all  the  arts  of  life. 

That  simple  Pelicans  require,  save  this. 

Those  Parents  drove  their  young  away ;  the  young 

Gaily  forsook  their  parents.     Soon  enthrall'd 

With  love-alliances  among  themselves. 

They  built  their  nests,  as  happy  instinct  wrought 

Within  their  bosoms,  wakening  powers  unknown, 

Till  sweet  necessity  was  laid  upon  them ; 

They  bred,  and  rear  d  their  little  families, 

As  they  were  train'd  and  disciplined  before. 

Thus  wings  were  multiplied  from  year  to  year, 
And  ere  tlie  patriarch-twain,  in  good  old  age^ 
Resigned  their  breath  beside  that  ancient  nest, 
In  which  themselves  had  nursed  a  hundred  broods^ 
The  isle  was  peopled  with  their  progeny. 
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Meanwhile,  not  idle,  though  unwatch'd  by  me, 
The  coral  architects  in  silence  rear'd 
Tower  afler  tower  beneath  the  dark  abyss. 
Pyramidal  in  form  the  fabrics  rose, 
From  ample  basements  narrowing  to  the  height. 
Until  they  pierced  the  surface  of  tlie  flood, 
And  dimpling  eddies  sparkled  round  their  peaks. 
Then  (if  great  things  with  small  may  be  compared) 
They  spread  like  water-lilies,  whose  broad  leaves 
Make  green  and  sunny  islets  on  the  pool, 
For  golden  flies,  on  summer-days,  to  haunt. 
Safe  from  the  lightning-seizure  of  the  trout ; 
Or  yield  their  laps  to  catch  the  minnow  springing 
Clear  from  the  stream  to  'scape  the  ruffian  pike, 
That  prowls  in  disappointed  rage  beneath, 
And  wonders  where  the  little  wretch  found  refuge. 

One  headland  topt  the  waves,  another  follow*d ; 
A  third,  a  tenth,  a  twentieth  soon  appeared. 
Till  the  long  barren  gulf  in  travail  lay 
With  many  an  infant  struggling  into  birth. 
Larger  they  grew  and  lovelier,  when  they  breathed 
The  vital  air,  and  felt  the  genial  sun  ; 
A-s  though  a  living  spirit  dwelt  in  each. 
Which,  like  the  inmate  of  a  flexile  shell. 
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Moulded  the  shapeless  slough  with  its  own  motion, 

And  painted  it  with  colors  of  the  morn. 

Amidst  that  group  of  younger  sisters,  stood 

The  Isle  of  Pelicans,  as  stands  the  moon 

At  midnight,  queen  among  the  minor  stars, 

Differing  in  splendor,  magnitude,  and  distance. 

So  looked  that  archipelago ;  small  isles. 

By  interwinding  channels  link'd  yet  sunder'd ; 

All  flourishing  in  peaceful  fellowship, 

Like  forest  oaks  that  love  society : 

—  Of  various  growth  and  progress  ;  here,  a  rock 

On  which  a  single  palm-tree  waved  its  banner ; 

There,  sterile  tracts  unmoulder'd  into  soil ; 

Yonder,  dark  woods  whose  foliage  swept  the  water, 

Without  a  speck  of  turf,  or  line  of  shore, 

As  though  their  roots  were  anchor'd  in  the  ocean. 

But  most  were  gardens  redolent  with  flowers. 

And  orchards  bending  with  Hesperian  fruit, 

That  realized  the  dreams  of  olden  time. 

Throughout    this    commonwealth    of   sea-sprung 
lands. 
Life  kindled  in  ten  thousand  happy  forms. 
Earth,  air,  and  ocean  were  all  full  of  life. 
Still  highest  in  the  rank  of  being,  soar'd 
The  fowls  amphibious,  and  the  inland  tribes 
Of  dainty  plumage  or  melodious  song. 
In  gaudy  robes  of  many  color'd  patches. 
The  parrots  swung  like  blossoms  on  the  trees, 
While  their  harsh  voices  undeceived  the  ear. 
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More  delicately  penciird,  finer  drawn 

In  shape  and  lineament ;  too  exquisite 

For  gross  delights ;  the  Birds  of  Paradise 

Floated  aloof,  as  though  they  lived  on  air, 

And  were  the  orient  progeny  of  heaven, 

Or  spirits  made  perfect  veiFd  in  shining  raiment. 

From  flower  to  flower,  where  wild  bees  flew  and  sung, 

As  countless,  small,  and  musical  as  they, 

Showers  of  bright  humming-birds  came  down,  and 

plied 
The  same  ambrosial  task,  with  slender  bill 
Extracting  honey,  hidden  in  those  bells, 
Whose  richest  blooms  grew  pale  beneath  the  blaze 
Of  twinkling  winglets  hovering  o'er  their  petals, 
Brilliant  as  raindrops,  when  the  western  sun 
Sees  his  own  miniature  of  beams  in  each. 

High  on  the  cliffs,  down  on  the  shelly  reef. 
Or  gliding  like  a  silver-shaded  cloud 
Through  the  blue  heaven,  the  mighty  albatross 
Inhaled  l5ie  breezes,  sought  his  humble  food. 
Or,  where  his  kindred  like  a  flock  reposed, 
Without  a  shepherd,  on  the  grassy  downs, 
Smoothed  his  white  fleece,  and  slumber'd  in  their 
midst. 

Wading  through  marshes,  where  the  rank  sea- weed 
With  spongy  moss  and  flaccid  lichens  strove, 
Flamingos,  in  their  crimson  tunics,  stalk*d 
On  stately  legs,  with  far-exploring  eye ; 
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Or  fed  and  slept,  in  regimental  lines, 

Watch'd  by  their  sentinels,  whose  clarion-screams 

All  in  an  instant  woke  the  startled  troop, 

That  mounted  like  a  glorious  exhalation. 

And  vanished  through  the  welkin  far  away, 

Nor  paused  till,  on  some  lonely  coast  alighting, 

Again  their  gorgeous  cohort  took  the  field. 

The  fierce  sea-eagle,  humble  in  attire, 
In  port  terrific,  from  his  lonely  eyrie 
(Itself  a  burden  for  the  tallest  tree) 
Look'd  down  o'er  land  and  sea  as  his  dominions  : 
Now,  from  long  chase,  descending  with  his  prey, 
Young  seal  or  dolphin,  in  his  deadly  clutch. 
He  fed  his  eaglets  in  the  noonday  sun : 
Nor  less  at  midnight  ranged  the  deep  for  game ; 
At  length  entrapp'd  with  his  own  talons,  struck 
Too  deep  to  be  withdrawn,  where  a  strong  shark, 
Roused  by  the  anguish,  with  impetuous  plunge, 
Dragg'd  his  assailant  down  into  the  abyss, 
Struggling  in  vain  for  liberty  and  life ; 
His  young  ones  heard  their  parent's  dying  shrieks, 
And  watch'd  in  vain  for  his  returning  w'mgr. 

Here  ran  the  stormy  petrels  on  the  waves. 
As  though  they  were  the  shadows  of  themselves 
Reflected  from  a  loftier  flight  through  space. 
The  stem  and  gloomy  raven  haunted  here, 
A  hermit  of  the  atmosphere,  on  land 
Among  vociferating  crowds  a  stranger, 
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Whose  hoarse,  low,  ominous  croak  disclaim'd  com- 
munion 
With  those,  upon  the  offal  of  whose  meals 
He  gorged  alone,  or  tore  their  own  rank  corses : 
The  heavy  penguin,  neither  fish  nor  fowl. 
With  scaly  feathers  and  with  finny  wings, 
Plump'd  stone-like  from  the  rock  into  the  gulf, 
Rebounding  upward  swift  as  from  a  sling. 
Through  yielding  water  as  through  limpid  air. 
The  cormorant,  Death's  living  arrow,  flew, 
Nor  ever  miss'd  a  stroke,  or  dealt  a  second. 
So  true  the  infallible  destroyer's  aim. 

Millions  of  creatures  such  as  these,  and  kinds 
Unnamed  by  man,  possess'd  those  busy  isles ; 
Each  in  its  brief  existence,  to  itself. 
The  first,  last  being  in  the  universe, 
With  whom  the  whole  began,  endured,  and  ended : 
Blest  ignorance  of  bliss,  not  made  for  them  ! 
Happy  exemption  from  the  fear  of  death, 
And  that  which  makes  the  pangs  of  death  immortal, 
The  undying  worm,  the  fire  unquenchable, 
—  Conscience,  the  bosom-hell  of  guilty  man  ! 
The  eyes  of  all  looked  up  to  Him,  whose  hand 
Had  made  them,  and  supplied  their  daily  need ; 
Although    they    knew    Him    not,   they   look'd    to 

Him; 
knd  He,  whose  mercy  is  o'er  all  his  works. 
Forgot  not  one  of  his  large  family. 
But  cared  for  each  as  for  an  only  child. 
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They    ploughed    not,   sow'd    not,   gathered    not    in 

bams. 
Thought  not  of  yesterday,  nor  knew  to-morrow ; 
Yet  harvests  inexhaustible  they  reap'd 
In  the  prolific  furrows  of  the  main ;  • 

Or  from  its  sunless  caverns  brought  to  light 
Treasures  for  which  contending  kings  might  war,  — 
Gems,  for  which  queens  would  yield  their  hands  to 

slaves,  — 
By  them  despised  as  valueless  and  nought ; 
From  the  rough  shell  they  pick'd  the  luscious  food, 
And  left  a  prince's  ransom  in  the  pearl. 

Nature's  prime  favorites  were  the  Pelicans  ; 
High-fed,  long-lived,  and  sociable  and  free. 
They  ranged  in  wedded  pairs,  or  martial  bands, 
For  play  or  slaughter.     Oft  have  I  beheld 
A  little  army  take  the  wat'ry  field. 
With  outstretched  pinions  form  a  spacious  ring, 
Then  pressing  to  the  centre,  through  the  waves, 
Enclose  thick  shoals  within  their  narrowing  toils, 
Till  multitudes  entangled  fell  a  prey : 
Or,  when  the  flying-fish  in  sudden  clouds. 
Burst  from  the  sea,  and  fluttered  through  the  air. 
These  giant  fowlers  snapt  them,  like  mosquitos 
By  swallows  hunted  through  the  summer  sky. 

I  turn'd  again  to  look  upon  that  isle, 
Whence  from  one  pair  those  colonies  had  issued 
That  through  these  Cyclades  at  freedom  roved. 
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Fish'd  every  stream,  and  fed  on  every  shore ; 
When,  lo  !  a  spectacle  of  strange  extremes 
Awaken'd  sweet  and  melancholy  thoughts : 
AU  that  is  helpless,  beautiful,  endearing 
In  infancy,  in  prime  of  youth,  in  love ; 
All  that  is  mournful  in  decay,  old  age, 
And  dissolution  ;  all  that  awes  the  eye, 
And  chills  the  bosom,  in  the  sad  remains 
Of  poor  mortality,  which  last  awhile, 
To  show  that  life  hath  been,  but  is  no  longer ; 
—  All  these  in  blended  images  appeared. 
Exulting,  brooding,  perishing  before  me. 

It  was  a  land  of  births.  —  Unnumber*d  nests, 
Of  reeds  and  rushes,  studded  all  the  ground, 
A  few  were  desolate  and  fallen  to  ruin  ; 
Many  were  building  from  those  waste  materials ; 
On  some  the  dams  were  sitting,  till  the  stroke 
Of  their  quick  bills  should  break  the  prison-shells. 
And  let  the  little  captives  forth  to  light, 
With  their  first  breath  demanding  food  and  shelter ; 
In  others  I  beheld  the  brood  new  fledged, 
Struggling  to  clamber  out,  take  wing  and  fly 
Up  to  the  heavens,  or  fathom  the  abyss. 
Meanwhile  the  parent  from  the  sea  supplied 
A  daily  feast,  and  from  the  pure  lagoon 
Brought  living  water  in  her  sack,  to  cool 
The  impatient  fever  of  their  clamorous  throats. 
No  need  had  she,  as  hieroglyphics  feign 
(A  mystic  lesson  of  maternal  love). 
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To  pierce  her  breast,  and  with  the  vital  stream, 
Warm  from  its  fountain,  slake  their  thirst  in  blood, 

—  The  blood  which  nourish'd  them  ere  thej  were 

hatch'd. 
While  the  crude  egg  within  herself  was  forming. 
It  was  a  land  of  death.  —  Between  those  neste, 
The  quiet  earth  was  feather'd  with  the  spoils 
Of  aged  Pelicans,  that  hither  came 
To  die  in  peace,  where  they  had  spent  in  love 
The  sweetest  periods  of  their  long  existence. 
Where  they  were   wont  to  build,   and  breed  their 

young, 
There  they  lay  down  to  rise  no  more  for  ever, 
And  close  their  eyes  upon  the  dearest  sight 
On  which  their  living  eyes  had  loved  to  dwell, 

—  The  nest  where  every  joy  to  them  was  centred. 
There  rife  corruption  tainted  them  so  lightly. 
The  moisture  seem'd  to  vanish  from  their  relics. 
As  dew  from  gossamer,  that  leaves  the  net-work 
Spread  on  the  ground,  and  glistening  in  the  sun  ; 
Thus  when  a  breeze  the  ruffled  plumage  stirr'd. 
That  lay  like  drifted  snow  upon  the  soil. 

Their  slender  skeletons  were  seen  beneath. 
So  delicately  framed,  and  half  transparent. 
That  I  have  marvelled  how  a  bird  so  noble, 
When  in  his  full  magnificent  attire. 
With  pinions  wider  than  the  king  of  vultures', 
And  down  elastic,  thicker  than  the  swan's. 
Should  leave  so  small  a  cage  of  ribs  to  mark 
Where  vigorous  life  had  dwelt  a  hundred  years. 
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Such  was  that  scene ;  the  dying  and  the  dead, 
Next  neighbors  to  the  living  and  the  unborn. 
0  how  much  happiness  was  here  enjoy'd  ! 
How  little  misery  had  been  suffer'd  here ! 
Those  humble  Pehcans  had  each  fulfill'd 
The  utmost  purpose  of  its  span  of  being, 
And  done  its  duty  in  its  narrow  circle, 
As  surely  as  the  sun,  in  his  career. 
Accomplishes  the  glorious  end  of  his. 


END    OF   CANTO   T. 
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CANTO   SIXTH. 

"  And  thus/'  methought,  "  ten  thousand  suns  may 
lead 
The  stars  to  glory  in  their  annual  courses ; 
Moons  without  number  may  thus  wax  and  wane, 
And  winds  alternate  blow  in  cross-monsoons, 
While   here  —  through   self-beginning  rounds,  self- 
ending, 
Then  self-renew'd,  without  advance  or  failure,  — 
Existence  fluctuates  only  like  the  tide. 
Whose  everlasting  changes  bring  no  change. 
But  billow  follows  billow  to  the  shore. 
Recoils,  and  billow  out  of  billow  swells  ; 
An  endless  whirl  of  ebbing,  flowing  foam. 
Where  every  bubble  is  like  every  other. 
And  Ocean's  face  immutable  as  Heaven's. 
Here  is  no  progress  to  sublimer  life ; 
Nature  stands  still,  —  stands  at  the  very  point. 
Whence  from  a  vantage-ground  her  bolder  steps 
Might  rise  resplendent  on  the  scale  of  being ; 
Rank  over  rank,  awakening  with  her  tread. 
Inquisitive,  intelligent ;  aspiring. 
Each  above  other,  all  above  themselves, 
Till  every  generation  should  transcend 
The  former,  as  the  former  all  the  past. 
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**  Such,  such  alone  were  meet  inhabitants 
For  these  fair  isles,  so  wonderfully  form'd 
Amidst  the  solitude  of  sea  and  sky, 
On  which  my  wandering  spirit  first  was  cast, 
And  still  beyond  whose  girdle,  eye  nor  wing 
Can  carry  me  to  undiscovered  climes. 
Where  many  a  nobler  race  may  dwell ;  whose  waifs 
And  exiles,  toss'd  by  tempests  on  the  flood, 
Hither  might  drift  upon  their  native  trees ; 
Or,  like  their  own  free  birds,  on  fearless  pinions, 
Make  voyages  amidst  the  pathless  heaven. 
And,  lighting,  colonize  these  fertile  tracts. 
Recovered  from  the  barrenness  of  ocean. 
Whose  wealth  might  well  repay  the  brave  adventure. 
—  Hath  Nature  spent  her  strength  ?     Why  stopped 

she  here? 
Why  stopp'd  not  lower,  if  to  rise  no  higher  ? 
Can  she  not  summon  from  more  ancient  regions, 
Beyond  the  rising  or  the  setting  sun. 
Creatures,  as  far  above  the  mightiest  h^e 
As  yonder  eagle,  flaming  at  high  noon, 
Outsoars  the  bat  that  flutters  through  the  twilight  ? 
Or  as  the  tender  Pelican  excels 
The  anomalous  abortion  of  the  rock. 
In  which  plant,  fossil,  animal  unite  ? 

"  But  changes  here  may  happen  —  changes  must  I 
What  hinders  that  new  shores  should  yet  ascend 
Out  of  the  bosom  yf  the  deep,  and  spread 
Till  all  converge,  from  one  circumference, 
Into  a  solid  breadth  of  table-land. 
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Bound  by  the  horizon,  canopied  with  heaven, 
And  ocean  in  his  own  abyss  absorb'd  ?  " 

While  these  imaginations  cross'd  the  mind, 
My  thoughts  fulfiU'd  themselves  before  mine  eyes ; 
The  islands  moved  like  circles  upon  water. 
Expanding  till  they  touched  each  other,  closed 
The  interjacent  straits,  and  thus  became 
A  spacious  continent  which  fill'd  the  sea. 
That  change  was  total,  like  a  birth,  a  death ; 
—  Birth,  that  from  native  darkness  brings  to  light 
The  young  inhabitant  of  this  gay  world; 
Death,  that  from  seen  to  unseen  things  removes, 
And  swallows  time  up  in  eternity. 
That  which  had  been,  for  ever  ceased  to  be. 
And  that  which  followed  was  a  new  creation 
Wrought  from  the  disappearance  of  the  old. 
So  fled  that  pageant  universe  away. 
With  all  its  isles  and  waters.     So  I  found 
Myself  translated  to  that  other  world. 
By  sleight  of  fancy,  like  the  unconscious  act 
Of  waking  from  a  pleasant  dream,  with  sweet 
Relapse  into  a  more  transporting  vision. 

The  nursery  of  brooding  Pelicans, 
The  dormitory  of  their  dead,  had  vanished. 
And  all  the  minor  spots  of  rock  and  verdure. 
The  abodes  of  happy  millions,  were  no  more ; 
But  in  their  place  a  shadowy  land|cape  lay. 
On  whose  extremest  western  verge,  a  gleam 
Of  living  silver,  to  the  downward  sun 
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Intensely  glittering,  mark'd  the  boundary  line, 

Which  ocean,  held  by  chains  invisible, 

Fretted  and  foam'd  in  vain  to  overleap. 

Woods,  mountains,  valleys,  rivers,  glens,  and  plains 

Diversified  the  scene  :  —  that  scene  was  wild. 

Magnificent,  deform'd,  or  beautiful, 

As  framed  expressly  for  all  kinds  of  life. 

With  all  life's  labors,  sufferings,  and  enjoyments, 

Untouch'd  as  yet  by  any  meaner  hand 

Than  His  who  made  it,  and  pronounced  it  good. 

And  good  it  was ;  —  free  as  light,  air,  fire,  water. 

To  every  thing  that  breathed  upon  its  surface, 

From  the  small  worm  that  crept  abroad  at  midnight 

To  sip  cool  dews,  and  feed  on  sleeping  flowers, 

Then  slunk  into  its  hole,  the  little  vampire ! 

Through  every  species  which  I  yet  had  seen, 

To  animals,  of  tribes  and  forms  unknown 

In  the  lost  islands ;  —  beasts  that  ranged  the  forests, 

Grazed  in  the  valleys,  bounded  o'er  the  hills. 

Reposed  in  rich  savannas,  from  grey  rocks     [sures 

Pick'd  the   thin  herbage  sprouting  through  their  fis 

Or  in  waste  howling  deserts  found  oases, 

And  fountains  pouring  sweeter  streams  than  nectar, 

And  more  melodious  than  the  nightingale, 

—  So  to  the  faint  and  perishing  they  seem'd. 

I  gazed  on  ruminating  herds  of  kine. 
And  sheep  for  ever  wandering ;  goats  that  swung 
Like  spiders  on  the  crags,  so  slight  their  hold ; 
Beer,  playful  as  their  fawns,  in  peace,  but  fell, 
As  battling  bulls,  in  wars  of  jealousy : 
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Through  flowery  champaigns  roam'd  the  fleet  ga- 
zelles, 
Of  many  a  color,  size,  and  shape,  -  aU  graceful ; 
In  every  look,  step,  attitude  prepared, 
Even  at  the  shadow  of  a  cloud,  to  vanish, 
And  leave  a  solitude  where  thousands  stood, 
With  heads  declined,  and  nibbling  eagerly 
As  locusts  when  they  light  on  some  new  soil. 
And  move  no  more  till  they  have  shorn  it  bare. 
On  these,  with  famine  unappeasable, 
Lithe,  muscular,  huge-boned,  and  limb*d  for  leaping, 
The  brindled  tyrants  of  brute  nature  prey'd : 
The  weak  and  timid  bow*d  before  the  strong, 
The  many  by  the  few  were  hourly  slaughtered. 
Where  power  was  right,  and  violence  was  law. 

Here  couch'd  the  panting  tiger,  on  the  watch ; 
Impatient  but  unmoved,  his  fire-ball  eyes 
Made  horrid  twilight  in  the  sunless  jungle, 
Till  on  the  heedless  buffalo  he  sprang. 
Dragged  the  low-bellowing  monster  to  his  lair, 
Crash'd  through  the  ribs  at  once  into  its  hearty 
Quaff"d  the  hot  blood,  and  gorged   the   quivering 

flesh, 
Till  drunk  he  lay,  as  powerless  as  the  carcass. 

There,  to  the  solitary  lion's  roar 
So  many  echoes  answer'd,  that  there  seem'd. 
Ten  in  the  field  for  one ;  —  where'er  they  tum'd, 
The  flying  animals,  from  cave  to  cave. 
Heard  his  voicte  issuing ;  and  recoil'd  aghast, 
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Only  to  meet  it  nearer  than  before, 
Or,  ere  they  saw  his  shadow  or  his  face, 
Fall  dead  beneath  his  thunder-striking  paw. 

Calm  amidst  scenes  of  havoc,  in  his  own 
Huge  strength  impregnable,  the  elephant 
Offended  none,  but  led  his  quiet  life 
Among  his  old  contemporary  trees, 
Till  Nature  laid  him  gently  down  to  rest 
Beneath  the  palm,  which  he  was  wont  to  make 
His  prop  in  slumber ;  there  his  relics  lay 
Longer  than  life  itself  had  dwelt  within  them. 
Bees  in  the  ample  hollow  of  his  skull 
Piled  their  wax-citadels,  and  stored  their  honey ; 
Thence  sallied  forth  to  forage  through  the  fields, 
And  swarm'd  in  emigrating  legions  thence : 
There,  little  burrowing  animals  threw  up 
Hillocks  beneath  the  overarching  ribs ; 
While  birds,  within  the  spinal  labyrinth. 
Contrived  their  nests :  —  so  wandering  Arabs  pitch 
Their  tents  amidst  Palmyra's  palaces ; 
So  Greek  and  Roman  peasants  build  their  huts 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  the  Parthenon 
Or  on  the  ruins  of  the  Capitol. 

But  unintelligent  creation  soon 
Fail'd  to  delight ;  the  novelty  departed. 
And  all  look'd  desolate ;  my  eye  grew  weary 
Of  seeing  that  which  it  might  see  for  ever 
Without  a  new  idea  or  emotion ; 

VOL.  IV.  5 
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The  mind  within  me  panted  after  mind, 

The  spirit  sigh'd  to  meet  a  kindred  spirit, 

And  in  my  human  heart  there  was  a  void, 

Which  nothing  but  humanity  could  fill. 

At  length,  as  though  a  prison-door  were  open'd, 

Chains  had  falFn  off,  and  by  an  angel-guide 

Conducted,  I  escaped  that  desert-bourne ; 

And  instantaneously  I  travell'd  on, 

Yet  knew  not  how,  for  wings  nor  feet  I  plied, 

But  with  a  motion,  like  the  lapse  of  thought, 

O'er  many  a  vale  and  mountain  I  was  carried, 

Till  in  the  east,  above  the  ocean's  brim, 

I  saw  the  morning  sun,  and  stay'd  my  course, 

Where  vestiges  of  rude  but  social  life 

Arrested  and  detained  attention  long. 

Amidst  the  crowd  of  grovelling  animals, 
A  being  more  majestic  stood  before  me ; 
I  met  an  eye  that  look'd  into  my  soul, 
And  seem'd  to  penetrate  mine  inmost  thoughts. 
Instinctively  I  turn'd  away  to  hide  them. 
For  shame  and  quick  compunction  came  upon  me, 
As  though  detected  on  forbidden  ground. 
Gazing  on  things  unlawful:  but  my  heart 
Relented  quickly,  and  my  bosom  throbb'd 
With  such  unutterable  tenderness, 
That  every  sympathy  of  human  nature 
Was  by  the  beating  of  a  pulse  enkindled, 
And  flashed  at  once  throughout  the  mind's  recesses, 
As  in  a  darken'd  chamber,  objects  start 
All  round  the  walls,  the  moment  light  breaks  in. 


CANTO    VI.         THE    PELICAN    ISLAND.  67 

The  sudden  tumult  of  surprise  awoke 

My  spirit  from  that  trance  of  vague  abstraction, 

Wherein  I  lived  through  ages,  and  beheld 

Their  generations  pass  so  swiftly  by  me, 

That  years  were  moments  in  their  flight,  and  hours 

The  scenes  of  crowded  centuries  reveal'd ; 

I  sole  spectator  of  the  wondrous  changes. 

Spell-bound  as  in  a  dream,  and  acquiescing 

In  all  that  happened,  though  perplex'd  with  strange 

Conceit  of  something  wanting  through  the  whole. 

That  spell  was  broken,  like  the  vanished  film 

From  eyes  born  blind,  miraculously  open'd ;  — 

'Twas  gone,  and  I  became  myself  again. 

Restored  to  memory  of  all  I  knew 

From  books  or  schools,  the  world  or  sage  experience ; 

With  all  that  folly  or  misfortune  taught  me,  — 

Each  hath  her  lessons,  —  wise  are  they  that  learn. 

Still  the  mystA"ious  revery  went  on. 

And  I  was  still  sole  witness  of  its  issues. 

But  with  clear  mind  and  disenchanted  sight, 

Beholding,  judging,  comprehending  all ; 

Not  passive  and  bewilder'd  as  before. 

What  was  the  being  which  I  then  beheld  ? 
—  Man  going  forth  amidst  inferior  creatures : 
Not  as  he  rose  in  Eden  out  of  dust, 
Fresh  from  the  moulding  hand  of  Deity ; 
Immortal  breath  upon  his  lips ;  the  light 
Of  uncreated  glory  in  his  soul ; 
Lord  of  the  nether  universe,  and  heir 
Of  all  above  him,  —  all  above  the  sky, 
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The  sapphire  pavement  of  his  future  palace: 

Not  so ;  —  but  rather  like  that  morning-star, 

Which  from  the  highest  empyrean  fell 

Into  the  bottomless  abyss  of  darkness ; 

There  flaming  only  with  malignant  beams 

Among  the  constellations  of  his  peers, 

The  third  part  of  heaven's  host,  with  him  cast  down 

To  irretrievable  perdition,  —  thence, 

Amidst  the  smoke  of  unillumined  fires, 

Issuing  like  horrid  sparks  to  blast  creation : 

—  Thus,  though  in  dim  eclipse,  before  me  stood, 

As  from  a  world  invisible  call'd  up, 

Man,  in  the  image  of  his  Maker  formed, 

Man,  to  the  image  of  his  tempter  fallen ; 

Yet  still  as  far  above  infernal  fiends. 

As  once  a  little  lower  than  the  angels. 

I  knew  him,  own'd  him,  loved  him,  and  exclaim'd, 

"  Bone  of  my  bone,  flesh  of  my  fleshf  my  Brother ! 

Hail  in  the  depth  of  thy  humiliation ; 

For  dear  thou  art,  amidst  unconscious  ruin,  — 

Dear  to  the  kindliest  feelings  of  my  soul. 

As  though  one  womb  had  borne  us,  and  one  mother 

At  her  sweet  breasts  had  nourish'd  us  as  twins." 

I  saw  him  sunk  in  loathsome  degradation, 
A  naked,  fierce,  ungovernable  savage, 
Companion  to  the  brutes,  himself  more  brutal ; 
Superior  only  in  the  craft  that  made 
The  serpent  subtlest  beast  of  all  the  field. 
Whose  guile  unparadised  the  world,  and  brought 
A  curse  upon  the  earth  which  God  had  blessed. 
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That  cui*se  was  here,  without  the  mitigation 
Of  healthful  toil,  that  half  redeems  the  ground 
Whence  man  was  taken,  whither  he  returns, 
And  which  repays  him  bread  for  patient  labor, 

—  Labor,  the  symbol  of  his  punishment, 

—  Labor,  the  secret  of  his  happiness. 

The  curse  was  here ;  for  thorns  and  briars  o'erran 

The  tangled  labyrinths,  yet  briars  bare  rosefs. 

And  thorns  threw  out  their  annual  snow  of  blossoms : 

The  curse  was  here ;  and  yet  the  soil  untilFd 

Pour'd  forth  spontaneous  and  abundant  harvests. 

Pulse  and  small  berries,  maize  in  strong  luxuriance, 

And  slender  rice  that  grew  by  many  watera ; 

The  forests  cast  their  fruits,  in  husk  or  rind. 

Yielding  sweet  kernels  or  delicious  pulp. 

Smooth  oil,  cool  milk,  and  unfermented  wine. 

In  rich  and  exquisite  variety. 

On  these  the  indolent  inhabitants 

Fed  without  care  or  forethought,  like  the  swme 

That  grubb'd  the  turf,  and  taught  them  where  to  look 

For  dainty  earth-nuts  and  nutritious  roots ; 

Or  the  small  monkeys,  capering  on  the  boughs, 

And  rioting  on  nectar  and  ambrosia, 

The  produce  of  that  Paradise  run  wild :  — 

No,  —  these  were  merry,  if  they  were  not  wise ; 

While  man's  untutor'd  hordes  were  sour  and  sullen. 

Like  those  abhorr'd  baboons,  whose  gluttonous  taste 

They  followed  safely  in  their  choice  of  food ; 

And  w^hose  brute  semblance  of  humanity 

Made  them  more  hideous  than  their  prototypes, 

That  bore  the  genuine  image  and  inscription, 
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Defaced  indeed,  but  yet  indelible. 

' — From  ravening  beasts,  and  fowls  that  lish'd  the 

ocean, 
Men  learn'd  to  prey  on  meaner  animals. 
But  found  a  secret  out  which  birds  or  beasts, 
Most  cruel,  cunning,  treacherous,  never  knew, 

—  The  luxury  of  devouring  one  another. 

Such  were  my  kindred  in  their  lost  estate, 
From  whose  abominations  while  I  tum'd. 
As  from  a  pestilence,  I  mourn'd  and  wept 
With  bitter  lamentation  o'er  their  ruin ; 
Sunk  as  they  were  in  ignorance  of  all 
That  raises  man  above  his  origin. 
And  elevates  to  heaven  the  spirit  within  him. 
To  which  the  Almighty's  breath  gave  understanding. 

Large  was  their  stature,  and  their  frames  athletic ; 
Their  skins  were  dark,  their  locks  like  eagles'  feathers ; 
Their  features  terrible ;  —  when  roused  to  wrath. 
All  evil  passions  lightened  through  their  eyes. 
Convulsed  their  bosoms  like  possessing  fiends. 
And  loosed  what  sets  on  fire  the  course  of  nature, 

—  The  tongue  of  malice,  set  on  fire  of  hell, 
Which  then,  in  cataracts  of  horrid  sounds, 

Raged  through  their  gnashing  teeth  and  foaming  lips 

Making  the  ear  to  tingle,  and  the  soul 

Sicken,  with  spasms  of  strange  revolting  horror, 

As  if  the  blood  changed  color  in  the  veins. 

While  hot  and  cold  it  ran  about  the  heart. 

And  red  to  pale  upon  the  cheek  it  show'd. 
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Their  visages  at  rest  were  winter-clouds, 
Fix'd  gloom,  whence  sun  nor  shower  could  be  fore- 
told. 
But,  in  high  revelry,  when  full  of  prey. 
Cannibal  prey,  tremendous  was  their  laughter ; 
Their  joy,  the  shock  of  earthquakes  overturning 
Mountains,  and  swamping  rivers  in  their  course  ; 
Or  subterranean  elements  embroiFd,  — 
Wind,  fire,  and  water,  tiU  the  cleft  volcano 
Gives  to  their  devastating  fury  vent : 
That  joy  was  lurking  hatred  in  disguise. 
And  not  less  fatal  in  its  last  excess. 
They  danced,  —  like  whirlwinds  in  the  Libyan  waste, 
When  the  dead  sand  starts  up  in  living  pillars. 
That  mingle,  part,  and  cross,  then  burst  in  ruin 
On  man  and   beast;  —  they  danced  to   shouts   and 

screams. 
Drums,  gongs,  and   horns,  their  deafening   din   in- 
flicting 
On  nerves  and  ears  enraptured  with  such  clangor ; 
Till  mirth  grew  madness,  and  the  feast  a  fray. 
That  left  the  field  strown  with  unnatural  carnage. 
To  furnish  out  a  more  unnatural  feast. 
And  lay  the  train  to  inflame  a  bloodier  fray. 

They  dwelt  in  dens  and  caverns  of  the  earth. 
Won  by  the  valiant  from  their  brute  possessors, 
Ajid  held  in  hourly  peril  of  reprisals 
From  the  ferocious  brigands  of  the  woods : 
The  lioness,  benighted  with  her  whelps, 
There  seeking  shelter  from  the  drenching  storm, 
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Met  with  unseen  resistance  on  the  threshold, 
And  perished  ere  she  knew  by  what  she  fell ; 
Or,  finding  all  within  asleep,  surprised 
The  inmates  in  their  dreams,  from  which  no  more  . 
Her  deadly  vengeance  suffered  them  to  wake. 

—  On  open  plains  they  framed  low,  narrow  huts 
Of  boughs,  the  wreck  of  windfalls  or  of  Time, 
Wattled   with   canes,  and  thatch'd   with  reeds  and 

leaves ; 
There  from  afflictive  noon  sought  twilight  shadow, 
Or  slumber'd  in  the  smoke  of  greenwood  fires, 
To  drive  away  the  pestilent  mosquitos. 

—  Some  built  unwieldy  nests  among  the  trees, 
In  which  to  doze  by  night,  or  watch  by  day 
The  joyful  moment,  from  that  ambuscade 

To  slay  the  passing  antelope,  or  wound 

The  jackal  chasing  it,  with  sudden  arrows 

From  bows  that  task'd  a  giant's  strength  to  bend. 

In  flight  or  combat,  on  the  champaign  field. 

They  ran  atilt  with  flinty-headed  spears ; 

Or  launched  the  lighter  javelin  through  the  air. 

Followed  its  motion  with  a  basilisk's  eye. 

And  shriek'd  with  gladness  when  a  life  was  spiU'd : 

They  sent  the  pebble  hissing  from  the  sling, 

Hot  as  the  curse  from  lips  that  would  strike  dead, 

If  words  were  stones ;  here  stones,  as  swift  as  words 

Can  reach  the  ear,  the  unwary  victim  smote. 

In  closer  conflict,  breast  to  breast,  when  one 

Or  both  must  perish  on  the  spot,  they  fought 

With  clubs  of  iron-wood  and  ponderous  force. 

Wielded  with  terrible  dexterity, 


CANTO  VI.  THE   PELICAN   ISLAND.  73 

And  falling  down  like  thunderbolts,  which  nought 
But  counter-thunderbolts  could  meet  or  parry. 
Rude-fashion'd  weapons  I  yet  the  lion's  jaws, 
The  tiger's  grasp,  the  eagle's  beak  and  talons, 
The  serpent's  fangs,  were  not  more  formidable, 
More  sure  to  hit,  or,  hitting,  sure  to  kill.    . 

They  knew  not  shame  nor  honor,  yet  knew  pride ; 

—  The  pride  of  strength,  skill,  speed,  and  subtilty ; 
The  pride  of  tyranny  and  violence, 

Not  o'er  the  mighty  only,  whom  their  arm 

Had  crush'd  in  battle  or  had  basely  slain 

By  treacherous  ambush,  or  more  treacherous  smiles, 

Embracing  while  they  stabb'd  the  heart  that  met 

Their  specious  seeming  with  unguarded  breast : 

—  The  reckless  savages  display 'd  their  pride 
By  vile  oppression  in  its  vilest  forms,  — 
Oppression  of  the  weak  and  innocent ; 
Infancy,  womanhood,  old  age,  disease, 

The  lame,  the  halt,  the  blind,  were  wrong'd,  neglected, 
Exposed  to  perish  by  wild  beasts  in  woods. 
Cast  to  the  crocodiles  in  rivers ;  murder'd. 
Even  by  their  dearest  kindred,  in  cold  blood. 
To  rid  themselves  of  Nature's  gracious  burdens. 
In  mercy  laid  on  man  to  teach  him  mercy. 

But  their  prime  glory  was  insane  debauch, 
To  inflict  and  bear  excruciating  tortures  ; 
The  unshrinking  victim,  while  the  flesh  was  rent 
From  his  live  limbs,  and  eaten  in  his  presence. 
Still  in  his  death-pangs  taunted  his  tormentors 
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With  tales  of  cruelty  more  diabolic, 
Wreak'd  by  himself  upon  the  friends  of  those 
Who  now  their  impotence  of  vengeance  wasted 
On  him,  and  drop  by  drop  his  life  extorted 
With  thorns  and  briars  of  the  wilderness. 
Or  the  slow  violence  of  untouching  fire. 

Vanity  too,  pride's  manikin,  here  play'd 
Satanic  tricks  to  ape  her  master-fiend. 
The  leopard's  beauteous  spoils,  the  lion's  mane, 
Engirt  the  loins,  and  waved  upon  the  shoulders 
Of  those  whose  wiles  or  arms  had  won  such  trophies : 
Rude-punctured  figures  of  all  loathsome  things. 
Toads,  scorpions,  asps,  snakes'  eyes  and  double  tongue 
In  flagrant  colors  on  their  tattooed  limbs. 
Gave  proof  of  intellect,  not  dead  but  sleeping. 
And  in  its  trance  enacting  strange  vagaries. 
Bracelets  of  human  teeth,  fangs  of  wild  beasts, 
The  jaws  of  sharks,  and  beaks  of  ravenous  birds, 
Glitter'd  and  tinkled  round  their  ai'ms  and  ankles ; 
While  skulls  of  slaughter'd  enemies,  in  chains 
Of  natural  elf-locks,  dangled  from  the  necks 
Of  those,  whose  own  bare  skulls  and  cannibal  teeth 
Ere  long  must  deck  more  puissant  fiends  than  they. 

On  ocean,  too,  they  exercised  dominion ;  — 
Of  hollow  trees  composing  slight  canoes. 
They  paddled  o'er  the  reefs,  cut  through  the  breakers, 
And  rode  the  untamed  billows  far  from  shore ; 
Amphibious  from  their  infancy,  and  fearing 
Nought  in  the  deepest  waters  save  the  shark ; 
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Even  him,  well  ann'd,  they  gloried  to  encounter, 
And  when  he  turn'd  to  ope  those  gates  of  death, 
That  led  into  the  Hades  of  his  gorge, 
Smote  with  such  stem  decision  to  his  vitals, 
And  vanish'd  through  the  hlood-heclouded  waves, 
That,  blind  and  desperate  in  his  agony, 
Headlong  he  plunged,  and  perished  in  the  abyss. 

Woman  was  here  the  powerless  slave  of  man ; 
Thus  fallen  Adam  tramples  fallen  Eve, 
Through  all  the  generations  of  his  sons, 
In  whose  barbarian  veins  the  old  serpent's  venom 
Turns  pure  affection  into  hideous  lust, 
And  wrests  the  might  of  his  superior  arm 
(Given  to  defend  and  bless  his  meek  companion) 
Into  the  very  yoke  and  scourge  of  bondage ; 
Till  limbs,  by  beauty  moulded,  eyes  of  gladness 
And  the  full  bosom  of  confiding  truth, 
Made  to  delight  and  comfort  him  in  toil. 
And  change  Care's  den  into  a  halcyon's  nest, 
—  Are  broke  with  drudgery,  quench'd  with  stagnant 

tears, 
Or  wrung  with  lonely  unimparted  woe. 
Man  is  beside  himself,  not  less  than  fall'n 
Below  his  dignity,  who  owns  not  woman 
As  nearer  to  his  heart  than  when  she  grew 
A  rib  within  him.  —  as  his  heart's  own  heart 

He  slew  the  game  with  his  unerring  arrow, 
But  left  it  in  the  bush  for  her  to  drag 
Home,  with  her  feeble  hands,  already  burden'd 
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With  a  young  infant  clinging  to  her  shoulders. 
Here  she  fell  down  in  travail  by  the  way, 
Her  piteous  groans  unheard,  or  heard  unanswered ; 
There,  wdth  her  convoy,  she  —  mother,  and  child, 
And  slaughtered  deer  —  became  some  wild  beast's 

prey; 
Though  spoils  so  rich  not  one  could  long  enjoy,  — 
Soon  the  woods  echoed  with  the  huge  uproar 
Of  savage  throats  contending  for  the  bodies. 
Till  not  a  bone  was  left  for  further  quarrel. 

—  He  chose  the  spot ;  she  piled  the  wood,  she  wove* 
The  supple  withes,  and  bound  the  thatch  that  form'd 
The  ground-built  cabin  or  the  tree-swung  nest. 

—  He  brain'd  the  drowsy  panther  in  his  den, 
At  noon  overcome  by  heat,  and  with  closed  lids 
Fearing  assaults  from  none  but  vexing  flies, 
Which,  with  his  ring-streak'd  tail  he  switched  away : 
The  citadel  thus  storm'd,  the  monster  slain, 

By  the  dread  prowess  of  his  daring  arm, 

She  roird  the  stones,  and  planted  the  stockade, 

To  fortify  the  garrison  for  him. 

Who  scornfully  look'd  on,  at  ease  reclined. 

Or  only  rose  to  beat  her  to  the  task. 

Yet,  midst  the  gall  and  wormwood  of  her  lot, 
She  tasted  joys  which  none  but  woman  knows, 

—  The  hopes,  fears,  feelings,  raptures  of  a  mother, 
Well-nigh  compensating  for  his  unkindness. 
Whom  yet  with  all  her  fervent  soul  she  loved. 
Dearer  to  her  than  all  the  universe. 

The  looks,  the  cries,  the  embraces  of  her  babes  ; 
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In  each  of  whom  she  lived  a  separate  life, 

And  felt  the  fountain,  whence  their  veins  were  fill'd. 

Flow  in  perpetual  union  with  the  streams. 

That  sweird  their  pulses,  and  throbb'd  back  through 

hers. 
Oh  !  'twas  benign  relief  when  my  vex'd  eye 
Could  turn  from  man,  the  sordid,  selfish  savage. 
And  gaze  on  woman  in  her  self^lenial. 
To  him  and  to  their  offspring  all  aUve, 
Dead  only  to  herself,  —  save  when  she  won 
His  unexpected  smile ;  then,  then  she  look'd 
A  thousand  times  more  beautiful,  to  meet 
A  glance  of  aught  like  tenderness  from  him ; 
And  sent  the  sunshine  of  her  happy  heart 
So  warm  into  the  charnel-house  of  his, 
That  Nature's  genuine  sympathies  awoke, 
And  he  almost  forgot  himself  in  her. 
0  man  !  lost  man  !  amidst  the  desolation 
Of  goodness  in  thy  soul,  there  yet  remains 
One  spark  of  Deity,  —  that  spark  is  love. 


END    OF   CANTO   TI. 
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Ages  again,  with  silent  revolution, 
Brought  morn  and  even,  noon  and  night,  with  all 
The  old  vicissitudes  of  Nature's  aspect : 
Kains  in  their  season  fertilized  the  ground. 
Winds  sow'd  the  seeds  of  every  kind  of  plant 
On  its  peculiar  soil ;  while  suns  matured 
What  winds  had  sown,  and  rains  in  season  watered, 
Providing  nourishment  for  all  that  lived  : 
Man's  generations  came  and  went  like  these, 

—  The  grass  and  flowers  that  wither  where  they 

spring ; 
The  brutes  that  perish  wholly  where  they  fall. 

Thus  while  I  mused  on  these  in  long  succession, 
And  all  remained  as  all  had  been  before, 
I  cried,  as  I  was  wont,  though  none  did  listen, 

—  'T  is  sweet  sometimes  to  speak  and  be  the  hearer ; 
For  he  is  twice  himself  who  can  converse 

With  his  own  thoughts,  as  with  a  living  throng 

Of  fellow-travellers  in  solitude ; 

And  mine  too  long  had  been  my  sole  companions : 

—  "  What  is  this  mystery  of  human  life  ? 
In  rude  or  civilized  society, 

Alike,  a  pilgrim's  progress  through  this  world 
To  that  which  is  to  come,  by  the  same  stages ; 


J 
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With  infinite  diversity  of  fortune 

To  each  distinct  adventurer  by  the  way  I 

''  Life  is  the  transmigration  of  a  soul 
Through  various  bodies,  various  states  of  being ; 
New  manners,  passions,  tastes,  pursuits  in  each ; 
In  nothing,  save  in  consciousness,  the  same. 
Infancy,  adolescence,  manhood,  age, 
Are  alway  moving  onward,  alway  losing 
Themselves  in  one  another,  lost  at  length, 
Like  undulations,  on  the  strand  of  death. 
The  sage  of  threescore  years  and  ten  looks  back,  — ^ 
With  many  a  pang  of  lingering  tenderness. 
And  many  a  shuddering  conscience-fit,  —  on  what 
He  hath  been,  is  not,  cannot  be  again ; 
Nor  trembles  less  with  fear  and  hope,  to  think 
What  he  is  now,  but  cannot  long  continue. 
And  what  he  must  be  through  uncounted  ages. 
—  The  Child; — we  know  no  more  of  happy  child- 
hood, 
Than  happy  childhood  knows  of  wretched  eld ; 
And  all  our  dreams  of  its  felicity 
Are  incoherent  as  its  own  crude  visions : 
We  but  begin  to  live  from  that  fine  point 
Which  memory  dwells  on,  with  the  morning-star. 
The  earliest  note  we  heard  the  cuckoo  sing, 
Or  the  first  daisy  that  we  ever  pluck'd, 
When  thoughts  themselves  were  stars,  and  birds,  and 

flowers, 
Pure  brilliance,  simplest  music,  wild  perfume. 
Thenceforward,  mark  the  metamorphoses  I 
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. —  The  Boy,  the  Girl;  —  when  all  was  joj,  hope, 

promise ; 
Yet  who  would  be  a  Boy,  a  Girl  again, 
To  bear  the  yoke,  to  long  for  liberty. 
And  dream  of  what  will  never  come  to  pass  ? 

—  The  Youth,  the  Maiden ;  —  living  but  for  love, 
Yet  learning  soon  that  life  hath  other  cares, 
And  joys  less  rapturous,  but  more  enduring : 

—  The  Woman  ;  —  in  her  offspring  multiplied ; 
A  tree  of  life,  whose  glory  is  her  branches. 
Beneath  whose  shadow,  she  (both  root  and  stem) 
Delights  to  dwell  in  meek  obscurity, 

That  they  may  be  the  pleasure  of  beholders : 

—  The  Man :  —  as  father  of  a  progeny, 

Whose  birth  requires  his  death  to  make  them  room, 
Yet  in  whose  lives  he  feels  his  resurrection. 
And  grows  immortal  in  his  children's  children : 

—  Then  the  grey  Elder :  —  leaning  on  his  staff, 
And  bow'd  beneath  a  weight  of  years  that  steal 
Upon  him  with  the  secrecy  of  sleep, 

(No  snow  falls  lighter  than  the  snow  of  age. 

None  with  such  subtilty  benumbs  the  frame,) 

Till  he  forgets  sensation,  and  lies  down 

Dead  in  the  lap  of  his  primeval  mother ; 

She  throws  a  shroud  of  turf  and  flowers  around  him, 

Then  calls  the  worms,  and  bids  them  do  their  oflice : 

—  Man  giveth  up  the  ghost,  —  and  where  is  He  ?  " 

That  startling  question  broke  my  lucubration ; 
I  saw  those  changes  realized  before  me ; 
Saw  them  recurring  in  perpetual  line, 
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The  line  unbroken,  while  the  thread  ran  on, 
Failing  at  this  extreme,  at  that  renew'd, 

—  Like  buds,  leaves,  blossoms,  fruits  on  herbs  and 

trees; 
Like  mites,  flies,  reptiles  ;  birds,  and  beasts,  and 

fishes. 
Of  every  length  of  period  here,  —  all  mortal. 
And  all  resolved  into  those  elements 
Whence  they  had  emanated,  whence  they  drew 
Their  sustenance,  and  which  their  wrecks  recruited 
To  generate  and  foster  other  forms 
As  like  themselves  as  were  the  lights  of  heaven. 
For  ever  moving  in  serene  succession, 

—  Not  like  those  lights  unquenchable  by  time. 
But  ever  changing,  like  the  clouds  that  come. 

Who  can  tell  whence  ?  and  go,  who  can  tell  whither  ? 
Thus  the  swift  series  of  man's  race  elapsed. 
As  for  no  higher  destiny  created 
Than  aught  beneath  them,  —  from  the  elephant 
Down  to  the  worm,  thence  to  the  zoophyte, 
That  link  which  binds  Prometheus  to  his  rock, 
The  living  fibre  to  insensate  matter.  [living ! 

They  were  not,  then  they  were;   the  unborn,  the 
They  were,  then  were  not ;  they  had  lived  and  died ; 
No  trace,  no  record  of  their  date  remaining. 
Save  in  the  memory  of  kindred  beings, 
Themselves  as  surely  hastening  to  oblivion  ; 
Till,  where  the  soil  had  been  renew'd  by  relics, 
And  earthy  air,  water  were  one  sepulchre, 
Earth,  air,  and  water  might  be  search'd  in  vain, 

VOL.   IV.  6 
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Atom  bj  atom  scrutinized  with  eyes 

Of  microscopic  power,  that  could  discern 

The  population  of  a  dew-drop,  yet 

No  particle  betray  the  buried  secret 

Of  what  they  had  been,  or  of  what  they  were: 

Life  thus  was  swallow'd  by  mortality, 

Mortality  thus  swallow'd  up  of  life, 

And  man  remain'd  the  world's  unmoved  poasessor, 

Though  every  moment  men  appear'd  and  vanish'd. 

Oh!  'twas  heart-sickness  to  behold  tbera  thus 
Perishing  without  knowledge;  —  perishing, 
As  though  they  were  but  things  of  dust  and  ashes. 
They  lived  unconscious  of  their  noblest  powers, 
As  wei-e  the  rocks  and  mountains  which  they  trod 
Of  gold  and  jewels  hidden  in  their  bowels ; 
They  lived  unconscious  of  what  lived  within  them, 
The  deathless  spirit,  as  were  the  stars  that  shone 
Above  their  heads,  of  their  own  emanations. 
And  did  it  live  within  them?  did  there  dwell 
Fire  brouglit  from  heaven  in  forms  of  miry  clay? 
Untemper'd  as  the  slime  of  Babel's  builders. 
And  lel^  unfiuish'd  like  their  monstrous  work? 
To  me,  alaa !  they  seem'd  but  living  bodies, 
"With  still-bom  souls  which  never  could  be  quicken'd, 
Till  death  brought  immortality  to  light. 
And  from  tlie  darkness  of  their  earthly  prison 
Placed  them  at  once  before  the  bar  of  God ; 
Then  first  to  learn,  at  their  eternal  peril, 
The  fact  of  his  existence  and  their  own. 
Imagination  durst  not  follow  tbem. 


CANTO    VII.        THE    PELICAN    ISLAND.  83 

Nor  stand  one  moment  at  that  dread  tribunal. 

"  Shall  not  the  Judge  of  all  the  earth  do  right  ?  " 

I  trembled  while  I  spake.     I  could  not  bear 

The  doubt,  fear,  horror,  that  o'erhung  the  fate 

Of  millions,  millions,  millions,  —  living,  dying. 

Without  a  hope  to  hang  a  hope  upon. 

That  of  the  whole  it  might  not  be  affirm'd, 

—  "'T  were  better  that  they  never  had  been  bom.** 

I  tum'd  away,  and  look'd  for  consolation. 

Where  Nature  else  had  shnuik  with  loathing  back. 

Or  imprecated  curses,  in  her  wrath. 

Even  on  the  fallen  creatures  of  my  race. 

O'er  whose  mysterious  doom  my  heart  was  breaking. 

I  saw  an  idiot  with  long  haggard  visage. 
And  eye  of  vacancy,  trolling  his  tongue 
From  cheek  to  cheek ;  then  muttering  syllables. 
Which  all  the  learn'd  on  earth  could  not  interpret ; 
Yet  were  they  sounds  of  gladness,  tones  of  pleasure, 
Ineffable  tranquillity  expressing. 
Or  pure  and  buoyant  animal  delight : 
For  bright  the  sun  shone  round  him ;  cool  the  breeze 
Pla/d  in  the  floating  shadow  of  the  palm, 
Where  he  lay  rolling  in  voluptuous  sloth : 
And  he  had  fed  deliciously  on  fruit, 
That  fell  into  his  lap,  and  virgin  honey, 
That  melted  from  the  hollow  of  the  rock, 
Whither  the  hum  and  stir  of  bees  had  drawn  hira. 
He  knew  no  bliss  beside,  save  sleep  when  weary. 
Or  reveries  like  this,  when  broad  awake. 
Glimpses  of  thought  seem'd  flashing  through  his  brain. 
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Like  wildfires  flitting  o'er  the  rank  morass, 
Snares  to  the  night-bewilder'd  traveller ! 
Gently  he  raised  his  head,  and  peep'd  around, 
As  if  he  hoped  to  see  some  pleasant  object, 

—  The  wingless  squirrel  jet  from  tree  to  tree, 

—  The  monkey  pilfering  a  parrot's  nest, 
But,  ere  he  bore  the  precious  spoil  away, 
Surprised  behind  by  beaks,  and  wings,  and  claws, 
That  made  him  scamper  gibbering  away ; 

The  sly  opossum  dangle  by  her  tail. 

To  snap  the  silly  birds  that  perch'd  too  near ; 

Or  in  the  thicket,  with  her  young  at  play, 

Start  when  the  rustling  grass  announced  a  snake, 

And  secrete  them  within  her  second  womb. 

Then  stand  alert  to  give  the  intruder  battle, 

Who  rear'd  his  crest,  and  hiss*d,  and  glid  away : 

—  These  with  the  transport  of  a  child  he  view'd. 
Then  laugh*d  aloud,  and  crack'd  his  fingers,  smote 
His  palms,  and  clasp'd  his  knees,  convulsed  with  gle*^ 
A  sad,  sad  spectacle  of  merriment ! 

Yet  he  was  happy ;  happy  in  this  life ; 

And  could  I  doubt,  that  death  to  him  would  bring 

Intelligence,  which  he  had  ne'er  abused, 

A  soul,  which  he  had  never  lost  by  sin  ? 

I  saw  a  woman,  panting  from  her  throes, 
Stretch'd  in  a  lonely  cabin  on  the  ground, 
Pale  with  the  anguish  of  her  bitter  hour. 
Whose  sorrow  she  forgat  not  in  the  joy. 
Which  mothers  feel  when  a  man-child  is  born ; 
Hers  was  an  infant  of  her  own  scorn'd  sex : 
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It  lay  upon  her  breast ;  —  she  laid  it  there, 
By  the  same  instinct,  which  taught  it  to  find 
The  milky  fountain,  fiU'd  to  meet  its  wants 
Even  at  the  gate  of  life,  —  to  drink  and  live. 
Awhile  she  lay  all-passive  to  the  touch 
Of  those  small  fingers,  and  the  sofl,  soft  lips 
Soliciting  the  sweet  nutrition  thence. 
While  yearning  sympathy  crept  round  her  heart : 
She  felt  her  spirit  yielding  to  the  charm, 
That  wakes  the  parent  in  the  fellest  bosom, 
And  binds  her  to  her  little  one  for  ever, 
If  once  completed;  —  but  she  broke,  she  broke  it. 
For  she  was  brooding  o'er  her  sex*s  wrongs, 
And  seem'd  to  lie  amidst  a  nest  of  scorpions, 
That  stung  remorse  to  frenzy :  —  forth  she  sprang, 
And  with  collected  might  a  moment  stood, 
Mercy  and  misery  struggling  in  her  thoughts. 
Yet  both  impelling  her  to  one  dire  purpose. 
There  was  a  little  grave  already  made, 
But  two  spans  long,  in  the  turf-floor  beside  her, 
By  him  who  was  the  father  of  that  child : 
Thence  he  had  sallied,  when  the  work  was  done, 
To  hunt,  to  fish,  or  ramble  on  the  hills, 
Till  all  was  peace  again  within  that  dwelling, 
—  His  haunt,  his  den,  his  any  thing  but  home ! 
Peace  ?  —  no,  till  the  new-comer  were  despatched 
Whence  it  should  ne'er  return,  to  break  the  stupor 
Of  unawaken'd  conscience  in  himself. 

She  pluck'd  the  baby  from  her  flowing  breast, 
And  o'er  its  mouth,  yet  moist  with  Nature's  beveragej 
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Bound  a  thick  lotus-leaf  to  still  its  cries ; 
Then  laid  it  down  in  that  untimely  grave, 
As  tenderly  as  though  'twere  rock*d  to  sleep 
"With  songs  of  love,  and  she  afraid  to  wake  it: 
Soon  as  she  felt  it  touch  the  ground,  she  started, 
Hurried  the  damp  earth  over  it ;  then  feU 
Flat  on  the  heaving  heap,  and  crushed  it  down 
With  the  whole  burden  of  her  grief;  exclaiming, 
"  O  that  my  mother  had  done  so  to  me !  *' 
Then  in  a  swoon  forgot,  a  little  while, 
Her  child,  her  sex,  her  tyrant,  and  herself. 

Amazement  withered  up  all  human  feeling ; 
I  wonder'd  how  I  could  look  on  so  calmly, 
As  though  I  were  but  animated  stone. 
And  not  kneel  down  upon  the  spot,  and  pray 
That  earth  might  open  to  devour  that  mother. 
Or  heaven  shoot  lightning  to  avenge  that  daughter  ; 
But  horror  soon  gave  way  to  hope  and  pity, 

—  Hope  for  the  dead,  and  pity  for  the  living. 
Thenceforth  when  I  beheld  troops  of  wild  children 
Frolicking  round  the  tents  of  wickedness. 
Though  my  heart  danced  within  me  to  the  music 
Of  their  loud  voices  and  unruly  mirth. 

The  blithe  exuberance  of  beginning  life ! 
I  could  not  weep  when  they  went  out  like  sparks, 
That  glitter,  creep,  and  dwindle  out,  on  tinder. 
Happy,  thrice  happy  were  they  thus  to  die, 
Rather  than  grow  into  such  men  and  women, 

—  Such  fiends  incarnate  as  that  felon-sire, 
Who  dug  its  grave  before  his  child  was  bom ; 
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Such  miserable  wretches  as  that  mother, 
Whose  tender  mercies  were  so  deadly  cruel ! 

I  saw  their  infant's  spirit  rise  to  heaven, 
Caught  from  its  birth  up  to  the  throne  of  God ; 
There,  thousands  and  ten  thousands,  I  beheld, 
Of  innocents  like  this,  that  died  untimely, 
By  violence  of  their  unnatural  kin. 
Or  by  the  mercy  of  that  gracious  Power, 
Who  gave  them  being,  taking  what  lie  gave 
Ere  they  could  sin  or  suffer  like  their  pai'ents. 
I  saw  them  in  white  raiment,  crown*d  with  flowers, 
On  the  fair  banks  of  that  resplendent  river. 
Whose  streams  make  glad  the  city  of  our  God ; 
—  Water  of  life,  as  clear  as  crystal,  welling 
Forth  from  the  throne  itself,  and  visiting 
Fields  of  a  Paradise  that  ne*er  was  lost ; 
Where  yet  the  tree  of  life  immortal  grows. 
And  bears  its  monthly  fruits,  twelve  kinds  of  fruit. 
Each  in  its  season,  food  of  saints  and  angels ; 
Whose  leaves  are  for  the  healing  of  the  nations. 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  its  blessed  boughs, 
I  mark'd  those  rescued  infants,  in  their  schools. 
By  spirits  of  just  men  made  perfect,  taught 
The  glorious  lessons  of  almighty  love, 
Which  brought  them  thither  by  the  readiest  path 
From  the  world*s  wilderness  of  dire  temptations, 
Securing  thus  their  everlasting  weal. 

Yea,  in  the  rapture  of  that  hour,  though  songs 
Of  cherubim  to  golden  lyres  and  trumpets, 
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And  the  redeem'd  upon  the  sea  of  glass, 
"With  voices  like  the  sound  of  many  waters, 
Came  on  mine  ear,  whose  secret  cells  were  open'd 
To  entertain  celestial  harmonies, 

—  The  small,  sweet  accents  of  those  little  children. 
Pouring  out  all  the  gladness  of  their  souls 

In  love,  joy,  gratitude,  and  praise  to  Him, 

—  Him,  who  had  loved  and  wash'd  them  in  his  blood; 
These  were  to  me  the  most  transporting  strains 
Amidst  the  hallelujahs  of  all  heaven.  — 

Though  lost  awhile  in  that  amazing  chorus 
Around  the  throne,  —  at  happy  intervals, 
The  shrill  hosannas  of  the  infant-choir. 
Singing  in  that  eternal  temple,  brought 
Tears  to  mine  eye,  which  seraphs  had  been  glad 
To  weep,  could  they  have  felt  the  sympathy 
That  melted  all  my  soul,  when  I  beheld 
How  condescending  Deity  thus  deign'd. 
Out  of  the  mouths  of  babes  and  sucklings  here, 
To  perfect  his  high  praise :  —  the  harp  of  heaven 
Had  lack'd  its  least  but  not  its  meanest  string, 
Had  children  not  been  taught  to  play  upon  it. 
And  sing,  from  feelings  all  their  own,  what  men 
Nor  angels  can  conceive  of  creatures,  bom 
Under  the  curse,  yet  from  the  curse  redeem'd, 
And  placed  at  once  beyond  the  power  to  fall, 
■—  Safety  which  men  nor  angels  ever  knew. 
Till  ranks  of  these  and  all  of  those  had  fallen. 

END    OF   CANTO    VII. 
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CANTO  EIGHTH. 

T  WAS  but  the  vision  of  an  eye-glance ;  gone 
Ere  thought  could  fix  upon  it,  —  gone  like  lightning 
At  midnight,  when  the  expansive  flash  reveals 
Alps,  Apennines,  and  Pyrenees,  in  one 
Glorious  horizon,  suddenly  lit  up,  — 
Rocks,  rivers,  forests,  —  quenched  as  suddenly : 
A  glimpse  that  fill'd  the  mind  with  images. 
Which  years  cannot  obliterate  ;  but  stamped 
With  instantaneous  everlasting  force 
On  memory's  more  than  adamantine  tablet ;  — 
A  glimpse  of  that  which  eye  hath  never  seen, 
Ear  heard,  nor  heart  of  man  conceived.  —  It  pass'd^ 
But  what  it  show'd  can  never  pass.  —  It  pass'd, 
And  left  me  wandering  through  that  land  of  exile, 
Cut  off  from  intercourse  with  happier  lands  ; 
Abandon'd,  as  it  seem'd,  by  its  Creator ; 
Unvisited  by  Him,  who  came  from  heaven 
To  seek  and  save  the  lost  of  every  clime ; 
And  where  God,  looking  down  in  wrath,  had  said, 
"My  spirit  shall  no  longer  strive  with  man : " 
—  So  ignorance  or  unbelief  might  deem. 

Was  it  thus  outlawed  ?     No ;  God  left  himself 

Not  without  witness  of  his  presence  there  ; 

He  gave  them  rain  from  heaven  and  fruitful  seasons, 
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Filling  unthankful  hearts  with  food  and  gladness. 

He  gave  them  kind  affections  which  they  strangled, 

Turning  his  grace  into  lasciviousness. 

He  gave  them  powers  of  intellect,  to  scale 

Heaven's  height ;  to  name  and  number  all  the  stars ; 

To  penetrate  earth's  depths  for  hidden  riches, 

Or  clothe  its  surface  with  fertility  ; 

Amidst  the  haunts  of  dragons,  dens  of  satyrs. 

To  call  up  hamlets,  villages,  and  towns. 

The  abode  of  peace  and  industry ;  to  build 

Cities  and  palaces  amid  waste  places ; 

To  sound  the  ocean,  combat  with  the  winds, 

Travel  the  waves,  and  compass  every  shore, 

On  voyages  of  commerce  or  adventure ; 

To  shine  in  civil  and  refining  arts, 

With  tranquil  science  elevate  the  soul ; 

To  explore  the  universe  of  mind ;  to  trace 

The  Nile  of  thinking  to  its  secret  source, 

And  thence  pursue  its  infinite  meanders, 

Not  lost  amidst  the  labyrinths  of  Time, 

But  o'er  the  cataract  of  death  down  rolling, 

To  flow  for  ever,  and  for  ever,  and  for  ever, 

Where  time  nor  space  can  limit  its  expansion. 

He  gave  the  ideal,  too,  of  truth  and  beauty  ;  — 
To  look  on  Nature  with  a  poet's  eye. 
And  live,  amidst  the  daylight  of  this  world. 
In  regions  of  enchantment ;  —  with  the  force 
Of  song,  as  with  a  spirit,  to  possess 
The  souls  of  those  that  hearken,  till  they  feel 
But  what  the  minstrel  feels,  and  do  but  that, 
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Which  his  strange  inspiration  makes  them  do  ; 
Thus  with  his  breath  to  kindle  war,  and  bring 
The  array  of  battle  to  electric  issue ; 
Or,  while  opposing  legions,  front  to  front, 
Wait  the  dread  signal  for  the  work  of  havoc, 
Step  in  between,  and  with  the  healing  voice 
Of  harmony  and  concord  win  them  so. 
That  hurling  down  their  weapons  of  destruction 
They  rush  into  each  other's  arms,  with  shouts 
And  tears  of  transport ;  till  inveterate  foes 
Are  friends  and  brethren,  feasting  on  the  field, 
Where  vultures  else  had  feasted,  and  gorged  wolves 
Howl'd  in  convulsive  slumber  o'er  their  corses. 

Such  powers  to  these  were  given,  but  given  in 
vain; 
They  knew  them  not,  or,  as  they  leam'd  to  know. 
Perverted  them  to  more  pernicious  evil, 
Than  ignorance  had  skill  to  perpetrate. 
Yet  the  great  Father  gave  a  richer  portion 
To  these,  the  most  impoverish'd  of  his  children  ; 
He  sent  the  light  that  lighteth  every  man, 
That  comes  into  the  world,  —  the  light  of  truth : 
But  Satan  tum'd  that  light  to  dirkness ;  turn'd 
God's  truth  into  a  lie,  and  they  believed 
His  lie,  who  led  them  captive  at  his  will, 
Usurp'd  the  throne  of  Deity  on  earth. 
And  claim'd  allegiance,  in  all  hideous  forms, 
—  The  abominable  emblems  of  himself. 
The  legion-fiend,  who  takes  whatever  shape 
Man's  crazed  imagination  can  devise 
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To  body  forth  his  notion  of  a  God, 
And  prove  how  low  immortal  minds  can  fall, 
When  from  the  living  God  they  fall,  to  serve 
Dumb    idols.     Thus   they    worshipp'd    stocks   and 

stones. 
Which  hands  unapt  for  sculpture  executed. 
In  their  egregious  folly,  like  themselves. 
Though  not  more  like,  even  in  barbarian  eyes, 
Than  antic  clouds  resemble  animals. 
To  these  they  offered  flowers  and  fruits ;  to  those, 
Reptiles ;  to  others,  birds,  and  beasts,  and  fishes ; 
To  some  they  sacrificed  their  enemies, 
To  more  their  children,  and  themselves  to  all. 

So  had  the  god  of  this  apostate  world 
Blinded  their  eyes.     But  the  true  God  had  placed 
Yet  further  witness  of  his  grace  among  them. 
When  all  remembrance  of  himself  was  lost : 

—  Knowledge  of  good  and  evil,  right  and  wrong ; 
But  knowledge  was  confounded,  till  they  calFd 
Good  evil,  evil  good ;  refused  the  right. 

And  chose  and  loved  the  wrong  for  its  own  sake. 

One  witness  more,  his  own  ambassador 

On  earth,  the  Almighty  left  to  be  their  prophet, 

Whom  Satan  could  not  utterly  beguile. 

Nor  always  hold  with  his  ten  thousand  fetters, 

Lock'd  in  the  dungeon  of  the  obdurate  breast. 

And  trampled  down  by  all  its  atheist  inmates ; 

—  Conscience,  tremendous  conscience,  in  his  fits 
Of  inspiration,  —  whencesoe'er  it  came, 

Rose  like  a  ghost,  inflicting  fear  of  death, 
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On  those  who  fear'd  not  death  in  fiercest  battle, 

And  mock'd  him  in  their  martyrdoms  of  torments : 

That  secret,  swift,  and  silent  messenger 

Broke  on  them  in  their  lonely  hours,  —  in  sleep. 

In  sickness  ;  haunting  them  with  dire  suspicion* 

Of  something  in  themselves  that  would  not  die, 

Of  an  existence  elsewhere,  and  hereafter. 

Of  which  tradition  was  not  wholly  silent, 

Yet  spake  not  out ;  its  dreary  oracles 

Confounded  superstition  to  conceive. 

And  baffled  scepticism  to  reject : 

—  What  fear  of  death  is  like  the  fear  beyond  it  ? 

But  pangs  like  these  were  lucid  intervals 
In  the  delirium  of  the  life  they  led, 
And  all  unwelcome  as  returning  reason. 
Which  through  the  chaos  of  a  maniac's  brain 
Shoots  gleams  of  light  more  terrible  than  darkness. 
These  sad  misgivings  of  the  smitten  heart, 
Wounded  unseen  by  conscience  from  its  ambush  ; 
These  voices  from  eternity,  that  spake 
To  an  eternity  of  soul  within,  — 
Were  quickly  luU'd  by  riotous  enjoyment. 
Or  lost  in  hurricanes  of  headlong  passion. 
They  knew  no  higher,  sought  no  happier  state ; 
Had  no  fine  instinct  of  superior  joys 
Than  those  of  sense ;  no  taste  for  sense  refined 
Above  the  gross  necessities  of  nature. 
Or  outraged  Nature's  most  unnatural  cravings. 
Why  should  they  toil  to  make  the  earth  bring  forth, 
When  without  toil  she  gave  them  all  they  wanted  ^ 
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The  bread-fruit  ripen'd,  while  they  lay  beneath 
Its  shadow  in  luxurious  indolence ; 
The  cocoa  fiU'd  its  nuts  with  milk  and  keni€ls, 
While  they  were  sauntering  on  the  shores  and  moun* 

tains ; 
And  while  they  slumber'd  from  their  heavy  meals, 
In  dead  forgetfulness  of  life  itself, 
The  fish  were  spawning  in  unsounded  depths, 
The  birds  were  breeding  in  adjacent  trees, 
The  game  was  fattening  in  delicious  pastures, 
Unplanted  roots  were  thriving  under  ground, 
To  spread  the  tables  of  their  future  banquets ! 

Thus  what  the  sires  had  been,  the  sons  became. 
And  generations  rose,  continued,  went, 
Without  memorial,  —  like  the  Pelicans 
On  that  lone  island,  where  they  built  their  nests, 
Nourished  their  young,  and  then  lay  down  to  die : 
Hence  through  a  thousand  and  a  thousand  years, 
Man's  history,  in  that  region  of  oblivion. 
Might  be  recorded  in  a  page  as  small 
As  the  brief  legend  of  those  Pelicans, 
With  one  appalling,  one  sublime  distinction, 
(Sublime  with  horror,  with  despair  appalling,) 
—  That  Pelicans  were  not  transgressors ;  —  Man, 
Apostate  from  the  womb,  by  blood  a  traitor. 
Thus,  while  he  rose  by  dignity  of  birth, 
He  sunk  in  guilt  and  infamy  below 
Creatures,  whose  being  was  but  lent,  not  given, 
And,  when  the  debt  was  due,  reclaimed  for  ever. 
O  enviable  lot  of  innocence  I 
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Their  bliss  and  woe  were  only  of  this  world : 

Whate'er  their  lives  had  been,  though  born  to  suffer 

Not  less  than  to  enjoy,  their  end  was  peace. 

Man  was  immortal,  yet  he  lived  and  died 

As  though  there  were  no  life,  nor  death,  but  tliis : 

Alas !  what  life  or  death  may  be  hereafter. 

He  only  knows  who  hath  ordain'd  them  both ; 

And  they  shall  know  who  prove  their  truth  for  ever. 

The  thought  was  agony  beyond  endurance ; 
"  0  thou,  my  brother  Man  ! "  again  I  cried, 
"  Would  God,  that  I  might  live,  might  die  for  thee ! 
0  could  I  take  a  form  to  meet  thine  eyes, 
Invent  a  voice  with  words  to  reach  thine  ears ; 
Or  if  my  spirit  might  converse  with  thine. 
And  pour  my  thoughts,  fears,  feelings,  through  thy 

breast. 
Unknown  to  thee  whence  came  the  strange  intrusion ! 
How  would  my  soul  rejoice,  rejoice  with  trembling. 
To  tell  thee  who  thou  art,  and  bring  thee  home, 
—  Poor  prodigal,  here  watching  swine,  and  fain 
To  glut  thy  hunger  with  the  husks  they  feed  on,  — 
Home  to  our  Father's  house,  our  Father's  heart ! 
Both,  both  are  open  to  receive  thee,  —  come ; 
0  come !  —  He  hears  not,  heeds  not,  —  0  my  brother! 
That  I  might  prophesy  to  thee,  —  to  all 
The  millions  of  dry  bones  that  fill  this  valley 
Of  darkness  and  despair !  —  Alas !  alas ! 
Can  these  bones  hve  ?  Lord  God,  Thou  knowest.  — 
Come 
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From  the  four  winds  of  heaven,  almighty  breath, 
Blow  ou  these  slain,  and  they  shall  live." 

I  spake, 
And  turning  from  the  mournful  contemplation, 
To  seek  refreshment  for  my  weary  spirit. 
Amidst  that  peopled  continent,  the  abode 
Of  misery  which  resich'd  beyond  this  world, 
I  lighted  on  a  solitary  glen 
(A  peaceful  refuge  in  a  land  of  discord) 
Crown'd   with   steep   rocks,  whose   hoary   summits 

shone 
Amid  the  blue  unclouded  element. 
O'er  the  green  woods,  that,  stretching  down  the  hills, 
Bordered  the  narrow  champaign  glade  between. 
Through  which  a  clear  and  pebbly  rill  meander'd. 
The  song-birds  caroU'd  in  the  leafy  shades, 
Those  of  resplendent  plumage  flaunted  round ; 
High  o'er  the  cliffs  the  sea-fowl  soar'd  or  perch'd ; 
The  Pelican  and  Albatross  were  seen 
In  groups  reposing  on  the  northern  ridge : 
There  was  entire  serenity  above. 
Beauty,  tranquillity,  delight  below, 
And  every  motion,  sound,  and  sight  were  pleasing. 
Rhinoceros  nor  wild  bull  pastured  here ; 
Lion  nor  tiger  here  shed  innocent  blood ; 
The  antelopes  were  grazing  void  of  fear. 
Their  young  in  antic  gambols  ramping  by ; 
While  goats,  from  precipice  to  precipice 
Clamber'd,  or  hung,  or  vaulted  through  the  air. 


GANTO  Vni.        THE   PELICAN   ISLAND.  97 

As  if  a  thought  convey'd  them  to  and  fro. 
Harmony  reign'd,  as  once  ere  man's  creation, 
When  brutes  were  yet  earth's  sole  inhabitants. 
There  were  no  human  tracks  nor  dwellings  there, 
For  't  was  a  sanctuary  from  hurtful  creatures, 
And  in  the  precincts  of  that  happy  dell 
The  absence  of  my  species  was  a  mercy : 
Thence  the  declining  sun  withdrew  his  beams, 
But  left  it  lighted  by  a  hundred  peaks. 
Glittering  and  golden,  round  the  span  of  sky. 
That  seem'd  the  sapphire  roof  of  one  great  temple. 
Whose  floor  was  emerald,  and  whose  walls  the  hills ; 
Where  those  that  worshipp'd  God  might  worship 

Him 
In  spirit  and  in  truth,  without  distraction. 

Man's  absence  pleased  me ;  yet  on  man  alone, 
Man  fallen,  helpless,  miserable  man. 
My  thoughts,   prayers,  wishes,  tears,  and   sorrows 

turn'd, 
Howe'er  I  strove  to  drive  away  remembrance : 
Then  I  refrain'd  no  longer,  but  brake  out, 
— "  Lord  God,  why  hast  Thou  made  all  men  in  vain  ?  " 
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CANTO  NINTH. 

The  countenance  of  one  advanced  in  years, 
The  shape  of  one  created  to  command, 
The  step  of  one  accustom'd  to  be  seen, 
And  followed  with  the  reverence  of  all  eyes, 
Yet  conscious  here  of  utter  solitude, 
Came  on  me  like  an  apparition,  —  whence 
I  knew  not,  —  halfway  down  the  vale  already 
Had  he  proceeded  ere  I  caught  his  eye. 
And  in  that  mirror  of  intelligence, 
By  the  sure  divination  of  mine  art. 
Read  the  mute  history  of  his  former  life. 
And  all  the  untold  secrets  of  his  bosom. 

He  was  a  chieftain  of  renown ;  from  youth 
To  green  old  age,  the  glory  of  his  tribe. 
The  terror  of  their  enemies ;  in  war 
An  Alexander,  and  in  peace  an  Alfred, 
From  morn  till  night  he  wont  to  yield  the  spear 
With  indefatigable  arm,  or  watch 
From  eve  till  dawn  in  ambush  for  his  quarry, 
Human  or  brute ;  not  less  in  chase  than  fight. 
For  strength,  skill,  prowess,  enterprise  unrivall'd. 
Fearless  he  grappled  with  the  fell  hyaena. 
And  held  him  strangling  in  the  grasp  of  fate ; 
He  seized  the  she-bear*s  whelps,  and  when  the  dam 
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With  miserable  cries  and  insane  rage 
Pursued  to  rescue  them,  would  turn  and  strike 
One  blow,  but  one,  to  break  her  heart  for  ever : 
From  sling  and  bow,  he  sent  upon  death-errands 
The  stone  or  arrow  through  the  trackless  air. 
To  overtake  the  fleetest  foot,  or  lay 
The  loftiest  pinion  fluttering  in  the  dust. 
On  the  rough  waves  he  eagerly  embark'd, 
Assaird  the  stranded  whale  among  the  breakers, 
Dart  after  dart  with  such  sure  aim  implanting 
In  the  huge  carcass  of  the  helpless  victim. 
That  soon  in  blood  and  foam  the  monster  breathed 
His  last,  and  lay  a  hulk  upon  the  reef; 
Thence  floated  by  the  rising  tide,  and  tow'd 
By  a  whole  navy  of  canoes  ashore. 

But  'twas  the  hero's  mind  that  made  him  great; 
His  eye,  his  lip,  his  hand,  were  clothed  with  thunder : 
Thrones,  crowns,   and   sceptres   give  not   more  as- 

cendence, 
Back'd  with  arm'd  legions,  fortified  with  towers. 
Than  this  imperial  savage,  all  alone, 
From  Nature's  pure  beneficence  derived. 
Tet,  when  the  hey-day  of  hot  youth  was  over, 
His  soul  grew  gentle  as  the  halcyon  breeze. 
Sent  from  the  evening-sea  to  ble^ss  the  shore, 
After  the  fervors  of  a  tropic  noon  ; 
Nor  less  benign  his  influence  than  fresh  showers 
Upon  the  fainting  wilderness,  where  bands 
Of  pilgrims,  bound  for  Mecca,  with  their  camels, 
Lie  down  to  die  together  in  despair, 
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When  the  deceitful  mirage,  that  appeared 

A  pool  of  water  trembling  in  the  sun, 

Hath  vanish'd  from  the  bloodshot  eye  of  thirst. 

Firm  in  defence  as  valiant  in  the  battle, 

Assailing  none,  but  all  assaults  repelling 

With  such  determined  chastisement,  that  foes 

No  longer  dared  to  forage  on  his  borders. 

War  shrunk  from  his  dominions ;  simple  laws, 

Yet  wise  and  equitable,  he  ordain'd 

To  rule  a  willing  and  obedient  people. 

Blood  ceased  to  flow  in  sacrifice ;  no  more 

The  parents*  hands  were  raised  against  their  children, 

Children  no  longer  slew  their  aged  parents ; 

Man  prej'd  not  on  his  fellow  man,  within 

The  haUow'd  circle  of  his  patriarch-sway. 

That  seem'd  amidst  barbarian  clans  around 

A  garden  in  a  waste  of  brier  and  hemlock. 

Ere  life's  meridian,  thus  that  chief  had  reached 
The  utmost  pinnacle  of  savage  grandeur, 
And  stood  the  envy  of  ignoble  eyes. 
The  awe  of  humbler  mortals,  the  example 
Of  youth's  sublime  ambition ;  but  to  him, 
It  was  not  given  to  rest  at  any  height ; 
The  thoughts  that  travel  to  eternity 
Already  had  begun  their  pilgrimage. 
Which  time,  nor  change,  nor  life,  nor  death,  could  stop. 
All  that  he  saw,  heard,  felt,  or  could  conceive, 
Open'd  new  scenes  of  mental  enterprise, 
Imposed  new  tasks  for  arduous  contemplation. 
On  the  steep  eminence  which  he  had  scaled, 
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To  rise  or  fall  were  sule  alternatives  ; 

He  might  not  stand,  and  he  disdain'd  to  fall ; 

Innate  magnificence  of  mind  upheld, 

And  buoyancy  of  genius  bore  him  on. 

Heaven,  earth,  and  ocean,  were  to  him  familiar 

In  all  their  motions,  aspects,  changes ;  each 

To  him  paid  tribute  of  the  knowledge,  hid 

From  uninquiring  ignorance ;  to  him 

Their  gradual  secrets,  though  with  slow  reserve. 

Yet  sure  accumulation,  all  revealed. 

But  whence  they  came,  even  more  than  what  they 
were, 
Awaken'd  wonder,  and  defied  conjecture ; 
Blank  wonder  could  not  satisfy  his  soul, 
And  resolute  conjecture  would  not  yield, 
Though  foird  a  thousand  times,  in  speculation 
On  themes  that  open'd  immortality. 
The  gods  whom  his  deluded  countrymen 
Acknowledged,  were  no  gods  to  him ;  he  scom'd 
The  impotence  of  skill  that  carved  such  figures, 
And  pitied  the  fatuity  of  those. 
Who  saw  not  in  the  abortions  of  their  hands 
The  abortions  of  their  minds.  —  'T  was  the  Creator 
He  sought  through  every  volume  open  to  him, 
From  the  small  leaf  that  holds  an  insect's  web, 
From  which  ere  long  a  colony  shall  issue, 
With  wings  and  hmbs  as  perfect  as  the  eagle's. 
To  the  stupendous  ocean,  that  gives  birth 
And  nourishment  to  everlasting  millions 
Of  creatures,  great  and  small,  beyond  the  power 
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Ot  man  to  comprehend  how  they  exist. 

One  thought  amidst  the  multitude  within  him 

Press'd  with  perpetual,  with  increasing  weight, 

And  yet  the  elastic  soul  beneath  its  burden 

Wax'd  strong  and  stronger,  was  enlarged,  exalted, 

With  the  necessity  of  bearing  up 

Against  annihilation ;  for  that  seem'd 

The  only  refuge  were  this  hope  forgone : 

It  was  as  though  he  wrestled  with  an  angel. 

And  would  not  let  him  go  without  a  blessing, 

If  not  extort  the  secret  of  his  name : 

This  was  that  thought,  that  hope  ;  —  dumb  idols, 

And  the  vain  homage  of  their  worshippers, 

Were  proofs  to  him,  not  less  than  sun  and  stars, 

That  there  were  beings  mightier  far  than  man. 

Or  man  had  never  dream'd  of  aught  above  him : , 

'T  was  clear  to  him  as  was  his  own  existence, 

In  which  he  felt  the  fact  personified. 

That  man  himself  was  for  this  world  too  mighty. 

Possessing  powers  which  could  not  ripen  here. 

But  ask'd  infinity  to  bring  them  forth. 

And  find  employ  for  their  unbounded  scope. 

Tradition  told  him,  that,  in  ancient  time, 
Sky,  sun,  and  sea  were  all  the  universe ; 
The  sun  grew  tired  of  gazing  on  the  sea, 
DUy  after  day ;  then,  with  descending  beams, 
Day  after  day  he  pierced  the  dark  abyss. 
Till  he  had  reach'd  its  diamantine  floor ; 
Whence  he  drew  up  an  island,  as  a  tree 
Grows  in  the  desert  from  some  random  seed, 
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Dropt  by  a  wild  bird.     Grain  by  grain  it  rose, 

And  touch'd  at  length  the  surface ;  there  expanding 

Beneath  the  fostering  influence  of  his  eye, 

Prolific  seasons,  light,  and  showers,  and  dew, 

Aided  by  earthquakes,  hurricanes,  volcanos 

(All  agents  of  the  universal  sun), 

Conspired  to  form,  advance,  enrich,  and  break 

The  level  reef,  till  hills  and  dales  appear*d, 

And  the  small  isle  became  a  continent, 

Whose  bounds  his  ancestors  had  never  traced. 

Thither  in  time,  by  means  inscrutable, 

Plants,  animals,  and  man  himself  were  brought ; 

And  with  the  idolaters  the  gods  they  served. 

These  tales  tradition  told  him ;  he  believed, 

Though  all  were  fables,  yet  they  shadow'd  truth  ; 

That  truth  with  heart,  soul,  mind,  and  strength  he 

sought. 
0  *t  was  a  spectacle  for  angels,  bound 
On  embassies  of  mercy  to  this  earth. 
To  gaze  on  with  compassion  and  delight, 
—  Yea,  with  desire  that  they  might  be  his  helpers, — 
To  see  a  dark  endungeon'd  spirit  roused, 
And  struggling  into  glorious  liberty. 
Though  Satan's  legions  watch'd  at  every  portal, 
And  held  him  by  ten  thousand  manacles ! 

Such  was  the  being  whom  I  here  descried, 
And  fix'd  my  earnest  expectation  on  him  ; 
For  now  or  never  might  my  hope  be  proved. 
How    near,   by    searching,    man    might    find    out 
God. 
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Thus,  while  he  walk'd  along  that  peaceful  valley, 
Though  rapt  in  meditation  far  above 
The  world  which  met  his  senses,  but  in  vain 
Would  charm  his  spirit  within  its  magic  circle, 
—  Still  with  benign  and  meek  simplicity 
He  hearken'd  to  the  prattle  of  a  babe, 
Which  he  was  leading  by  the  hand ;  but  scarce 
Could  he  restrain  its  eagerness  to  break 
Loose,  and  run  wild  with  joy  among  the  bushes. 
It  was  his  grandson,  now  the  only  stay 
Of  his  bereaved  affections  ;  all  his  kin 
Had  fairn  before  him,  and  his  youngest  daught'^r 
Bequeathed  this  infant  with  her  dying  lips : 
"  O  take  this  child,  my  father !  take  this  child. 
And  bring  it  up  for  me ;  so  may  it  live 
To  be  the  latest  blessing  of  thy  life." 
He  took  the  child ;  he  brought  it  up  for  her ; 
It  was  the  latest  blessing  of  his  life ; 
And  while  his  soul  explored  immensity. 
In  search  of  something  undefinedly  great, 
This  infant  was  the  link  which  bound  that  soul 
To  this  poor  world,  where  he  had  not  a  wish 
Or  hope,  beyond  the  moment,  for  himself. 

The  little  one  was  dancing  at  his  side, 
And  dragging  him  with  petty  violence 
Hither  and  thither  from  the  onward  path, 
To  find  a  bird's  nest  or  to  hunt  a  fly : 
His  feign'd  resistance  and  unfeigned  reluctance 
But  made  the  boy  more  resolute  to  rule 
The  grandsire  with  his  fond  caprice.     The  sage, 
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Though  dallying  with  the  minion's  wayward  will, 

His  own  premeditated  course  pursued, 

And  while,  in  tones  of  sportive  tenderness, 

He  answer'd  all  its  questions,  and  ask'd  others 

As  simple  as  its  own,  yet  wisely  framed 

To  wake  and  prove  an  infant's  faculties  ; 

As  though  its  mind  were  some  sweet  instrument, 

And  he,  with  breath  and  touch,  were  finding  out 

What  stops  or  keys  would  yield  the  richest  music : 

—  All  this  was  by-play  to  the  scene  witliin 
The  busy  theatre  of  his  own  breast. 

Keen  and  absorbing  thoughts  were  working  there. 
And  his  heart  travail'd  with  unutter'd  pangs ; 
Sigh  after  sigh,  escaping  to  his  lips, 
Was  check'd,  or  turned  into  some  Hvely  word. 
To  hide  the  bitter  conflict  from  his  child. 

At  length  they  struck  into  the  woods,  and  thence 
Climb'd  the  grey  rocks  aloof.     There  from  his  crag, 
At  their  abrupt  approach,  the  startled  eagle 
Took  wing  above  their  heads  ;  the  boy  alarm'd, 

—  Nor  less  delighted  when  no  peril  came,  — 
FoUow'd  its  flight  with  eyes  and  hands  upraised. 
And  bounding  forward  on  the  verdant  slope, 
Watch'd  it  diminish,  till  a  gnat,  that  crossed 

His  sight,  eclipsed  it :  when  he  look'd  again 
'T  was  gone,  and  for  an  instant  he  felt  sad. 
Till  some  new  object  won  his  gay  attention. 
His  grandsire  stepped  to  take  the  eagle's  stand, 
And  gaze  at  freedom  on  the  boundless  prospect. 
But  started  back,  and  held  his  breath  with  awe, 
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So  suddenly,  so  gloriously  it  broke 

From  heaven,  earth,  sea,  and  air,  at  once  upon  him. 

The  tranquil  ocean  rolFd  beneath  his  feet ; 

The  shores  on  each  hand  lessened  from  the  view ; 

The  landscape  glow'd  with  tropical  luxuriance ; 

The  sky  was  fleck'd  with  gold  and  crimson  clouds, 

That  seem'd  to  emanate  from  nothing  there, 

Born  in  the  blue  and  infinite  expanse, 

Where  just  before  the  eye  might  seek  in  vain 

An  evening  shadow  as  a  daylight  star. 

There  stood  the  patriarch  amidst  a  scene 
Of  splendor  and  beatitude ;  himself 
A  diadem  of  glory  o'er  the  whole. 
For  none  but  he  could  comprehend  the  beauty, 
The  bliss  diffused  throughout  the  universe ; 
Yet  holier  beauty,  higher  bliss  he  sought, 
Of  which  that  universe  was  but  the  veil. 
Wrought  with  inexplicable  hieroglyphics. 
Here  then  he  stood,  alone  but  not  forsaken 
Of  Him,  without  whose  leave  a  sparrow  falls  not. 
Wide  open  lay  the  Book  of  Deity, 
The  page  was  Providence :  but  none,  alas ! 
Had  taught  him  letters ;  when  he  look'd,  he  wept 
To  feel  himself  forbidden  to  peruse  it. 
—  "0  for  a  messenger  of  mercy  now. 
Like  Philip  when  he  join'd  the  Eunuch's  chariot  I 
O  for  the  privilege  to  burst  upon  him. 
And  show  the  blind,  the  dead,  the  light  of  life ! " 

I  hush'd  the  exclamation,  for  he  seem'd 
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To  hear  it ;  tum'd  his  head,  and  look*d  all  rocmd, 

As  if  an  eye  invisible  beheld  him, 

A  voice  had  spoken  out  of  solitude : 

—  Yea  such  an  eye  beheld  him,  such  a  voice 

Had  spoken ;  but  they  were  not  mine ;  his  life 

He  would  have  yielded  on  the  spot,  to  see 

That  eye ;  to  hear  that  voice,  and  understand  it : 

It  was  the  eye  of  Grod,  the  voice  of  Nature. 

All  in  a  moment  on  his  knees  he  fell ; 

And  with  imploring  arms,  outstretched  to  heaven, 

And  eyes  no  longer  wet  with  hopeless  tears. 

But  beaming  forth  sublime  intelligence ; 

In  words  through  which  his  heart's  pulsation  throbb'd, 

And  made  mine  tremble  to  their  accents,  —  pray'd : 

— "  Oh !  if  there  be  a  Power  above  all  power, 

A  Light  above  all  light,  a  Name  above 

All  other  names,  in  heaven  and  earth ;  that  Power, 

That  Light,  that  Name  I  call  upon."  —  He  paused, 

Bow*d  his  hoar  head  with  reverence,  closed  his  eyes. 

And  with  clasp'd  hands  upon  his  breast,  began 

In  under  tones,  that  rose  in  fervency, 

Like  incense  kindled  on  a  holy  altar. 

Till  his  whole  soul  became  one  tongue  of  fire. 

Of  which  these  words  were  faint  and  poor  expressions : 

— "  Oh !  if  Thou  art.  Thou  knowest  that  I  am : 

Behold  me,  hear  me,  pity  me,  despise  not 

The  prayer,  which — if  Thou  art — Thou  hast  inspired, 

Or  wherefore  seek  I  now  a  God  unknown  ? 

And  feel  for  Thee,  if  haply  I  may  find 

In  whom  I  live  and  move  and  have  my  being  ? 
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Reveal  Thyself  to  me ;  reveal  thy  power, 
Thy  light,  thy  name, — that  I  may  fear,  adore. 
Obey,  —  and,  oh !  that  I  might  love  Thee  too ! 
For,  if  Thou  art — it  must  be  —  Thou  art  good ; 
And  I  would  be  the  creature  of  thy  goodness : 
Oh !  hear  and  answer ;  —  let  me  know  Thou  hearest ! 
—  Know  that  as  surely  as  thou  art,  so  surely 
My  prayer  and  supplication  are  accepted." 

He  waited  silently ;  there  came  no  answer : 
The  roaring  of  the  tide  beneath,  the  gale 
Rustling  the  forest-leaves,  the  notes  of  birds. 
And  hum  of  insects,  —  these  were  all  the  sounds, 
That  met  familiarly  around  his  ear. 
He  looked  abroad ;  there  shone  no  light  from  heaven 
But  that  of  sunset ;  and  no  shapes  appeard 
But  glistering  clouds,  which  melted  through  the  sky 
As  imperceptibly  as  they  had  come ; 
While  all  terrestrial  objects  seem'd  the  same 
As  he  had  ever  known  them ;  —  still  he  look'd 
And  listened,  till  a  cold  sick  feeling  sunk 
Into  his  heart,  and  blighted  every  hope. 

Anon  faint  accents,  from  the  sloping  lawn 
Beneath  the  crag  where  he  was  kneeling,  rose. 
Like  supernatural  echoes  of  his  prayer : 
—  "A  Name  above  all  names — I  call  upon.  — 
Thou  art  —  Thou  knowest  that  I  am :  —  Reveal 
Thyself  to  me ;  —  but,  oh !  that  I  may  love  Thee  I 
For  if  Thou  art.  Thou  must  be  good :  —  Oh !  heary 
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And  let  me  know  thou  hearest ! "  —  Memory  fail'd 
The  child ;  for  'twas  his  grandchild,  though  he  knew  not, 
—In  the  deep  transport  of  his  mind,  he  knew  not 
That  voice,  to  him  the  sweetest  of  ten  thousand, 
And  known  the  best  because  the  best  beloved. 
Again  it  cried :  —  "  Thou  art  —  Thou  must  be  good : 

—  Oh !  hear, 
And  let  me  know  Thou  hearest"  —  Memory  fail'd 
The  child,  but  feeling  fail'd  not ;  tears  of  light 
Slid  down  his  cheek ;  he  too  was  on  his  knees, 
Clasping  his  little  hands  upon  his  heart, 
Unconscious  why,  yet  doing  what  he  saw 
His  grandsire  do,  and  saying  what  he  said. 
For  while  he  gather'd  buds  and  flowers,  to  twine 
A  garland  for  the  old  grey  hairs,  whose  locks 
Were  lovelier  in  his  sight  than  all  the  blooms 
On  which  the  bees  and  butterflies  were  feasting. 
The  Patriarch's  agony  of  spirit  caught 
His  eye,  his  ear,  his  heart ;  he  dropt  the  flowers. 
And  kneeling  down  among  them,  wept  and  pray'd 
Like  him,  with  whom  he  felt  such  strange  emotions 
As  rapt  his  infant-soul  to  heavenly  heights ; 
Though  whence  they  sprang,  and  what  they  meant, 

he  knew  not ; 
But  they  were  good,  and  that  was  all  to  him. 
Who  wonder'd  why  it  was  so  sweet  to  weep ; 
Nor  would  he  quit  his  humble  attitude, 
Nor  cease  repeating  fragments  of  that  lesson. 
Thus  learnt  spontaneously  from  lips,  whose  words 
Were  almost  dearer  to  him  than  their  kisses. 


^^  I 
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When  on  his  lap  the  old  man  dandled  him, 
And  told  him  simple  stories  of  his  mother. 

Recovering  thought,  the  venerable  sire 

Beheld,  and  recognized  his  darling  boy, 

Thus  beautiful  and  innocent,  engaged 

In  the  same  worship  with  himself.     His  heart 

Leap'd  at  the  sight :  he  flung  away  despondence, 

While  joy  unspeakable  and  full  of  glory 

Broke  through  the  pagan  darkness  of  his  soul. 

He  ran  and  snatch'd  the  infant  in  his  arms, 

Embraced  him  passionately,  wept  aloud, 

And  cried,  scarce  knowing  what  he  said,  —  "My 

Son! 
My  Son !  there  is  a  God !  there  is  a  God ! "  — 
"  And,  oh !  that  I  may  love  Thee  too ! "  rejoin'd 
The  child,  whose  tongue  could  find  no  other  words 
Than  prayer;  —  "for  if  Thou  art.  Thou  must  be 

good."  — 
—  "  He  is !  He  is !  and  we  will  love  Him  too  ! 
Yea  and  be  like  Him,  —  good,  for  He  is  good ! " 
Replied  the  ancient  father  in  amazement. 

Then  wept  they  o'er  each  other,  till  the  child 
Exceeded,  and  the  old  man's  heart  reproved  him 
For  lack  of  reverence  in  the  excess  of  joy : 
The  ground  itself  seem'd  holy !  heaven  and  earth 
Full  of  the  presence,  felt  not  seen,  of  Him, 
The  Power  above  all  power,  the  Light  above 
All  light,  the  Name  above  all  other  names ; 
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Whom  he  had  call'd  upon,  whom  he  had  found, 

Yet  worshipped  only  as  "  the  Unknown  God,"  — 

That  nearest  step  which  uninstructed  man 

Can  take,  from  Nature  up  to  Deity. 

To  Him  again,  standing  erect,  he  pray'd. 

And  while  he  pray'd,  high  in  his  arms  he  held 

That  dearest  treasure  of  his  heart,  the  child 

Of  his  last  dying  daughter,  —  now  the  sole 

Hope  of  his  life,  and  orphan  of  his  house. 

He  held  him  as  an  otfering  up  to  heaven, 

A  living  sacrifice  unto  the  God 

Whom  he   invoked :  —  "  Oh !  Thou   who  art !  '*  he 

cried, 
"  And  hast  reveal'd  that  mystery  to  me. 
Hid  from  all  generations  of  my  fathers, 
Or,  if  once  known,  forgotten  and  perverted  ; 
I  may  not  live  to  learn  Thee  better  here ; 
But,  oh !  let  this  my  son,  mine  only  son. 
Whom  thus  I  dedicate  to  Thee ;  —  let  him. 
Let  him  be  taught  thy  will,  and  choose 
Obedience  to  it ;  —  may  he  fear  thy  power. 
Walk  in  thy  light,  now  dawning  out  of  darkness ; 
And,  oh !  my  last,  last  prayer,  —  to  him  reveal 
The  unutterable  secret  of  thy  name !  ** 
He  paused ;  then  with  the  transport  of  a  seer 
Went  on  :  —  "  That  Name  may  all  my  nation  know ; 
And  all  that  hear  it  worship  at  the  sound. 
When  thou  shalt  with  a  voice  from  heaven  proclaim 

it; 
And  80  it  surely  shall  be. "  — 
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"  For  Thou  art ; 
And  if  Thou  art,  Thou  must  be  good ! "  exclaimed 
The  child,  yet  panting  with  the  breath  of  prayer. 

They   ceased ;  then    went    rejoicing    down    the 

mountains. 
Through  the  cool  glen,  where  not  a  sound  was  heard, 
Amidst  the  dark  solemnity  of  eve. 
But  the  loud  purling  of  the  little  brook, 
And  the  low  murmur  of  the  distant  ocean. 
Thence  to  their  home  beyond  the  hills  in  peace 
They  walk'd ;  and  when  they  reach'd  their  humble 

threshold. 
The  glittering  firmament  was  full  of  stars. 
—  He  died  that  night ;  his  grandchild  lived  to  see 
The  Patriarch's  prayer  and  prophecy  fulfill'd. 

Here  end  my  song ;  here  ended  not  the  vision : 
I  heard  seven  thunders  uttering  their  voices, 
And  wrote  what  they  did  utter:  but  'tis  seal*d 
Within  the  volume  of  my  heart,  where  thoughts 
Unbodied  yet  in  vocal  words  await 
The  quickening  warmth  of  poesy,  to  bring 
Their  forms  to  light,  —  like  secret  characters, 
Invisible  till  open'd  to  the  fire ; 
Or  like  the  potter's  paintings,  colorless 
Till  they  have  pass'd  to  glory  through  the  flames. 
Changes  more  wonderful  than  those  gone  by, 
More  beautiful,  transporting,  and  sublime, 
To  all  the  frail  affections  of  our  nature, 
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To  all  the  immortal  faculties  of  man ; 
Such  changes  did  I  witness ;  not  alone 
In  one  poor  Pelican  Island,  nor  on  one 
Barbarian  continent,  where  man  himself 
CJouId  scarcely  soar  above  the  Pelican : 

—  The  world  as  it  hath  been  in  ages  past, 
The  world  as  now  it  is,  the  world  to  come, 
Far  as  the  eye  of  prophecy  can  pierce ;  — 
These  I  beheld,  and  still  in  memory's  rolls 
They  have  their  pages  and  their  pictures ;  these. 
Another  day,  a  nobler  song  may  show. 

Vain  boast  1  another  day  may  not  be  given  ; 
This  song  may  be  my  last ;  for  I  have  reach'd 
That  slippery  descent,  whence  man  looks  back 
With  melancholy  joy  on  all  he  cherish'd ; 
Around  with  love  unfeign'd,  on  all  he's  losing ; 
Forward,  with  hope  that  trembles  while  it  turns 
To  the  dim  point  where  all  our  knowledge  ends, 
I  am  but  one  among  the  living ;  one 
Among  the  dead  I  soon  shall  be  ;  and  one 
Among  unnumber'd  millions  yet  unborn ; 
The  sum  of  Adam's  mortal  progeny. 
From  Nature's  birthday  to  her  dissolution : 

—  Lost  in  infinitude,  my  atom-life 
Seems  but  a  sparkle  of  the  smallest  star 
Amidst  the  scintillations  of  ten  thousand, 
Twinkling  incessantly ;  no  ray  returning 
To  shine  a  second  moment,  where  it  shone 
Once,  and  no  more  for  ever :  —  so  I  pass. 

VOL   IV.  8 
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The  world  grows  dark,  lonelier,  and  more  silent, 
As  I  go  down  into  the  vale  of  years ; 
For  the  grave*s  shadows  lengthen  in  advance. 
And  the  grave's  loneliness  appals  my  spirit, 
And  the  grave's  silence  sinks  into  my  heart, 
Till  I  forget  existence  in  the  thought 
Of  non-existence,  buried  for  a  while 
In  the  still  sepulchre  of  my  own  mind, 
Itself  imperishable :  —  ah !  that  word, 
Like  the  archangel's  trumpet,  wakes  me  up 
To  deathless  resurrection.     Heaven  and  earth 
Shall  pass  away,  but  that  which  thinks  within  me 
Must  think  for  ever ;  that  which  feels  must  feel : 

—  I  am,  and  I  can  never  cease  to  be. 

O  thou  that  readest !  take  this  parable 
Home  to  thy  bosom ;  think  as  I  have  thought. 
And  feel  as  I  have  felt,  through  all  the  changes. 
Which  Time,  Life,  Death,  the  world's  great  actors, 

wrought. 
While  centuries  swept  like  morning  dreams  before 

me. 
And  thou  shalt  find  this  moral  to  my  song : 

—  Thou  art,  and  thou  canst  never  cease  to  be : 
What  then  are  time,  life,  death,  the  world  to  thee  ? 
I  may  not  answer ;  ask  Eternity. 


END    OF    CANTO    IX. 
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A  VOYAGE  ROUND  THE  WORLD. 

Emblem  of  eternity, 

Unbeginning,  endless  sea ! 

Let  me  launch  mj  soul  on  thee. 

Sail,  nor  keel,  nor  helm,  nor  oar, 

Need  I,  ask  I,  to  explore 

Thine  expanse  from  shore  to  shore. 

By  a  single  glance  of  thought. 

Thy  whole  realm's  before  me  brought 

Like  the  universe,  from  nought. 

All  thine  aspects  now  I  view, 

Ever  old,  yet  ever  new, 

—  Time  nor  tide  thy  power  subdue. 

All  thy  voices  now  I  hear ; 
Sounds  of  gladness,  grandeur,  fear. 
Meet  and  mingle  in  mine  ear. 

(iiT) 
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All  thy  wonders  are  reveal'd, 
Treasures  hidden  in  thy  field, 
From  the  birth  of  nature  seal'd. 

But  thy  depths  I  search  not  now 
Nor  thy  liquid  surface  plow 
With  a  billow-breaking  prow. 

Eager  fancy,  unconfined, 
In  a  voyage  of  the  mind. 
Sweeps  along  thee  like  the  wind. 

Here  a  breeze,  I  skim  thy  plain, 
There  a  tempest,  pour  amain 
Thunder,  lightning,  hail,  and  rain. 

Where  the  surges  never  roll 
Round  the  undiscovered  pole. 
Thence  set  out,  my  venturous  soul ! 

« 

See  o'er  Greenland,  cold  and  wild, 

Hocks  of  ice  eternal  piled, 

—  Yet  the  mother  loves  her  child,  — 

And  the  wildernesses  drear 
To  the  native's  heart  are  dear ; 
All  love's  charities  dwell  here. 

Next  on  lonely  Labrador 

Let  me  hear  the  snow-storms  roar, 

Blinding,  burying  all  before. 
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Yet  even  here,  in  glens  and  coves, 
Man  the  heir  of  all  things  roves, 
Feasts  and  fights,  and  laughs  and  loves. 

But  a  brighter  vision  breaks 
O'er  Canadian  woods  and  lakes ; 

—  These  my  spirit  soon  forsakes. 

Land  of  exiled  liberty, 

Where  our  fathers  once  were  free. 

Brave  New  England !  hail  to  thee  I 

Pennsylvania,  while  thy  flood 
Waters  fields  unbought  with  blood, 
Stand  for  peace,  as  thou  hast  stood. 

The  West  Indies  I  behold. 
Like  the'  Hesperides  of  old,    • 

—  Trees  of  life  with  fruits  of  gold. 

No,  —  a  curse  is  on  their  soil. 
Bonds  and  scourges,  tears  and  toil 
Man  degrade,  and  earth  despoiL 

Horror-struck  I  turn  away, 
Coasting  down  the  Mexique  bay, 

—  Slavery  there  hath  had  her  day. 

Hark  !  eight  hundred  thousand  tongues 
Startle  midnight  with  strange  songs ; 

—  England  ends  her  negroes*  wrongs. 
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Loud  the  voice  of  freedom  spoke, 
Every  accent  split  a  yoke, 
Every  word  a  fetter  broke. 

South  America  expands 
Forest-mountains,  river-lands, 
And  a  nobler  race  demands. 

And  a  nobler  "race  arise, 

Stretch  their  limbs,  unclose  their  eyes, 

Claim  the  earth,  and  seek  the  skies. 

Gliding  through  Magellan's  Straits, 
Where  two  oceans  ope  their  gates. 
What  a  glorious  scene  awaits ! 

The  immense  Pacific  smiles, 
Bound  ten  thousand  little  isles, 
—  Haunts  of  violence  and  wiles. 

But  the  powers  of  darkness  yield. 
For  the  Cross  is  in  the  field, 
And  the  light  of  life  reveal*d. 

Rays  from  rock  to  rock  it  darts. 
Conquers  adamantine  hearts. 
And  immortal  bliss  imparts. 

North  and  west,  receding  far 
From  the  evening's  downward  star. 
Now  I  mount  Aurora's  car ;  — 
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Pale  Siberia's  deserts  shun, 

From  Kamscbatka's  storm-cliffs  run, 

Soutb  and  east,  to  meet  the  sun. 

Jealous  Cbina,  dire  Japan, 
Witb  bewilder'd  eyes  I  scan, 

—  Tbey  are  but  dfead  seas  of  man. 

Ages  in  succession  find 

Forms  that  change  not,  stagnant  mind, 

And  they  leave  the  same  behind. 

Lo  I  the  eastern  Cyclades, 
Phoenix-nests  and  sky-blue  seas, 

—  But  I  tarry  not  with  these. 

Pass  we  drear  New  Holland's  shoals 
Where  no  ample  river  rolls, 

—  World  of  unawaken'd  souls  I 

Bring  them  forth ; — 'tis  Heaven's  decree. 

Man,  assert  thy  liberty ; 

Let  not  brutes  look  down  on  thee. 

Either  India  next  is  seen, 

With  the  Ganges  stretch'd  between ; 

—  Ah  I  what  horrors  here  have  been. 

War,  disguised  as  commerce,  came ; 
Britain,  carrying  sword  and  fame. 
Won  an  empire,  —  lost  her  name. 
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But  that  name  shall  be  restored, 
Law  and  justice  wield  the  sword, 
And  her  God  be  here  adored. 

By  the  Gulf  of  Persia  sail, 
Where  the  true-love  nightingale 
Woos  the  rose  in  eVery  vale. 

Though  Arabia  charge  the  breeze 
With  the  incense  of  her  trees, 
On  I  press  through  southern  seas. 

Cape  of  storms,  thy  spectre  fled, 

See,  the  angel  Hope,  instead. 

Lights  from  heaven  upon  thine  head  ;  — 

And  where  Table-mountain  stands, 
Barbarous  hordes  from. desert  sands, 
Bless  the  sight  with  lifted  hands. 

St.  Helena's  dungeon-keep 
Scowls  defiance  o*er  the  deep ; 
There  a  warrior's  relics  sleep. 

Who  he  was,  and  how  he  fell, 

Europe,  Asia,  Afric  tell : 

—  On  that  theme  all  time  shall  dwell. 

But  henceforth,  till  nature  dies, 
These  three  simple  words  comprise 
All  the  future :  "  Here  he  lies." 
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Mammon's  plague-ships  throng  the  waves : 
—  O  't  were  mercy  to  the  slaves, 
Were  the  maws  of  sharks  their  graves ! 

Not  for  all  the  gems  and  gold, 

Which  thy  streams  and  mountains  hoW, 

Or  for  which  thy  sons  are  sold,  — 

Land  of  negroes !  would  I  dare 
In  this  felon-trade  to  share, 
Or  to  brand  its  guilt  forbear. 

Hercules  !  thy  pillars  stand, 
Sentinels  of  sea  and  land  I 
Cloud-clapt  Atlas  towers  at  hand. 

Where,  when  Cato*s  word  was  fate 

Fell  the  Carthaginian  state, 

And  where  exiled  Marius  sate,  — 

Mark  the  dens  of  caitiff  Moors ; 
Ha  I  the  pirates  seize  their  oars, 

—  Haste  we  from  the'  accursed  shores. 

Egypt's  hieroglyphic  realm 

Other  floods  than  Nile's  o'erwhelm, 

—  Slaves  tum'd  despots  hold  the  helm. 

Judah's  cities  are  forlorn, 
Lebanon  and  Carmel  shorn, 
Zion  trampled  down  with  scorn. 
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Greece,  thine  ancient  lamp  is  spent ; 
Thou  art  thine  own  monument ; 
But  the  sepulchre  is  rent,  — 

And  a  wind  is  on  the  wing, 

At  whose  breath  new  heroes  spring, 

Sages  teach,  and  poets  sing. 

Italy,  thy  beauties  shroud 
In  a  gorgeous  evening  cloud ; 
Thy  refulgent  head  is  bow'd. 

Home,  in  ruins  lovely  still, 

On  her  capitolian  hill. 

Bids  thee,  mourner,  weep  thy  till. 

Yet  w^here  Roman  genius  reigns, 
Roman  blood  must  warm  the  veins ; 
—  Look  well,  tyrants,  to  your  chains. 

Splendid  realm  of  old  romance, 

Spain,  thy  tower-crown'd  crest  advance, 

Grasp  the  shield,  and  couch  the  lance. 

At  the  fire-flash  of  thine  eye, 
Giant  bigotry  would  fly. 
At  thy  voice  oppression  die. 

Lusitania,  from  the  dust. 

Shake  thy  locks, — thy  cause  is  just, 

Strike  for  freedom,  strike  and  trust. 
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France,  I  hurry  from  thy  shore, 
Thou  art  not  the  France  of  yore, 
Thou  art  new-bom  France  no  more. 

Great  thou  wast ;  and  who  like  thee  ? 
Then  mad-drunk  with  liberty ; 
What  now  f  —  neither  great  nor  free. 

Sweep  by  Holland  like  the  blast. 
One  quick  glance  on  Denmark  cast, 
Sweden,  Russia, — all  are  past. 

Elbe  nor  Weser  tempt  my  stay ; 
Germany,  beware  the  day. 
When  thy  schools  again  bear  8'«r'\> 

Now  to  thee,  to  thee,  I  fly, 
Fairest  isle,  beneath  the  sky, 
To  my  heart,  as  in  mine  eye. 

I  have  seen  them,  one  by  one, 
Every  shore  beneath  the  sun, 
And  my  voyage  now  is  done. 

While  I  bid  them  all  be  blest, 
Britain  is  my  home,  my  rest ; 
—  Mine  own  land !  I  love  theb  best 

Scarborough,  December,  1826. 
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BIRDS. 
THE    SWALLOW. 

Swallow,  why  homeward  tum'd  thy  joyful  wing? 

—  In  a  far  land  I  heard  the  voice  of  spring ; 
I  found  myself  that  moment  on  the  way ; 

My  wings,  my  wings,  they  had  not  power  to  stay. 

SKYLARKS. 

What  hand  lets  fly  the  skylark  from  his  rest? 

—  That  which  detains  his  mate  upon  the  nest ; 
Love  sends  him  soaring  to  the  fields  above ; 
She  broods  below,  all  bound  with  cords  of  love. 

THE    CUCKOO. 

Why  art  thou  always  welcome,  lonely  bird  ? 

—  The  heart  grows  young  again  when  I  am  heard ; 
Nor  in  my  double  note  the  magic  lies, 

But  in  the  fields,  the  woods,  the  streams,  and  skies. 

THE   RED-BREAST. 

Familiar  wai'bler,  wherefore  art  thou  come  ? 

—  To  sing  to  thee,  when  all  beside  are  dumb ; 
Pray  let  thy  little  children  drop  a  crumb. 

THE    SPARROW. 

Sparrow,  the  gun  is  levelled,  quit  that  wall. 
' —  Without  the  will  of  heaven  I  cannot  fall. 
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THE  BING-DOYE. 

Art  thou  the  bird  that  saw  the  waters  cease  ? 

—  Yes,  and  brought  home  the  olive-leaf  of  peace ; 
Henceforth  I  haunt  the  woods  of  thickest  green, 
Pleased  to  be  often  heard,  but  seldom  seen. 

THE   NIGHTINGALE. 

Minstrel,  what  makes  thy  song  so  sad,  so  sweet  ? 

—  Love,  love ;  —  there  agony  and  rapture  meet ; 
0  'tis  the  dream  of  happiness,  to  feign 

Sorrow  in  joy,  and  wring  delight  from  pain  I 

THE   WATER-WAGTAIL. 

What  art  thou  made  of,  —  air,  or  light,  or  dew  ? 

—  I  have  no  time  to  tell  you,  if  I  knew ; 

My  tail,  —  ask  that,  —  perhaps  may  solve  the  matter : 
I've  miss'd  three  flies  already  by  this  chatter. 

THE    WREN. 

Wren,  canst  thou  squeeze  into  a  hole  so  small  ? 

—  Ay,  with  nine  nestlings  too,  and  room  for  all ; 
Go,  compass  sea  and  land  in  search  of  bliss. 

Then  tell  me  if  you  find  a  happier  home  than  this. 

THE   THRUSH. 

Thrush,  thrush,  have  mercy  on  thy  little  bilL 

—  "I  play  to  please  myself,  albeit  ill ; " * 

* SpeDfler*8  Shepherd's  Calendar.    Jun.. 
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And  yet,  but  how  it  comes  I  cannot  tell, 
My  singing  pleases  all  the  world  as  well. 

THE   BLACKBIRD. 

Well  done !  —  they  're  noble  notes,  distinct  and  strong  j 
Yet  more  variety  might  mend  the  song, 

—  Is  there  another  bird  that  chants  like  me  ? 
My  pipe  gives  all  the  grove  variety. 

THE   BULLFINCH. 

Bully,  what  fairy  warbles  in  thy  throat  ? 

—  Oh !  for  the  freedom  of  my  own  wild  note  I 
Art  has  enthralled  my  voice ;  I  strive  in  vain 
To  break  the  "  linked  sweetness  "  of  my  chain ; 
Love,  joy,  rage,  grief,  ring  one  melodious  strain. 

THE    GOLDFINCH. 

Live  with  me,  love  me,  pretty  goldfinch,  do ! 

—  Ay,  pretty  maid,  and  be  a  slave  to  you ; 
Wear  chains,  fire  squibs,  draw  water,  —  nay,  not  I, 
While  I've  a  bill  to  peck,  or  wing  to  fly. 

THE   STONE-CHAT. 

Why  art  thou  ever  flitting  to  and  fro  ? 

—  Plunge  through  these  whins,  their  thorns  will  let 

thee  know. 
There  are  five  secrets  brooding  here  in  night. 
Which  my  good  mate  will  duly  bring  to  light ; 
Meanwhile  she  sees  the  ants  around  her  throng, 
And  hears  the  grasshopper  chirp  all  day  long. 
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THE   ORET  LINKET. 

Linnet,  canst  thou  not  change  that  humble  coat  ? 
Linnet,  canst  thou  not  mellow  that  sharp  note  ? 

—  If  rude  my  song,  and  mean  my  garb  appear, 
Have  you,  sir,  eyes  to  see,  or  eai*s  to  hear  ? 

THE   RED   LINNET. 

Sweet  is  thy  warble,  beautiful  thy  plume  1 

—  Catch  me  and  cage  me,  then  behold  my  doom  ; 
My  throat  will  fail,  my  color  wane  away. 

And  the  red  linnet  soon  become  a  grey.* 

THE    CHAFFINCH. 

Stand  still  a  moment  I 

—  Spare  your  idle  words, 
I'm  the  perpetual  mobile  of  birds ; 
My  days  are  running,  rippling,  twittering  streams, 
When  fast  asleep  I  'm  all  afloat  in  dreams. 

THE   CANARY. 

Dost  thou  not  languish  for  thy  father-land, 
Madeira's  fragrant  woods  and  billowy  strand  ? 

—  My  cage  is  father-land  enough  for  me ; 

Your  parlor  all  the  world, — heaven,  earth,  and  sea. 

THE   TOMTIT. 

Least,  nimblest,  merriest  bird  of  Albion's  isle, 
I  cannot  look  on  thee  without  a  smile, 

—  I  envy  thee  the  sight,  for  all  my  glee 

*  Some  naturalists  say  that  this  actuaUy  happetui. 
VOL.  IV.  9 
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Could  never  jet  extort  a  smile  from  me  ; 
Think  what  a  tiresome  thing  my  life  must  be. 

THE    SWIFT. 

Why  ever  on  the  wing,  or  pereh'd  elate  ? 

—  Because  I  fell  not  from  my  first  estate ; 
This  is  my  charter  for  the  boundless  skies, 

"  Stoop  not  to  earth,  on  pain  no  more  to  rise." 

THE   KING-FISHER. 

Why  dost  thou  hide  thy  beauty  from  the  sun  ? 

—  The  eye  of  man,  but  not  of  Heaven,  I  shun ; 
Beneath  the  mossy  bank,  with  alders  crown'd, 

I  build  and  brood  where  running  waters  sound ; 
There,  there  the  halcyon  peace  may  still  be  found 

THE    WOODLARK. 

Thy  notes  are  silenced,  and  thy  plumage  mew*d ; 
Say,  drooping  minstrel,  both  shall  be  renewed. 

—  Voice  will  return,  —  I  cannot  choose  but  sing ; 
Yet  liberty  alone  can  plume  my  wing ; 

Oh  !  give  me  that !  —  I  will  not,  cannot  fly 
Within  a  cage  less  ample  than  the  sky ; 
Then  shalt  thou  hear,  as  if  an  angel  sung, 
Unseen  in  air,  heaven's  music  from  my  tongue : 
Oh  !  give  me  that !  —  I  cannot  rest  at  ease 
On  meaner  perches  than  the  forest  trees ; 
There,  in  thy  walk,  while  evening  shadows  roll, 
My  song  shall  melt  into  thine  inmost  soul ; 
But,  till  thou  let  thy  captive  bird  depart. 
The  sweetness  of  my  strain  shall  wring  thy  heart. 
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THE    COCK. 

Who  taught  thee,  chanticleer^  to  count  the  clock  ? 
>—  Nay,  who  taught  man  that  lesson  but  the  cock  ? 
Long    before    wheels    and    bells    had    leam'd    to 

chime, 
I  told  the  steps  unseen,  unheard,  of  time. 

THE  JACK-DAW. 

Canst  thou  remember  that  unlucky  day, 

"When  all  thy  peacock-plumes  were  pluck'd  away  I 

—  Remember  it? — belicTe  me,  that  I  can, 
With  right  good  cause,  for  I  was  then  a  man  I 
And  for  my  folly,  by  a  wise  old  law, 

Stript,  whipt,  tarr'd,  feathered,  tum'd  into  a  daw : 

—  Pray,   how  d  'ye  like  my  answer  ?     Caw,  caw, 

caw  I 

THE   BAT. 

What  shall  I  call  thee,  —  bird,  or  beast,  or  neither  ? 

—  Just  what  you  will ;  I'm  rather  both  than  either ; 
Much  like  the  season  when  I  whirl  my  flight, 

The  dusk  of  eyening,  —  neither  day  nor  night 

THE    OWL. 

• 

Blue-eyed,  strange-voiced,  sharp-beak'd,  ill  omen'd 

fowl, 
What  art  thou  ? 

—  What  I  ought  to  be,  an  owl ; 
But  if  I  'm  such  a  scarecrow  in  your  eye, 
You  're  a  much  greater  fright  in  mine  ;  —  good-by  1 
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BOOKS. 

What  means  that  riot  in  your  citadel  ? 
Be  honest,  peaceable,  like  brethren  dwell. 

—  How,  while  we  live  so  near  to  man,  can  life 
Be  any  thing  but  knavery,  noise,  and  strife 

THE   JAY. 

Thou  hast  a  crested  poll,  a  scutcheon*d  wing, 

Fit  for  a  herald  of  the  eagle  king. 

But  such  a  voice !  I  would  that  thou  couldst  sing ! 

—  My  bill  has  tougher  work,  —  to  scream  for  fright, 
And  then,  when  screaming  will  not  do,  to  bite. 

THE  .  PEACOCK. 

Peacock !  of  idle  beauty,  why  so  vain  ? 

—  And  art  thou  humble,  who  hast  no  proud  train  ? 
It  is  not  vanity,  but  nature's  part, 

To  show,  by  me,  the  cunning  of  her  art 

THE   SWAN. 

Sing  me,  fair  swan,  that  song  which  poets  dream. 

—  Stand  thou  an  hundred  years  beside  this  stream, 
Then  may'st  thou  hear,  perchance,  my  latest  breath 
"  Create  a  soul  beneath  the  ribs  of  death."  * 

THE   PHEASANT. 

Pheasant,  forsake  the  country,  come  to  town  ; 
I  '11  warrant  thee  a  place  beneath  the  crown. 

•  Miltdn*8  Comus. 
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—  No ;  not  to  roost  upon  the  throne,  would  I 
Renounce  the  woods,  the  mountains,  and  the  skj. 

THE    BAYEN. 

Thin  m  thy  plumage,  death  is  in  thy  croak ; 
Raven,  come  down  from  that  majestic  oak. 

—  When  I  was  hatch'd,  my  father  set  this  tree, 
An  acorn ;  and  its  fall  I  hope  to  see, 

A  century  after  thou  hast  ceased  to  be. 

THE   PARROT. 

Camest  thou  from  India,  popinjay, — and  why? 

—  To  make  thy  children  open  ear  and  eye, 
Gaze  on  my  feathers,  wonder  at  my  talk, 
And  think  't  is  almost  time  for  Foil  to  walk. 

THE    MAGPIE. 

Magpie,  thou  too  hast  leam'd  by  rote  to  speak 
Words  without  meaning,  through  thy  uncouth  beak. 

—  Words  have  I  leam'd  ?  and  without  meaning' too  ? 
No  wonder,  sir,  for  I  was  taught  by  you. 

THE   CORN-CRAKE. 

Art  thou  a  sound,  and  nothing  but  a  sound  ? 

—  Go  round   the  field,  and  round  the  field,  and 

round. 
You  11  find  my  voice  for  ever  changing  ground ; 
Aad  while  your  ear  pursues  my  creaking  cry, 
Yon  look  as  if  you  heard  it  with  your  eye. 
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THE    STORE. 

Stork,  why  were  human  virtues  given  to  thee  ? 

—  That  human  beings  might  resemble  me ; 
Kind  to  my  offspring,  to  my  partner  true. 
And  duteous  to  my  parents,  —  what  are  you  ? 

THE    WOODPECKER. 

Rap,  rap,  rap,  rap,  I  hear  thy  knocking  bill, 
Then  thy  strange  outcry,  when  the  woods  are  stilL 

—  Thus  am  I  ever  laboring  for  my  bread, 
And  thus  give  thanks  to  find  my  table  spread. 

THE   HAWK. 

A  life  at  every  meal,  rapacious  hawk  ! 
Spare  helpless  innocence ! 

—  Troth,  pleasant  talk  I 
Yon  swallow  snaps  more  lives  up  in  a  day 
Than  in  a  twelvemonth  I  could  take  away. 
But  hark,  most  gentle  censor,  in  your  ear, 
A  word,  a  whisper, —  you  —  are  you  quite  clear  ? 
Creation's  groans,  through  ocean,  earth,  and  sky, 
Ascend  from  all  that  walk,  or  swim,  or  fly. 

VULTURES. 

Abominable  harpies,  spare  the  dead. 

—  We  only  clear  the  field  which  man  has  spread ; 
On   which   should   Heaven   its   hottest   vengeance 

rain  ? 
You  slay  the  living,  we  but  strip  the  slain. 
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THE   HUHMINQ   BIRD. 

Art  thou  a  bird,  or  bee,  or  butterfly  ? 

—  Each  and  all  three.  —  A  bird  in  shape  am  I, 
A  bee  collecting  sweets  from  bloom  to  bloom, 
A  butterfly  in  brilliancy  of  plume. 

THE   EAGLE. 

Art  thou  the  king  of  birds,  proud  eagle,  say  ? 
— I  am;  my  talons  and  my  beak  bear  sway 
A  greater  king  than  I,  if  thou  wouldst  be, 
Govern  thy  tongue,  but  let  thy  thoughts  be  free. 

THE   PELICAN. 

Bird  of  the  wilderness,  what  is  thy  name 

—  The  Pelican !  —  go,  take  the  trump  of  fame, 
And  if  thou  give  the  honor  due  to  me. 

The  world  may  talk  a  little  more  of  thee. 

THE  HERON. 

Stock-still  upon  that  stone,  fix)m  day  to  day, 
I  see  thee  watch  the  river  for  thy  prey. 

—  Yes,  I'm  the  tyrant  here ;   but  when  I  rise, 
The  well-train'd  falcon  braves  me  in  the  skies ; 
Then  comes  the  tug  of  war,  of  strength  and  skill. 
He  dies,  impaled  on  my  updarted  bill, 

Or,  powerless  in  his  grasp,  my  doom  I  meet, 
Dropt  as  a  trophy  at  his  master's  feet. 

THE   BIRD    OF   PARADISE. 

The  bird  of  paradise ! 

—  That  name  I  bear, 
Though  I  am  nothing  but  a  bird  of  air : 
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Thou  art  a  child  of  earth,  and  yet  to  thee, 

Lost  and  recover*d,  paradise  is  free  : 

Oh !  that  such  glory  were  reserved  for  me ! 

THE   OSTRICH. 

Hast  thou  expell'd  the  mother  from  thy  breast, 
And  to  the  desert's  mercies  left  thy  nest  ? 
—  Ah !  no,  the  mother  in  me  knows  her  part ; 
Yon  glorious  sun  is  warmer  than  my  heart ; 
And  when  to  light  he  brings  my  hungry  brood, 
He  spreads  for  them  the  wilderness  with  food. 


TIME*  137 


TIME: 

A   RHAPSODY. 

Sed  ftigit,  tnteraa,  f^t  irreparabile  tempus. 

Yuta.  Qearg.  Ui.  2SA 

'T  IS  a  mistake  :  time  flies  not. 

He  only  hovers  on  the  wing : 
Once  born,  the  moment  dies  not, 

'Tis  an  immortal  thing; 
While  all  is  change  beneath  the  sky, 
Fix'd  like  the  sun  as  learned  sages  prove, 
Though  from  our  moving  world  he  seems  to  move^ 
*Tis  time  stands  still,  and  we  that  fly. 

There  is  no  past ;    from  nature's  birth, 

Days,  months,  years,  ages,  till  the  end 
Of  these  revolving  heavens  and  earth, 

All  to  one  centre  tend ; 
And,  having  reach'd  it  late  or  soon, 

Converge,  —  as  in  a  lens,  the  rays. 
Caught  from  the  fountain-light  of  noon. 

Blend  in  a  point  that  blinds  the  gaze : 
—  What  has  been  is,  what  is  shall  last ; 
The  present  is  the  focus  of  the  past ; 
The  future,  perishing  as  it  arrives. 
Becomes  the  present,  and  itself  survives. 
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Time  is  not  progress,  but  amount ; 

One  vast  accumulating  store, 
Laid  up,  not  lost ;  —  we  do  not  count 

Years  gone  but  added  to  the  score 
Of  wealth  untold,  to  clime  nor  class  confined. 
Riches  to  generations  lent, 
For  ever  spending,  never  spent. 
The'  august  inheritance  of  all  mankind, 
Of  this,  from  Adam  to  his  latest  heir, 
All  m  due  turn  their  portion  share. 
Which,  as  they  husband  or  abuse. 
Their  souls  they  win  or  lose. 

Though  history,  on  her  faded  scrolls, 
Fragments  of  facts,  and  wrecks  of  names  enrols, 
Time's  indefatigable  fingers  write 
Men's  meanest  actions  on  their  souls. 
In  lines  which  not  himself  can  blot : 

These  the  last  day  shall  bring  to  light. 
Though  through  long  centuries  forgot. 

When  hearts  and  sepulchres  are  bared  to  sight 

Then,  having  fill'd  his  measure  up. 

Amidst  his  own  assembled  progeny, 

(All  that  have  been,  that  are,  or  yet  may  be,) 

Before  the  great  white  throne. 

To  him  who  sits  thereon, 

Time  shall  present  the'  amalgamating  cup, 

III  which,  as  in  a  crucible. 

He  hid  the  moments  as  they  fell, 
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More  precious  than  Golconda's  gems, 

Or  stars  in  angel's  diadems, 

Though  to  our  eyes  they  seem'd  to  pass 

Like  sands  through  his  symbolic  glass : 

But  now,  the  process  done, 

Of  millions  multiplied  by  millions,  none 

Shall  there  be  wanting,  —  while  by  change 

Ineifable  and  strange. 

All  shall  appear  at  once,  all  shall  appear  as  one. 

Ah !  then  shall  each  of  Adam's  race, 

In  that  concentred  instant,  trace, 

Upon  the  tablet  of  his  mind. 

His  whole  existence  in  a  thought  combined, 

Thenceforth  to  part  no  more,  but  be 

Impictured  on  his  memory  ; 

—  As  in  the  image-chamber  of  the  eye, 

Seen  at  a  glance,  in  clear  perspective,  lie 

Myriads  of  forms  of  ocean,  earth,  and  sky. 

Then  shall  be  shown,  that  but  in  name 
Time  and  eternity  were  both  the  same ; 
A  point  which  life  nor  death  could  sever, 
A  moment  standing  stiU  for  ever. 

1883. 
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TO  A  FRIEND, 

"WTTH  A  COPT  OF  THB  FORSQOINO  LUCUBRATIOIT. 

Mat  she  for  whom  these  lines  are  penn'd, 
By  using  well,  make  time  her  friend ; 
Then,  whether  he  stands  still  or  flies. 
Whether  the  moment  lives  or  dies, 
She  need  not  care,  —  fot  time  will  be 
Her  friend  to  all  eternity. 
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A  LUCID  INTERVAL. 

Oh  !  light  is  pleasant  to  the  eye, 
Afid  health  comes  rustling  on  the  gale ; 

Clouds  are  careering  through  the  sky, 
Whose  shadows  mock  them  down  the  dale ; 

Nature  as  fresh  and  fragrant  seems 

As  I  have  met  her  in  my  dreams. 

For  I  have  been  a  prisoner  long 

Li  gloom  and  loneliness  of  mind ; 
Deaf  to  the  melody  of  song, 

To  every  form  of  beauty  blind ; 
Nor  morning  dew,  nor  evening  balm. 
Might  cool  my  cheek,  my  bosom  calm. 

But  now  the  blood,  the  blood  returns 
With  rapturous  pulses  through  my  veins ; 

My  heart  from  out  its  ashes  burns ; 
My  limbs  break  loose,  they  cast  their  chains ; 

New  kindled  at  the  sun,  my  sight 

Tracks  to  a  point  the  eagle's  flight 

I  long  to  climb  those  old  grey  rocks. 

Glide  with  yon  river  to  the  deep, 
Range  the  green  hills  with  herds  and  flocks, 

Free  as  the  roebuck  run  and  leap ; 
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Or  mount  the  lark's  victorious  wing, 
And  from  the  depth  of  ether  sing. 

0  earth !  in  maiden  innocence, 
Too  early  fled  thy  golden  time ; 

O  earth !  earth !  earth !  for  man's  offence, 
Doom'd  to  dishonor  in  thy  prime  ; 

Of  how  much  glory  then  bereft ! 

Yet  what  a  world  of  bliss  is  left  I 

The  thorn,  harsh  emblem  of  the  curse, 
Puts  forth  a  paradise  of  flowers ; 

Labor,  man's  punishment,  is  nurse 
To  home-bom  joys  at  sunset  hour ; 

Plague,  earthquake,  famine,  want,  disease, 

Give  birth  to  holiest  charities. 

And  death  himself,  with  all  the  woes. 
That  hasten,  yet  prolong  his  stroke. 

Death  brings  with  every  pang  repose, 
"With  every  sigh  he  solves  a  yoke ; 

Yea  his  cold  sweats  and  moaning  strife 

Wring  out  the  bitterness  of  life. 

Life,  life  with  all  its  burdens  dear ! 

Friendship  is  sweet,  love  sweeter  still ; 
Who  would  forego  a  smile,  a  tear. 

One  generous  hope,  one  chastening  ill  ? 
Home,  kindred,  country,  —  these  are  ties 
Might  keep  an  angel  from  the  skies. 
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But  these  have  angels  never  known ; 

Unvex'd  felicity  their  lot ; 
The  sea  of  glass  before  the  throne, 

Storm,  lightning,  shipwreck,  visit  not ; 
Our  tides,  beneath  the  changing  moon. 
Are  soon  appeased,  are  troubled  soon. 

Well,  I  would  bear  what  all  have  borne, 
Live  my  few  years,  and  fill  my  place 

O'er  old  and  young  affections  mourn. 
Rent  one  by  one  from  my  embrace, 

Till  suffering  ends,  and  I  have  done 

With  every  thing  beneath  the  sun. 

Whence  came  I  ?  —  Memory  cannot  say ; 

What  am  I  ? — Knowledge  will  not  show ; 
Bound  whither  ?  —  Ah !  away,  away. 

Far  as  eternity  can  go :  — 
Thy  love  to  win,  thy  wrath  to  flee, 
0  God  I  thyself  my  teacher  be- 

1828. 


« 


144  MISCELLANIES. 


WORMS  AND  FLOWERS. 

You  're  spinning  for  my  lady,  worm ! 

Silk  garments  for  the  fair ; 
You  're  spinning  rainbows  for  a  form 

More  beautiful  than  air, 
When  air  is  bright  with  sun-beams, 

And  morning  mists  arise 
From  woody  vales  and  mountain  streams 
To  blue  autumnal  skies. 

You're  spinning  for  my  lady,  flower ! 

You're  training  for  my  love, 
The  glory  of  her  summer-bower. 

While  skylarks  soar  above : 
Go,  twine  her  locks  with  rose-buds, 

Or  breathe  upon  her  breast, 
While  zephyrs  curl  the  water-floods 

And  rock  the  halcyon's  nest. 

But,  oh !  there  is  another  worm 

Ere  long  will  visit  her. 
And  revel  on  her  lovely  form, 

In  the  dark  sepulchre : 
Yet  from  that  sepulchre  shall  spring 

A  flower  as  sweet  as  this ; 
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Hard  by  the  nightingale  shall  sing, 
Soil  winds  its  petals  kiss. 

Frail  emblems  of  frail  beauty,  ye ! 

In  beauty  who  would  trust  ? 
Since  all  that  charms  the  eye  must  be 

Consigned  to  worms  and  dust : 
Yet  like  the  flower  that  decks  her  tomb. 

Her  spirit  shall  quit  the  sod, 
To  shine  in  amaranthine  bloom, 

Fast  by  the  throne  of  God. 

1884. 
VOL.  IV.  10 
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THE  RECLUSE. 

A  FOUNTAIN  issuing  into  light, 

Before  a  marble  palace,  threw 
To  heaven  its  column,  pure  and  bright, 

Returning  thence  in  showers  of  dew ; 
But  soon  a  humbler  course  it  took, 
And  glid  away  a  nameless  brook. 

Flowers  on  its  grassy  margin  sprang. 
Flies  o'er  its  eddying  surface  play'd, 

Birds  'midst  the  alder-branches  sang. 

Flocks  through  the  verdant  meadows  stray'd ; 

The  weary  there  lay  down  to  rest, 

And  there  the  halcyon  built  her  nest 

'T  was  beautiful  to  stand  and  watch 
The  fountain's  crystal  turn  to  gems, 

And  from  the  sky  such  colors  catch. 
As  if  *t  were  raining  diadems ; 

Yet  all  was  cold  and  curious  art, 

That  charm'd  the  eye,  but  miss'd  the  heart. 

Dearer  to  me  the  little  stream, 

Whose  unimprison'd  waters  run, 
Wild  as  the  changes  of  a  dream. 

By  rock  and  glen,  through  shade  and  sun ; 
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Its  lovely  links  had  power  to  bind 

In  welcome  chains  mj  wandering  mind. 

So  thought  I,  when  I  saw  the  face 

By  happy  portraiture  reveal'd, 
Of  one,  adom'd  with  every  grace, 

—  Her  name  and  date  from  me  conceard, 
But  not  her  story ;  —  she  had  been 
The  pride  of  many  a  splendid  scene. 

She  cast  her  glory  round  a  court, 

And  frolick'd  in  the  gayest  ring, 
Where  fashion's  high-born  minions  sport, 

Like  sparkling  fire-Hies  on  the  wing ; 
But  thence,  when  love  had  touched  her  soul. 
To  nature  and  to  truth  she  stole. 

From  din,  and  pageantry,  and  strife, 

Midst  woods  and  mountains,  vales  and  plains, 

She  treads  the  paths  of  lowly  life. 
Yet  in  a  bosom-circle  reigns,  • 

No  fountain  scattering  diamond  showers. 

But  the  sweet  streamlet  watering  flowers. 

1829. 
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THE  RETREAT. 

Written  on  finding  a  copy  of  veraes  in  a  small  edifice  so  named,  at  Raithby 
in  Lincolnshire,  the  seat  of  R.  G.  Brackenbury,  to  whom  the  autboz 
made  a  Tisit  in  the  autumn  of  1815,  after  a  severe  illuees. 

A  STRANGER  sat  dowii  in  the  lonely  retreat ;  — 

Though  kindness  had  welcomed  him  there, 
Yet  weary  with  travel,  and  fainting  with  heat, 

His  bosom  was  sadden'd  with  care : 
That  sinking  of  spirit  they  only  can  know, 

Whose  joys  are  all  chasten'd  with  fears ; 
Whose  waters  of  comfort,  though  deeply  they  flow, 

Still  wind  through  the  valley  of  tears. 

What  ails  thee,  O  stranger !  but  open  thine  eye 

A  paradise  bursts  on  thy  view ; 
The  sun  in  full  glory  is  marching  on  high 

Through  cloudless  and  infinite  blue : 
The  woods  in  their  wildest  luxuriance  displayed, 

Are  stretching  their  coverts  of  green, 
While   bright  from  the   depth   of  their  innermost 
shade. 

Yon  mirror  of  waters  is  seen. 

There  richly  reflected,  the  mansion,  the  lawn. 

The  banks  and  the  foliage  appear, 
By  nature's  own  pencil  enchantingly  drawn, 

—  A  landscape  enshrined  in  a  sphere ; 
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While  the  fish  in  their  element  sport  to  and  fro, 

Quick  glancing  or  gliding  at  ease, 
The  birds  seem  to  fly  in  a  concave  below, 

Through  a  vista  of  down-growir^g  trees. 

The  current  unrippled  by  volatile  airs, 

Now  glitters,  now  darkens  along, 
And  yonder  o'erflowing,  incessantly  bears 

Symphonious  accordance  to  song : 

—  The  song  of  the  ring-dove  enamour'd,  that  floats 
Like  soft^melting  murmurs  of  grief; 

—  The  song  of  the  red-breast,  in  ominous  notes, 
Foretelling  the  fall  of  the  leaf: 

—  The  song  of  the  bee,  in  its  serpentine  flight, 
From  blossom  to  blossom  that  roves ; 

—  The  song  of  the  wind,  in  the  silence  of  night, 
When  it  wakens  or  hushes  the  groves : 

: —  Thus  sweet  in  the  chorus  of  rapture  and  love. 

Which  God  in  his  temple  attends. 
With  the  song  of  all  nature  beneath  and  above. 

The  voice  of  these  waters  ascends. 

The  beauty,  the  music,  the  bliss  of  that  scene 

With  ravishing  sympathy  stole 
Through  the  stranger's   lorn   bosom,  illumined   his 
mien, 

And  soothed  and  exalted  his  soul : 
Cold,  gloomy  forebodings  then  vanished  away, 

His  terrors  to  ecstasies  turn, 
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Thus  walking  with  God  in  your  paradise  here, 

In  humble  communion  of  love, 
At  length,  may  your  spirits,  when  He  shall  appear, 

Be  caught  up  to  glory  above." 
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SPEED  THE  PROW. 

Not  the  ship  that  swiftest  saileth, 
But  which  loBgest  holds  her  way 

Onward,  onward,  never  faileth, 
Storm  and  cahn,  to  win  the  day ; 

Earliest  she  the  haven  gains, 

Which  the  hardest  stress  sustains. 

O'er  life's  ocean,  wide  and  pathless. 
Thus  would  I  with  patience  steer ; 

No  vain  hope  of  journeying  scathless, 
No  proud  boast  to  face  down  fear ; 

Dark  or  bright  his  Providence, 

Trust  in  God  be  my  defence. 

Time  there  was,  —  't  is  so  no  longer,  - 
When  I  crowded  every  sail. 

Battled  with  the  waves,  and  stronger 
Grew,  as  stronger  grew  the  gale ; 

But  my  strength  sunk  with  the  wind, 

And  the  sea  lay  dead  behind. 

There  my  bark  had  founder'd  surely. 

But  a  Power  invisible 
Breathed  upon  me ;  —  then  securely, 

Borne  along  the  gradual  swell, 


151 


MISCELLANIES. 


Helm,  and  shrouds,  and  heart  reneVd, 
I  my  humbler  course  pursued. 

Now,  though  evening  shadows  blacken, 
And  no  star  comes  through  the  gloom, 

On  I  move,  nor  will  I  slacken 

Sail,  though  verging  towards  the  tomb : 

Bright  beyond,  —  on  heaven's  high  strand, 

Lo,  the  light-house !  —  land,  land,  land ! 


Cloud  and  sunshine,  wind  and  weather, 
Sense  and  sight  are  fleeing  fast ; 

Time  ^d  tide  must  fail  together. 
Life  and  death  will  soon  be  past ; 

But  where  day's  last  spark  declines. 

Glory  everlasting  shines. 

1834. 
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THE   SKY-LARK. 
(addressed  to  a  friend.) 

Chi  hearing  one  alnging  at  daybreak,  during  a  sharp  frost,  on  the  17th  of 
Febniarj,  1882|  while  the  author  was  on  a  travel,  between  Bath  and 

Stroud. 

0  WARN  awaj  the  gloomy  night, 
With  music  make  the  welkin  ring, 
Bird  of  the  dawn !  —  On  jojrftil  wing, 

Soar  through  thine  element  of  light, 
Till  nought  in  heaven  mine  eye  can  see, 
Except  the  morning  star  and  thee. 

0  welcome  in  the  cheerful  day ! 
Through  rosy  clouds  the  shades  retire, 
The  sun  hath  touch'd  thy  plumes  with  fire, 

And  girt  thee  with  a  golden  ray : 
Now  shape  and  voice  are  vanished  quite. 
Nor  eye  nor  ear  can  track  thy  flight. 

Could  I  translate  thy  strains,  and  give 
Words  to  thy  notes  in  human  tongue, 
The  sweetest  lay  that  e*er  I  sung, 

The  lay  that  would  the  longest  live, 
I  might  record  upon  this  page, 
And  sing  thy  song  from  age  to  age. 
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But  speech  of  mine  can  ne'er  reveal 
Secrets  so  freely  told  above, 
Yet  is  their  burden  joy  and  love, 

And  all  the  bliss  a  bird  can  feel, 

Whose  wing  in  heaven  to  earth  is  bound, 
Whose  home  and  heart  are  on  the  ground. 

Unlike  the  lark  be  thou,  my  friend ! 

No  downward  cares  thy  thoughts  engage, 
But  in  thine  house  of  pilgrimage, . 

Though  from' the  ground  thy  songs  ascend. 
Still  be  their  burden  joy  and  love : 
—  Heaven  is  thy  home,  thy  heart  above. 
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THE  FIXED   STARS. 

Reign  in  your  heaven,  ye  stars  of  light ! 

Beyond  this  troubled  scene ; 
With  you,  fair  orbs  I  there  is  no  night, 

Eternally  serene, 
Each  casts  around  its  tranquil  way. 
The  radiance  of  its  own  clear  day ; 
Yet  not  unborrowed.  —  What  are  ye  ? 
Mirrors  of  Deity : 
My  soul,  in  your  reflective  rays, 
Him  whom  no  eye  hath  seen  surveys, 
As  I  behold  (himself  too  bright  for  view) 
The  sun  in  every  drop  of  dew. 

The  gloom  that  brings,  through  evening  skies, 

Tour  beauty  from  the  deep ; 
The  clouds  that  hide  you  from  our  eyes ; 

The  storms  that  seem  to  sweep 
Tour  scattered  train,  like  vessels  tost 
On  ocean's  waves,  now  seen,  now  lost ; 
—  Belong  to  our  inferior  ball, 
Te  shine  above  them  all : 
Tour  splendor  noon  eclipses  not. 
Nor  night  reveals,  nor  vapors  blot ; 
O'er  us,  not  you,  these  changes  come  and  pass ; 

Te  navigate  a  sea  of  glass. 
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Thus,  on  their  hyaline  above, 

In  constellations  stand 
The  tribes  redeem'd  by  sovereign  love : 

—  Crown'd,  and  with  harp  in  hand. 
They  sing  before  the  great  I  AM, 
The  song  of  Moses  and  the  Lamb ; 
Returning  in  perpetual  streams  j 

His  own  all-lightening  beams.  i 

—  Theirs  be  thy  portion,  0  my  soul ! 
That  while  heaven's  years  self-circling  roll, 
I  may,  among  the  ransom'd  —  they  in  me, 
And  I  in  them,  —  God's  image  see. 

1884. 
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THE  LILY. 

TO  A  TOUNO  LADT,  B.  T. 

Flower  of  light,  forget  thy  birth| 
Daughter  of  the  sordid  earth, 
Lift  the  beauty  of  thine  eye 
To  the  blue  ethereal  sky  I 

While  thy  graceful  buds  unfold 
Silver  petals  starred  with  gold, 
Let  the  bee  among  thy  bells 
Rifle  their  ambrosial  cells, 
And  the  nimble-pmion'd  air 
Waft  thy  breath  to  heaven  like  prayer. 
Cloud  and  sun  alternate  shed 
Gloom  or  glory  round  thine  head ; 
Mom  impearl  thy  leaves  with  dews, 
Evening  lend  them  rosy  hues. 
Noon  with  snow-white  splendor  bless, 
Night  with  glow-worm  jewels  dress. 
—  Thus  fulfil  thy  summer-day. 
Spring,  and  flouih,  and  decay; 
Live  a  life  of  fragrance,  —  then 
Disappear,  —  to  rise  again. 
When  thy  sisters  of  the  vale 
Welcome  back  the  nightingale. 
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So  may  she,  whose  name  I  write. 
Be  herself  a  flower  of  light,  • 
Live  a  life  of  imiocence, 
Die  to  be  transplanted  hence 
To  that  garden  in  the  skies. 
Where  the  lily  never  dies. 

1829 
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THE  QSNTIANELLA. 

IN   LEAF. 

Gbeen  thou  art,  obscurely  green^ 
Meanest  plant  among  the  mean ! 

From  the  dust  I  took  mj  birth ; 
ThoUy  too,  art  a  child  of  earth  ; 
/aspire  not  to  be  great ; 
Scorn  not  thou  mj  low  estate ; 
Time  will  come  when  thou  shalt  see 
Honor  crown  humility, 
Beauty  set  her  seal  on  me. 

IN   FLOWEB. 

Blue  thou  art,  intensely  blue, 

Flower,  whence  came  thy  dazzling  hue  ? 

When  I  open'd  first  mine  eye, 
Upward  glancing  to  the  sky. 
Straightway  from  the  firmament 
Was  the  sapphire  brilliance  sent. 
Brighter  glory  wouldst  thou  share. 
Do  what  I  did,  —  look  up  there  ; 
What  I  could  not,  —  look  with  prayer ! 

VOL.  IV.  11 
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THE  SUN-FLOWER. 

Eagle  of  flowers  I  I  see  thee  stand. 
And  on  the  sun's  noon-glory  gaze ; 

With  eye  like  his,  thy  lids  expand, 

And  fringe  their  disk  with  golden  rays : 

Though  fix'd  on  earth,  in  darkness  rooted  there, 

Light  is  thine  element,  thy  dwelling  air, 
Thy  prospect  heaven. 

So  would  mine  eagle-soul  descry, 

Beyond  the  path  where  planets  run. 
The  light  of  immortality, 

The  splendor  of  creation's  sun ; 
Though  sprung  from  earth,  and  hastening  to  the 

tomb. 
In  hope  a  flower  of  paradise  to  bloom, 
I  look  to  heaven. 

1884. 
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WINTER-LIGHTNING. 

The  flash  at  midnight !  — '  t  was  a  light 
That  gave  the  blind  a  moment's  sight, 

Then  sunk  in  tenfold  gloom  ; 
Loud,  deep,  and  long  the  thunder  broke, 
The  deaf  ear  instantly  awoke, 

Then  closed  as  in  the  tomb : 
An  angel  might  have  pass'd  mj  bed, 
Sounded  the  trump  of  God,  and  fled. 

So  life  appears  ;  —  a  sudden  birth, 
A  glance  revealing  heaven  and  earth, 

It  is  and  it  is  not ! 
So  fame  the  poet's  hope  deceives. 
Who  sings  for  after-times,  and  leaves 

A  name  —  to  be  forgot : 
Life  is  a  lightning-flash  of  breath. 
Fame  but  a  thunder-dap  at  death. 

1834. 
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HUMILITY. 

The  bird  that  soars  on  highest  wing, 
Builds  on  the  ground  her  lowly  nest ; 

And  she  that  doth  most  sweetly  sing, 
Sings  in  the  shade  when  all  things  rest : 

—  In  lark  and  nightingale  we  see 
What  honor  hath  humility. 

When  Mary  chose  the  "  better  part," 

She  meekly  sat  at  Jesus'  feet ; 
And  Lydia's  gently-open'd  heart 

Was  made  for  God's  own  temple  meet ; 

—  Fairest  and  best  adom'd  is  she. 
Whose  clothing  is  humility. 

The  saint  that  wears  heaven's  brightest  crown 

In  deepest  adoration  bends ; 
The  weight  of  glory  bows  him  down, 

Then  most  when  most  his  soul  ascends ; 

—  Nearest  the  throne  itself  must  be 
The  footstool  of  humility. 


EVENING   TIKE.  165 


EVENING   TIME. 
ZECH.  xiy.  7. 

At  evening  time  let  there  be  light :  — 
Life's  Httle  day  draws  near  its  close ; 

Around  me  fall  the  shades  of  night, 
The  night  of  death,  the  grave's  repose ; 
To  crown  my  joys,  to  end  my  woes, 

At  evening  time  let  there  be  light. 

At  evening  time  let  there  be  light :  — 
Stormy  and  dark  hath  been  my  day ; 

Yet  rose  the  morn  benignly  bright, 

Dews,  birds,  and  flowers  cheer'd  all  the  way ; 
O  for  one  sweet,  one  parting  ray ! 

At  evening  time  let  there  be  light. 

At  evening  time  there  shall  be  light :  — 
For  God  hath  said,  —  "  So  let  it  be  !  " 

Fear,  doubt,  and  anguish,  take  their  flight, 
His  glory  now  is  risen  on  me ; 
Mine  eyes  shall  his  salvation  see  : 

—  'Tis  evening  time,  and  there  is  light. 

Conway,  Nmih  WaUSf  1828. 
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REMINISCENCE. 

Bemembbanoe  of  the  dead  revives 

The  slain  of  time,  at  will ; 
Those  who  were  lovely  in  their  lives, 

In  death  are  lovelier  still. 

Unburden'd  with  infirmity, 

Unplagued  like  mortal  men, 
O  with  what  pure  dehght  we  see 

The  heart's  old  friends  again  ! 

Not  as  they  sunk  into  the  tomb. 
With  sickness-wasted  powers. 

But  in  the  beauty  and  the  bloom 
Of  their  best  days  and  ours. 

The  troubles  of  departed  years 

Bring  joys  unknown  before ; 
And  soul-refreshing  are  the  tears 

O'er  wounds  that  bleed  no  more. 

Lightnings  may  blast,  but  thunder-showers 

Earth's  ravaged  face  renew. 
With  nectar  fill  the  cups  of  flowers, 

And  hang  the  thorns  with  dew. 
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Remembrance  of  the  dead  is  sweet ; 

Yet  how  imperfect  this, 
Unless  pasty  present,  future,  meet, 

—  A  threefold  cord  of  bliss ! 

Companions  of  our  youth,  our  age, 
With  whom  through  life  we  walk'd. 

And  in  our  house  of  pilgrimage. 
Of  home  beyond  it  talk'd :  — 

Grief  on  their  urn  may  fix  her  eyes, 

—  They  spring  not  from  the  ground ; 
Love  may  invoke  them  from  the  skies, 

' —  There  is  no  voice  nor  sound. 

Fond  memory  marks  them  as  they  were^ 

Stars  in  our  horoscope  ; 
But  soon  to  see  them  as  they  are, 

—  That  is  our  dearest  hope. 

Not  through  the  darkness  of  the  night. 

To  waking  thought  unseal'd, 
But  in  the  uncreated  light 

Of  Deity  reveal'd. 

Hiey  cannot  come  to  us,  but  we 

Ere  long  to  them  may  go ; 
—  That  glimpse  of  immortality 

Is  heaven  begun  below. 
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A  RECOLLECTION  OF  MARY  R, 

A  YOUNG  LADY    UNEXPECTEDLY    REMOVED    FROM    A   LAHGB 

FAMILY   CIRCLE. 

Ber  life  had  twice  been  saTed,  onoe  tram  the  flames,  and  again  from  th« 

water,  by  an  affectionate  father. 

Thrice  bom  for  earth  and  twice  for  heaven, 

A  lovely  maiden  once  I  knew, 
To  whom  't  is  now  in  gloiy  given 

To  grow,  as  here  in  shade  she  grew  ; 
Brief  was  her  course,  but  starry  bright ; 
The  linnet's  song,  the  lily's  white. 
The  fountain's  freshness,  —  these  shall  be 
Meet  emblems  of  that  maid  to  me. 

A  weeping  babe  to  light  she  came. 

And  changed  for  smiles  a  mother's  throes ; 
In  childhood  from  devouring  flame 
Rescued,  to  second  life,  she  rose ; 
A  father's  arm  had  pluck'd  her  thence  ; 
That  arm  again  was  her  defence. 
When  buried  in  the  strangling  wave, 
He  snatch'd  her  from  an  ocean  grave. 

Twice  bom  for  heaven  as  thrice  for  earth, 
When  God's  eternal  Spirit  moved 
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On  her  young  heart,  a  nobler  birth 

Than  nature  can  confer,  she  proved : 
—  The  dew-drop  in  the  breeze  of  morn, 
Trembling  and  sparkling  on  the  thorn. 
Falls  to  the  ground,  escapes  the  eye. 
Yet  mounts  on  sunbeams  to  the  sky. 

Thus  in  the  dew  of  youth  she  shone. 

Thus  in  the  mom  of  beauty  fell ; 
Even  while  we  gazed,  the  form  was  gone, 

Her  life  became  invisible ; 
Her  last  best  birth,  with  her  last  breath. 
Came  in  the  dark  disguise  of  death  ; 
Grief  filFd  her  parents*  home  of  love, 
But  joy  her  Father's  house  above. 


1888. 
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THE   CHOLERA  MOUNT. 

LINES  ON  THE  BURYING-PLACE  FOB  PATIENTS  WHO  DIED  OF 
CHOLERA  morbus;  A  PLEASANT  EMINENCE  IN  SHEFFIELD 
PARK. 

Written  during  the  prevalence  of  the  disease  in  1882,  and  while  great  ter- 
ror of  infection  trom  it  was  experienced  throughout  the  kingdom,  sanc- 
tioned by  legislative  authority,  requiring  the  separate  interment  of  its 
unfortunate  victims. 

In  death  divided  from  their  dearest  kin, 
This  is  "  a  field  to  buiy  strangers  in :  " 
Fragments,  from  families  untimely  reft, 
Like  spoils  in  flight  or  limbs  in  battle  left. 
Lie  here  ;  —  a  sad  community,  whose  bones 
Might  feel,  methinks,  a  pang  to  quicken  stones ; 
While  from  beneath  my  feet  they  seem  to  cry, 
"  Oh  !  is  it  nought  to  you,  ye  passers  by ! 
When  from  its  earthly  house  the  spirit  fled, 
Our  dust  might  not  be  *  free  among  the  dead  ? ' 
Ah  !  why  were  we  to  this  Siberia  sent, 
Doom'd  in  the  grave  itself  to  banishment  ?  " 

Shuddering  humanity  asks,  "  Who  are  these  ? 
And  what  their  crime  ?  "  —  They  fell  hy  one  disease  ! 
By  the  blue  pest,  whose  gripe  no  art  can  shun. 
No  force  un wrench,  out-singled  one  by  one  ; 
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When,  like  a  monstrous  birth,  the  womb  of  fate 
Bore  a  new  death  of  unrecorded  date. 
And  doubtful  name.  —  Far  east  the  fiend  begun 
Its  course ;  thence  round  the  world  pursued  the 

sun, 
The  ghosts  of  millions  following  at  its  back, 
Whose  desecrated  graves  betray'd  their  track. 
On  Albion's  shores  unseen  the  invader  stept ; 
Secret  and  swift  through  field  and  city  swept ; 
At  noon,  at  midnight,  seized  the  weak,  the  strong. 
Asleep,  awake,  alone,  amid  the  throng ; 
KiU'd  like  a  murderer ;  fix*d  its  icy  hold, 
And  wrung  out  life  with  agony  of  cold ; 
Nor  stay'd  its  vengeance  where  it  crush'd  the  prey, 
But  set  a  mark,  like  Cain's,  upon  their  clay. 
And  this  tremendous  seal  impressed  on  all, 
"  Bury  me  out  of  sight  and  out  of  call." 

Wherefore  no  filial  foot  this  turf  may  tread. 
No  kneeling  mother  kiss  her  baby's  bed  ; 
No  maiden  unespoused,  with  widow'd  sighs, 
Seek  her  soul's  treasure  where  her  true  love  lies : 
—  All  stand  aloof,  and  eye  this  mount  from  far, 
As  panic-stricken  crowds  some  baleful  star, 
Strange  to  the  heavens,  that,  with  bewilder'd  light, 
Like  a  lost  spirit  wanders  through  the  night. 

Yet  many  a  mourner  weeps  her  &llen  state, 
In  many  a  home  by  these  left  desolate. 
Once  warm  with  love,  and  radiant  with  the  smiles 
Of  woman,  watching  infants  at  their  wiles, 
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Whose  eye  of  thought,  when  now  they  throng  her 
Pictures  far  other  scene  than  that  she  sees,     [knees, 
For  one  is  wanting,  —  one,  for  whose  dear  sake. 
Her  heart  for  very  tenderness  would  ache, 
As  now  with  anguish,  —  doubled  when  she  spies 
In  this  his  lineaments,  in  that  his  eyes, 
In  each  his  image  with  her  own  commix'd, 
And  there,  at  least,  through  life  their  union  fix'd. 

Humanity  again  asks,  '^  Who  are  the^e  ? 
And  what  their  crime  ?  "  —  They  fell  by  one  disease  5 
Not  by  the  Proteus-maladies  that  strike 
Man  into  nothingness,  not  twice  alike  ; 
But  when  they  knock'd  for  entrance  at  the  tomb, 
Their  fathers'  bones  refused  to  make  them  room ; 
Recoiling  Nature  from  their  presence  fled. 
As  though  a  thunderbolt  had  smote  them  dead ; 
Their  cries  pursued  her  with  the  thrilling  plea, 
"  Give  us  a  little  earth  for  charity ! " 
She  lingered,  listened,  all  her  bosom  yeam'd. 
Through  evefy  vein  the  mother's  pulse  retum'd ; 
Then,  as  she  halted  on  this  hill,  she  threw 
Her  mantle  wide,  and  loose  her  tresses  flew : 
"  Live !  "  to  the  slain,  she  cried,  "  My  children,  live  ! 
This  for  an  heritage  to  you  I  give ; 
Had  death  consumed  you  by  the  common  lot, 
You  with  the  multitude  had  been  forgot. 
Now  through  an  age  of  ages  shall  ye  not" 

Thus  Nature  spake,  and  as  her  echo,  I 
Take  up  her  parable,  and  prophesy : 
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—  Here,  as  from  spring  to  spring  the  swallows  pass, 

Perennial  daisies  shall  adorn  the  grass ; 

Here  the  shrill  sky-lark  build  her  annual  nest. 

And  sing  in  heaven  while  you  serenely  rest :     [shine, 

On  trembling   dew-drops  morn's  first   glance   shall 

Eve's  latest  beams  on  this  fair  bank  decline, 

And  oft  the  rainbow  steal  through  light  and  gloom, 

To  throw  its  sudden  arch  across  your  tomb  ; 

On  you  the  moon  her  sweetest  influence  shower, 

And  every  planet  bless  you  in  its  hour. 

With  statelier  honors  still,  in  time's  slow  round, 
Shall  this  sepulchral  eminence  be  crown'd, 
Where  generations  long  to  come  shall  hail 
The  growth  of  centuries  waving  in  the  gale, 
A  forest  landmark  on  the  mountain's  head, 
Standing  betwixt  the  living  and  the  dead ; 
Nor  while  your  language  lasts,  shall  traveller  cease 
To  say,  at  sight  of  your  memorial,  "  Peace  !  " 
Your  voice  of  silence  answering  from  the  sod, 
"  Whoever  thou  arty  prepare  to  meet  thy  God!  **  * 

1832. 

*Th!8  anticipation  has  been  accomplished.  The  ac^acent 
plantation  has  rapidly  grown  up ;  the  ground  has  been  beauti- 
fully laid  out;  and,  in  1835,  a  conspicuous  monument  was  erects 
ed,  by  public  subscription,  on  the  spot  where  three  hundred  and 
HUrirf-mne  bodies  out  of  upwards  of  four  hundred  victims  of  the 
Cholera,  were  interred,— to  commemorate  the  said  removal  of 
the  sufferers  from  among  the  living,  and  their  strange  insula- 
tion after  death,  within  that  humble  inclosure.  The  shaft  is 
triangular,  diminishing  in  stories  from  the  base  to  the  summit, 
which  was  originally  surmounted  by  a  plain  cross  of  proper- 
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tionate  elevation.    Unfortunately,  in  the  hurricane  of  January  - 

the  7th,  1889,  one  third  of  the  whole  was  thrown  down.  It  has 
subsequently  been  repaired,  and  crowned  with  a  loss  graceful 
form  of  cross,  by  which,  however,  the  tapering  structure  will  be 
less  liable  to  injury  from  elemental  violence. 

The  two  following  Sonnets  were  composed  on  visiting  the 
.  scene  of  dilapidation,  in  February  of  the  same  year. 

I. 

Thou  tempest^broken  column!  still  stand  on; 
More  fit  memorial  of  the  untimely  dead. 
Than  when  the  cross  upon  thy  summit  shed 
A  halo  round  this  Golgotha;  —  *tis  gone, 
And  now  the  earnest  eye,  where  late  it  shone, 
Is  rapt  through  vague  infinity  instead. 
Up  the  blue  sky,  receding  over  head. 
Less  and  less  seen  the  longer  look'd  upon. 

Thus,  where  the  fragments  of  thy  pinnacle 
Lie  at  thy  base,  as  lie  within  this  plot 
The  bones  of  buried  mortals,  —  while  I  dwell 
On  where  and  what  may  be  the  spirit's  lot, 
Thought  falls  like  night  on  my  bewildered  mind, 
The  more  I  search  the  more  I  feel  Vm.  blind. 

II. 

Yet  there  is  Hope,  thou  storm-struck  monument! 
Stand  on,  though  half  thy  glory  be  laid  low 
By  an  unseen  and  instantaneous  blow : 
For,  as  the  wind,  which  thee  asunder  rent. 
Game  none  knew  whence,  and  none  knew  whither  went 
So  the  plague  smote  the  slain  around  thee,  —  so 
Surprised  its  victims ;  and,  with  Woe  !  tooe  I  woe  ! 
Hundreds,  unwam'd,  to  sudden  judgment  sent. 

Not  for  the  dead,  ye  living !  but  the  unborn, 
0  let  the  symbol  of  redeeming  Love 
Again  this  renovated  shaft  adorn. 
And  point  from  death  below  to  hfe  above, 
That  all,  who  here  sin*s  bitter  wages  see. 
May  on  this  mount  remember  Calvary ! 
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THE  TOMBS  OF  THE  FATHERS. 

The  Jewi  oeeadonallj  hold  a  **  Solemn  Aaaembly  *'  in  th«  Tallej  of  Je- 
hoahaphat,  the  ancient  burial-place  of  Jenualem.  They  axe  obliged  to 
pay  a  heavy  tax  for  the  privilege  of  thua  mourning,  in  itUlnesa,  at  the 
sepnkhzes  of  their  anceatora. 

PART   I. 

In  Babylon  they  sat  and  wept, 
Down  by  the  river's  willowy  side  5 

And  when  the  breeze  their  harp-strings  swept, 
The  strings  of  breaking  hearts  replied : 
— A  deeper  sorrow  now  they  hide ; 

No  Cyrus  comes  to  set  them  free 

From  ages  of  captivity. 

All  lands  are  Babylons  to  them, 
Exiles  and  fugitives  they  roam; 

What  is  their  own  Jerusalem  ? 
—  The  pHEice  where  they  are  least  at  home  1 
Yet  hither  from  all  climes  they  come ; 

And  pay  their  gold,  for  leave  to  shed 

Tears  o'er  the  generations  fled. 

Around,  the  eternal  mountains  stand. 
With  Hinnom's  darkling  vale  between ; 
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Old  Jordan  wanders  through  the  land. 
Blue  Carmel's  sea-ward  crest  is  seen. 
And  Lebanon  yet  sternly  green 
Throws,  when  the  evening  sun  declines. 
Its  cedar-shades,' in  lengthening  lines.  -• 

But,  ah !  for  ever  vanished  hence. 
The  temple  of  the  living  God, 

Once  Zion's  glory  and  defence ! 
—  Now  mourn  beneath  the  oppressor's  rod. 
The  fields  which  faithful  Abraham  trod. 

Where  Isaac  walk'd  by  twilight  gleam. 

And  heaven  came  down  on  Jacob's  dream.    ' 

For  ever  mingled  with  the  soil, 
Those  armies  of  the  Lord  of  Hosts, 

That  conquer'd  Canaan,  shared  the  spoil, 
Queird  Moab's  pride,  storm'd  Midian's  posts. 
Spread  paleness  through  Philistia's  coasts. 

And  taught  the  foes,  whose  idols  fell, 

"  There  is  a  God  in  Israel." 

Now,  David's  tabemade  gone. 
What  mighty  builder  shall  t^store  ? 

The  golden  throne  of  Solomon, 
And  ivory  palace  are  no  more ; 
The  Psalmist's  song,  the  Preacher^s  lore, 

Of  all  they  wrought,  alone  remain 

Unperish'd  trophies  of  their  reign4 


THE   TOMBS    OP   THE    FATHERS.  177 

Holy  and  beautiful  of  old, 

Was  Zion  'midst  her  princely  bowers ; 
Besiegers  trembled  to  behold 

Bulwarks  that  set  at  nought  their  powers ; 

—  Swept  from  the  earth  are  all  her  towers ; 
Nor  is  there  —  so  was  she  bereft — 
One  stone  upon  another  left. 

The  very  site  whereon  she  stood, 

In  vain  the  eye,  the  foot  would  trace  ; 

Vengeance  for  saints'  and  martyrs*  blood, 
Her  walls  did  utterly  deface ; 
Dungeons  and  dens  usurp  their  place ; 

The  cross  and  crescent  shine  afar. 

But  where  is  Jacob's  natal  star  ? 


PART   II. 

Still  inexterminable,  still 
Devoted  to  their  mother-land, 

Her  offspring  haunt  the  temple*hill. 
Amidst  her  desecration  stand, 
And  bite  the  lip,  and  clench  the  hand : 

—  To-day  in  that  lone  vale  they  weep, 

Where  patriarchs,  kings,  and  prophets  sleep. 

Ha  I  what  a  spectacle  of  woe ! 

In  groups  they  settle  on  the  ground ; 
Men,  women,  children  gathering  slow, 

VOL.   IV.  12 
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Sink  down  in  reverie  profound ; 

There  is  no  voice,  no  speech,  no  sound, 
But  through  the  shuddering  frame  is  thrown 
The  heart's  unutterable  groan. 

Entranced  they  sit,  nor  seem  to  breathe. 
Themselves  like  spectres  from  the  dead ; 

Where,  shrined  in  rocks  above,  beneath, 
With  clods  along  the  valley  spread. 
Their  ancestor",  each  on  his  bed. 

Repose,  till  at  the  judgment-day. 

Death  and  the  grave  give  up  their  prey. 

Before  their  eyes,  as  in  a  glass, 
—  Their  eyes  that  gaze  on  vacancy  — 

Pageants  of  ancient  grandeur  pass, 
But,  "Ichabod"  on  all  they  see 
Brands  Israel's  foul  apostasy ; 

—  Then  last  and  worst,  and  crowning  all 

Their  crimes  and  sufferings  —  Salem's  fall. 

Nor  breeze,  nor  bird,  nor  palm-tree  stirs, 
Kedron's  unwater'd  brook  is  dumb ; 

But  through  the  glen  of  sepulchres 
Is  heard  the  city's  fervid  hum. 
Voices  of  dogs  and  children  come : 

Till  loud  and  long  the  medzin's  *  cry. 

From  Omar's  mosque,  peals  round  the  sky. 

•  More  properly  "  muedhin's,"  the  person  whose  business  it  is 
to  call  the  Mohammedans  to  prayer;  no  bells  being  used  by  them 
for  that  purpose. 
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Blight  through  their  veind  those  accents  send ; 

In  agony  of  mute  despair, 
Their  garments  as  by  stealth,  thej  rend ; 

Unconsciously  they  pluck  their  hair ; 

—  This  is  the  Moslem's  hour  of  prayer ! 
'T  was  Judah's  once,  —  but  fane  and  priest, 
Altar  and  sacrifice,  have  ceased. 

And  by  the  Gentiles,  in  their  pride, 

Jerusalem  is  trodden  down : 
—  "  How  long  ?  —  for  ever  wilt  thou  hide 

Thy  face,  O  Lord  ;  —  for  ever  frown  ? 

Israel  was  once  thy  glorious  crown, 
In  sight  of  all  the  nations  worn ; 
Now  from  thy  brow  in  anger  torn. 

^  Zion,  forsaken  and  forgot. 
Hath  felt  thy  stroke,  and  owns  it  just : 

0  God,  our  God  !  reject  us  not. 
Her  sons  take  pleasure  in  her  dust: 
How  is  the  fine  gold  dimm'd  with  rust  I 

The  city  throned  in  gorgeous  state, 

How  doth  she  now  sit  desolate  1 

"  Where  is  thine  oath  to  David  sworn  ? 

We  by  the  winds  like  chaff  are  driven : 
Yet  unto  us  a  Child  is  bom. 

Yet  unto  us  a  Son  is  given ; 

His  throne  is  as  the  days  of  Heaven : 
When  shall  He  come  to  our  release, 
The  mighty  God,  the  Prince  of  Peace  ?  " 
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PART  in. 

Thus  blind  with  unbelief  they  cry, 
But  hop«  revisits  not  their  glooms ; 

SeaVd  are  the  words  of  prophecy, 
Seal'd  are  the  secrets  of  yon  tombs. 
Where  all  is  dark,  —  though  nature  blooms, 

Birds  sing,  streams  murmur,  heaven  above, 

And  earth  around,  are  life,  lights  love. 

The  sun  goes  down ;  —  the  mourning  crowds, 
Requicken'd,  as  from  slumber  start ; 

They  met  in  silence  here  like  clouds. 
Like  clouds  in  silence  they  depart : 
Still  clings  the  thought  to  every  heart. 

Still  from  their  lips  escapes  in  sighs, 

—  "  By  whom  shall  Jacob  yet  arise  ?  ** 

By  whom  shall  Jacob  yet  arise  ? 

—  Even  by  the  Power  that  wakes  tne  dead 

He  whom  your  fathers  did  despise. 
He  who  for  you  on  Calvary  bled, 
On  Zion  shall  his  ensign  spread ; 

—  Captives  !  by  all  the  world  enslaved, 
Know  your  Redeemer,  and  be  saved ! 

1828. 
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A  CRY  S'BOM  SOUTH  AFRICA: 

On  building  a  GhApel  at  Cape  Town,  for  the  Negro  Slaves  of  the  colony, 

in  1828. 

Afric,  from  her  remotest  strand, 
Lifts  to  high  heaven  one  fetter'd  hand, 
And  to  the  utmost  of  her  chain 
Stretches  the  other  o'er  the  main  : 
Then,  kneeling  'midst  ten  thousand  slaves, 
Utters  a  cry  across  the  waves, 
Of  power  to  reach  to  either  pole. 
And  pierce,  like  conscience  through  the  soul, 
Though  dreary,  faint,  and  low  the  sound. 
Like  life-blood  gurgling  from  a  wound, 
As  if  her  heart,  before  it  broke. 
Had  found  a  human  tongue,  and  spoke. 

^  Britain !  not  now  I  ask  of  thee 
Freedom,  the  right  of  bond  and  free  ; 
Let  Mammon  hold,  while  Mammon  can. 
The  bones  and  blood  of  living  man  ; 
Let  tyrants  scorn,  while  tyrants  dare, 
The  shrieks  and  writhings  of  despair ; 
An  end  wiU  come  —  it  will  not  wait. 
Bands,  yokes,  and  scourges  have  their  date. 
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Slavery  itself  must  pass  away. 
And  be  a  tale  of  yesterday. 

But  now  I  urge  a  dearer  claim. 
And  urge  it  by  a  mightier  name : 
Hope  of  the  world !  on  thee  I  call, 
By  the  great  Father  of  us  all, 
By  the  Redeemer  of  our  race, 
And  by  the  Spirit  of  all  grace, 
Turn  not,  Britannia,  from  my  plea  ; 

—  So  help  thee  God  as  thou  help'st  me ! 
Mine  outcast  children  come  to  light 
From  darkness,  and  go  down  in  night ; 

—  A  night  of  more  mysterious  gloom 
Than  that  which  wrapt  them  in  the  womb : 
Oh  !  that  the  womb  had  been  the  grave 
Of  every  being  bom  a  slave ! 

Oh  I  that  the  grave  itself  might  dose 

The  slave's  unutterable  woes  ! 

But  what  beyond  that  gulf  may  be, 

What  portion  in  eternity. 

For  those  who  live  to  curse  their  breath. 

And  die  without  a  hope  in  death, 

I  know  not,  and  I  dare  not  think ; 

Yet,  while  I  shudder  o'er  the  brink 

Of  that  unfathomable  deep. 

Where  wrath  lies  chain'd  and  judgments  sleep, 

To  thee,  thou  paradise  of  isles  ! 

Where  mercy  in  full  glory  smiles ; 
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Eden  of  lands  I  o'er  all  the  rest 
By  blessing  others  doubly  blest, 
—  To  thee  I  lift  my  weeping  eye ; 
Send  me  the  Gospel  or  I  die  ; 
The  word  of  Christ's  salvation  give. 
That  I  may  hear  his  voice  and  live* 
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TO   MY  FBIEND, 

GEORGE  BEJTOET,  ESQ., 

or  SHEFFIELD. 


'» 


On  bU  intended  Visit  to  Tahiti,  and  other  Islands  of  the  South  Sea, 
where  Christianity  had  been  recently  established. 

Go,  take  the  wings  of  morn, 
And  fly  bejond  the  utmost  sea ; 
Thou  shalt  not  feel  thyself /forlorn, 
Thy  God  is  still  with  thee  ; 
And  where  his  Spirit  bids  thee  dwell, 
There,  and  there  only,  thou  art  well. 

Forsake  thy  father-land, 

Kindred,  and  friends,  and  pleasant  home ; 

O'er  many  a  rude,  barbarian  strand, 

In  exile  though  thou  roam. 

Walk  there  with  God,  and  thou  shalt  find 

Double  for  all  thy  faith  resigned. 

Launch  boldly  on  the  surge, 

And  in  a  light  and  fragile  bark, 

Thy  path  through  flood  and  tempest  urge. 

Like  Noah  in  the  ark. 

Then  tread  like  him  a  new  world's  shore, 

Thine  altar  build,  and  God  adore. 
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Leave  our  Jerusalem, 

Jehovah's  temple  and  his  rest ; 

Go  where'  no  Sabbath  rose  on  them, 

Whom  pagan  gloom  oppressed, 

Till  bright,  though  late,  around  their  isles, 

The  Grospel-dawD  awoke  in  smiles. 

Amidst  that  dawn,  from  far. 

Be  thine  expected  presence  shown ; 

Rise  on  them  like  the  morning-star 

In  glory  not  thine  own. 

And  tell  them,  while  thej  hail  the  sight. 

Who  tura'd  thy  darkness  into  light 

Point  where  his  hovering  rays 
Already  gild  their  ocean's  brim, 
Ereloeg  o'er  heaven  and  earth  to  blaze  ; 
Direct  all  eyes  to  Him, 
—  The  sun  of  righteousness,  who  brings 
Mercy  and  healing. on  his  wings. 

Nor  thou  disdain  to  teach 

To  savage  hordes  celestial  truth. 

To  infant*tongues  thy  mother's  speech. 

Ennobling  arts  to  youth. 

Till  warriors  fling  their  aims  aside. 

O'er  bloodless  fields  the  plough  to  guide. 

Train  them,  by  patient  toil, 

To  rule  the  waves,  subdue  the  ground. 
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Enrich  themselves  with  nature's  spoil. 
With  harvest-trophies  crown'd, 
Till  coral-reefs,  'midst  desert  seas, 
Become  the  new  Hesperides. 

Thus  then  in  peace  depart, 

And  angels  guide  thy  footsteps :  —  No ! 

There  is  a  feeling  in  the  heart, 

That  will  not  let  thee  go : 

Yet  go,  —  thy  spirit  stays  with  me ; 

Yet  go,  —  my  spirit  goes  with  thee. 

Though  the  broad  world,  between 

Our  feet,  conglobe  its  solid  mass ; 

Though  lands  and  oceans  intervene, 

Which  I  must  never  pass  ; 

Though  day  and  night  to  thee  be  changed, 

Seasons  reversed,  and  climes  estranged ;  — 

Yet  one  in  soul,  —  and  one 

In  faith,  and  hope,  and  purpose  yet, 

God's  witness  in  the  heavens,  yon  sun. 

Forbid  thee  to  forget 

Those  from  whose  eyes  his  orb  retires, 

When  thine  his  morning  beauty  fires ! 

When  tropic  gloom  returns, 
Mark  what  new  stars  their  vigils  keep. 
How  glares  the  wolf,  —  the  phoenix  bums, 
And  on  a  stormless  deep. 
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The  ship  of  heaven,  —  the  patriarch's  dove, 
The  emblem  of  redeeming  love.* 

While  these  enchant  thine  eje, 
O  think  how  often  we  have  walk'd. 
Gazed  on  the  glories  of  our  skj, 
Of  higher  glories  talk'd, 
TiU  our  hearts  caught  a  kindling  ray, 
And  bum*d  within  us  bj  the  waj. 

Those  hours,  those  walks  are  past, 
We  part ;  —  and  ne'er  again  may  meet : 
Why  are  the  joys  that  will  not  Iftaf 
So  perishingly  sweet  ?  ^ 

Farewell,  —  we  surely  meet  again 
In  life  or  death ;  —  farewell  till  then. 

Sheffield,  March  10, 1821. 

*  The  cross,  the  dove,  the  ship,  the  phoenix,  and  the  wolf,  are 
southern  constellations. 
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STANZAS 

t 

IN  MSMORT  OV 

THE    REV.   JAMES    HARVEY, 
OP    WESTON   FAVELL,   NORTHAMPTONSHIRE, 

WHO   DIED  ON   CHRISTMAS  DAY,   1758, 
AGED  43  YEARS. 

Composed  on  an  occasional  celebration  of  his  yirtues  and  talents^  at  that 

yiUa«^,  in  1888. 

Where  is  the  house  for  all  the  living  found? 

—  Go  ask  the  deaf,  the  dumb,  the  dead ; 
All  answer,  without  voice  or  sound. 
Each  resting  in  his  bed  ; 

Look  down  and  see. 
Beneath  thy  feet, 
A  place  for  thee  ; 

—  There  all  the  living  meet. 

Whence  come  the  beauteous  progeny  of  spring  ? 

—  They  hear  a  still,  small  voice, "  Awake  ! 
And  while  the  lark  is  on  the  wing, 
From  dust  and  darkness  break ; 
Flowers  of  all  hues 
Laugh  in  the  gale, 
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Sparkle  with  dews, 

And  dance  o'er  hill  and  dale. 

Who  leads  through  trackless  space  the  stars  of  night  ? 

—  The  Power  that  made  them  guides  them  still ; 

They  know  Him  not,  yet,  day  and  night,  ^ 

They  do  his  perfect  will : 

Unchanged  by  age, 

They  hold  on  high 

Their  pilgrimage 

Of  glory  round  the  sky. 

Stars,  flowers,  and  tombs   were  themes  for  solemn 

thought 
With  him  whose  memory  we  recall ; 
Yet  more  than  eye  can  see  he  sought : 
His  spirit  look'd  through  all. 
Keenly  discem'd 
The  truths  they  teach, 
Their  lessons  leam'd. 
And  gave  their  silence  speech. 

Go,  meditate  with  him  among  the  tombs, 
And  there  the  end  of  all  things  view  ; 
Visit  with  him  spring's  earliest  blooms, 
See  all  things  there  made  new ; 
Thence  rapt  aloof 
In  ecstasy. 

Hear,  ih)m  heaven's  roof, 
Stars  preach  eternity. 
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We  call  him  blessed  whom  the  Lobd  hath  blest 
And  made  a  blessing :  —  long  to  shed 
Light  on  the  living,  from  his  rest, 
And  hope  around  the  dead : 
Oh  1  for  his  lot, 
"Who  dwells  in  light. 
Where  flowers  fade  not, 
And  stars  can  And  no  night 
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ONE  WARNING  MORE. 

WRITTEN    FOR  DISTRIBUTIOST  ON  A  RAOB  COURSB,    1824. 

One  ferrent,  (kithful  warning  more 
To  him  who  heeded  none  before. 

The  flj  around  the  candle  wheels, 

Enjoys  the  sport,  and  gaily  sings, 

Till  nearer,  nearer  borae,  he  feels 

The  flame  like  lightning  singe  his  wings ; 

Then  weltering  in  the  gulf  below  he  lies, 

And  limb  by  limb,  scorch'd  miserably,  dies. 

From  bough  to  bough,  the  wild  bird  hops, 
Where  late  he  carolFd  blithe  and  free. 
But  downward,  downward,  now  he  drops, 
Faint,  fluttering,  helpless  from  the  tree. 
Where,  stretch'd  below,  with  eye  of  deadly  ray, 
The  eager  rattle-snake  expects  his  prey. 

Thou,  child  of  pleasure,  art  the  fly. 

Drawn  by  the  taper's  dazzling  glare ; 

Thou  art  the  bird  that  meets  an  eye, 

Alluring  to  the  serpent's  snare ; 

Oh  1  stay  :  —  is  reason  lost  ?  —  is  conscience  dumb  ? 

Be  wise,  be  wam'd,  escape  the  wrath  to  come. 
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Not  swifter  o'er  the  level  course, 

The  racer  glances  to  the  goal, 

Than  thou,  with  blind  and  headlong  force  j 

Art  running  on  —  to  lose  thy  soul ;  i 

Then,  though  the  w^orld  were  won,  how  dear  the  cost ! 

Can  the  whole  world  avail  a  spirit  lost  ? 


Death,  on  his  pale  horse,  following  fast. 

Gains  on  thy  speed,  —  with  hell  behind ; 

Fool !  all  thy  yesterdays  *are  past, 

To-morrow  thou  wilt  never  find ; 

To-day  is  hastening  to  eternity ; 

'*  This  night  thy  soul  shall  be  required  of  thee.** 
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THE  VEIL. 

There  is  a  veil  no  mortal  hand  can  draw, 
Whicli  hides  what  eye  of  mortal  never  saw ; 
Through  that  (each  moment  by  the  dying  riven) 
Could  but  a  glance  be  to  the  living  given, 
How  into  nothing,  less  than  nothing,  all 
Life's  vanities,  life's  verities  would  fall, 
And  that  alone  of  priceless  worth  be  deem'd, 
Which  is  most  lightly  by  the  world  esteem'd  ! 

Enough  is  known  ;  there  is  a  heaven,  a  hell ; 
Who  'scapes  the  last  and  wins  the  first  doth  well : 
Whither  away,  my  soul !  —  in  which  wouldst  thou 
Emerge  from  life,  were  death  to  smite  me  now  ? 

1884. 
VOL.  IV.  13 
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A  BEDDLE 

ADDRESSED  TO  E.   B.,   1820. 

I  KNOW  not  who  these  lines  may  see ; 
I  know  not  what  these  lines  will  be ; 
But,  since  a  word  in  season  sent, 
As  from  a  bow  at  hazard  bent, 
May  reach  a  roving  eye,  or  dart 
Conviction  to  a  careless  heart. 
Oh  I  that  an  arrow  I  could  find 
In  the  small  quiver  of  my  mind. 
Which,  with  unerring  aim,  should  strike 
Each,  who  encounters  it,  alike ! 

Reader !  attention  !  —  I  will  spring 
A  wondrous  thought;  'tis  on  the  wing; 
Guard  well  your  heart,  you  guard  in  vain. 
The  wound  is  made,  yet  gives  no  pain ; 
Surprise  may  make  your  cheek  to  glow, 
But,  courage !  none  but  you  can  know ; 
The  thought,  awaken'd  by  my  spell, 
Is  more  than  I  myself  can  tell. 
How  ?  —  search  the  chamber  of  your  breast, 
And  think  of  that  which  you  love  best  I 
I  Ve  raised  the  spirit,  but  cannot  lay  it, 
Your  secret  found,  but  can't  betray  it. 
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So,  ask  yourself^  —  "  What  will  this  be, 

A  thousand  ages  hence,  to  me  ?  " 

And  if  it  will  not  stand  the  fire. 

In  which  all  nature  shall  expire, 

Think,  —  ere  these  rhymes  aside  are  cast,  — 

As  though  the  thought  might  be  your  last, 

"  Where  shall  I  find  below,  above, 

An  object  worthy  of  my  love  ?  " 

Now  hearken,  and  forget  it  never,  — 
Love  that  which  you  may  love  for  ever. 


196 


MISCELLANIES. 


ON  A  WATCH-POCKET 


WORKED    BY   A.   L. 


Within  this  cuiious  case, 
Time's  sentinel  I  place, 
Who,  while  calm,  unconscious  slumber 
Shuts  creation  from  mine  eyes. 
Though  the  silent  gloom  shall  number 
Every  moment  as  it  flies, 
And  record,  at  dawn  of  day, 
Thrice  ten  thousand  past  away. 

On  each  of  these,  my  breath 
May  pause  'twixt  life  and  death, 
By  a  subtler  line  depending 
Than  the  ray  of  twinkling  light, 
Which  the  smallest  star  is  sending. 
Every  instant,  through  the  night ; 
Yea,  on  films  more  finely  spun. 
All  things  hang,  beneath  the  sun. 

Rapt  through  a  wildering  dream. 
Awake  in  sleep  I  seem ; 
Sorrow  wrings  my  soul  with  anguish, 
Joy  expands  my  throbbing  breast ; 
Now,  o*erwhelm'd  with  care,  I  languish. 
Now  serene  and  tranquil  rest ; 
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—  Morning  comes,  and  all  between 
Is  as  though  it  ne'er  had  been. 

But  Time  has  daylight  hours, 
And  man,  immortal  powers ; 
Waking  joj  and  sleepless  sorrow, 
Worldly  care  and  heavenly  peace  ; 
Life,  renew'd  with  every  morrow, 
Not  in  death  itself  shall  cease  ; 
Man,  through  all  eternity. 
What  he  here  hath  been  shall  be. 


May  she,  whose  skilful  hand 
This  fairy  net-work  planned. 
Still,  in  innocent  employment. 
Far  from  vanity  and  vice. 
Seek  the  Pearl  of  pure  enjoyment. 
On  her  path  to  Paradise  ; 
Time,  for  earth  or  heaven,  employed, 
(Both  have  claims)  is  time  enjoy'd. 

Each  day  to  her,  in  flight. 
Bequeathe  a  gem  at  night ; 
Some  sweet  hope,  some  hallowed  pleasure, 
From  remembrance  ne'er  to  part : 
Hourly  blessings  swell  the  treasure 
Hidden  in  her  grateful  heart, 
And  may  every  moment  past 
Leave  a  ray  to  gild  her  last. 

1821. 
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TO   CYNTHIA: 

L  yvvDi  TAdy,  oatMiwti  to  Ibt  Author,  vbo,  by  tetter,  re 

"  *  fltuiu,"  or  "  » lav  ILcLBB  In  bia  bandwritiDg-^' 

Sfibits  in  heaven  crh  interchange 
Thoughts  without  voice  or  sound  ; 
Spirits  on  earth  at  will  can  range, 
Wherever  man  is  found  ; 
Their  thoughts  (as  silent  and  as  fleet 
As  summer  lightnings  in  the  west. 
When  evening  sinks  to  glorious  rest,) 
In  written  symliols  meet. 

The  motion  of  a  feather  darts 
The  secrets  of  sequesler'd  hearts 
To  kindred  hearts  afar; 
As,  in  the  stillness  of  the  night, 
Quick  rajs  of  intermingling  light 
Sparkle  from  star  to  star. 

A  spirit  to  a  spirit  speaks, 
Where  these  few  letters  stand ; 
Strangers  alike,  —  the  younger  seeks 
A  token  from  the  hand, 
That  traced  an  unpretending  song, 
Whose  numbers  won  her  gentle  soul. 
While,  like  a  mountain-rill,  they  stole 
In  trembhng  harmony  along :  — 


I 
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What  shall  the  poet's  spirit  send 
To  his  unseen,  unseeing  friend  ? 
—  A  wish  as  pure  as  e'er  had  birtli 
In  thought  or  language  of  this  earth. 

Cynthia  is  young,  —  may  she  be  old ; 
And  fair  no  doubt,  —  may  she  grow  wrinkled ; 
Her  locks,  in  verse  at  least,  are  gold, 
May  they  turn  silver,  thinly  sprinkled  ; 
The  rose  her  cheek,  the  fire  her  eye, 
Touth,  health,  and  strength  successive  fly. 
And  in  the  end,  —  may  Cynthia  die ! 

"  Unkind  !  inhuman  ! "  —  Stay  your  tears  ; 
I  only  wish  you  length  of  years  ; 
And  wish  them  still,  with  all  their  woes, 
And  all  their  blessings,  till  the  close ; 
For  hope  and  fear,  with  anxious  strife, 
Are  wrestlers  in  the  ring  of  life, 
And  yesterday,  to-day,  to-morrow 
Are  but  alternate  joy  and  sorrow. 

Now  mark  the  sequel :  —  may  your  mind, 
In  wisdom's  paths,  true  pleasure  find, 
Grow  strong  in  virtue,  rich  in  truth. 
And  year  by  year  renew  its  youth  ; 
Till,  in  the  last  triumphant  hour. 
The  spirit  shall  ihQ  flesh  o'erpower, 
This  from  its  sufferings  gain  release, 
And  that  take  wing,  and  part  in  peace. 
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i.   PREAUBLE  TO   HER  ALBUU. 

"Utplrhinpoesls."— HoR.  Si  Aru  FatlUa,  j.  3S1, 

Two  lovely  sisl«ra  here  unite 
To  blend  improvement  with  delight,  — 
Painting  and  Poetry  engage 
To  deck  by  turns  the  varied  page. 

Here  every  glowing  picture  be 
The  quintessence  of  poesy, 
With  skill  so  exquisitely  wrought 
As  if  the  colors  were  pure  thought, 
—  Thought,  from  the  bosom's  inmost  cell 
By  magic  tints  made  visible, 
That,  while  the  eye  admires,  the  mind. 
As  in  a  glass,  itself  may  find. 

And  may  the  Poet's  verse,  alike, 
With  all  the  power  of  painting  strike, 
So  freelj',  so  divinely  trace 
In  every  line,  "the  line  of  grace," 
And  beautify  with  such  sweet  art 
The  image  chamber  of  the  heart. 
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That  Fancy  here  may  gaze  her  fill, 
Forming  fresh  scenes  and  shapes  at  will, 
Where  silent  words  alone  appear, 
Or,  borrowing  voiced  but  touch  the  ear. 

Yet  humble  Prose  with  these  shall  stand, 
Friends,  kindred,  comrades,  hand  in  hand, 
All  in  this  fair  inclosure  meet. 
The  lady  of  the  book  to  greet. 
And,  with  the  pen  or  pencil,  make 
The  leaves  love-tokens  for  her  sake. 


TO  MARGARET; 


Maroaret  !  we  never  met  before, 
And,  Margaret  1  we  may  meet  no  more ; 
What  shall  I  say  at  parting? 
Scarce  half  a  moon  has  run  her  race, 
Since  first  I  saw  your  fairy  face. 
Around  this  gay  and  giddy  place, 
Sweet  smiles  and  blushes  darting; 
Yet  from  my  soul,  I  frankly  teil, 
I  cannot  help  but  wish  you  welL 

I  dare  not  wish  you  stores  of  wealth, 
A  troop  of  friends,  unfailing  health, 
And  freedom  from  affliction ; 
I  dare  not  wish  you  beauty's  prize, 
Carnation  lips,  and  bright  blue  eyes, 
These  look  through  tears,  those  breathe  in  sighs ; 
Hear  then  my  benediction  ; 
Of  these  good  ^fb  be  you  possest 
Just  in  the  measure  God  sees  best. 


But,  little  Margaret,  may  you  he 
All  that  Sis  eye  delights  to  see, 
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All  that  He  loves  and  blesses  ; 

The  Lord  in  darkness  be  your  light, 

Your  help  in  need,  your  shield  in  fight, 

Your  comfort  in  distresses ; 

Your  hope  through  every  future  breath. 

And  your  eternal  joy  in  death  1 


MtSCELLANIEg. 


ON   THE  FIRST  LEAF  OF  MISS  J.'a  ALBUM. 

Wha-T  thoughts,  beyond  the  reach  of  thought 
To  gueaa  what  they  may  be, 
Shi^l  in  succession  here  be  brought 
From  depths  do  eye  can  see  I 

Those  thoughts  are  now  upon  their  way, 
Like  hght  from  stars  unseen, 
Though,  ere  they  reach  u3,  many  a  day 
And  year  may  intervene  :  — 

Thoughts,  which  shall  spring  in  friendship's  breast, 

Or  genius  touch  with  fire  ; 

Thoughts,  which  good  angels  may  suggest, 

Or  God  himself  inspire. 

Such,  o'er  theae  pages  pure  and  white, 
By  many  a  willing  band. 
Be  writ  in  characters  of  light, 
And  here  unfading  stand  1 

That  she  who  owns  the  whole  may  find, 
Reveal'd  in  every  part. 
The  trace  of  some  ingenuous  mind, 
The  love  of  some  warm  heart. 
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TO  MARY. 

Mabt  !  —  it  is  a  lovely  name, 
Thrice  honor'd  in  the  rolls  of  fame, 
Not  for  the  blazonry  of  birth, 
Nor  honors  springing  from  the  earth, 
But  what  evangelists  have  told 
Of  three,  who  bare  that  name  of  old  : 

—  Mary,  the  mother  of  our  Lord, 
Mary,  who  sate  to  hear  his  word. 
And  Mary  Magdalen,  to  whom 

Christ  came,  while  weeping  o'er  his  tomb  ; 
These  to  that  humble  name  supply 
A  glory  which  can  never  die. 

Mary !  my  prayer  for  you  shall  be, 

—  May  you  resemble  all  the  three 
In  faith,  and  hope,  and  charity. 


MISCKl.LARteS. 


SHORT-HAND. 


These  lines  and  dots  ni'c  locka  and  keys, 
In  narrow  space  to  treasui'e  thought, 
Whose  precious  hoards,  whene'er  you  please. 
Are  thus  to  light  from  darkness  bronglit. 

On  the  small  tahlet  of  your  heart. 
By  heaven'a  own  finger  be  engraved, 

Within,  without,  through  every  part, 
The  "  words  whereby  you  must  be  saved." 

There  the  bright  pages  of  God's  book, 
In  secret  characters  may  lie, 
Where  you  alone  have  power  to  look, 
While  hid  from  man  and  angel's  eye. 

Could  nature's  mysteries  all  be  found, 
Unbosom'd,  where  the  billows  roll. 
In  flowers  embroider'd  o'er  the  ground, 
Sy  stars  emblazon'd  round  the  pole;  — 

Less  were  the  sum  of  truth  reveal'd, 
Through  heaven,  and  earth,  and  sea  espress'd, 
Than  would  be  written,  sign'd,  and  seal'd, 
Once  and  for  ever,  in  your  breast. 
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THE  BLANK  LEAF. 

Faib  page  I  the  eye  that  looks  on  thee 
Ere  long  shall  slumber  in  the  dust, 
And  wake  no  more,  until  it  see 
The  resurrection  of  the  just : 
—  May  He,  to  whom  that  eye  belongs, 
Join  their  assembly  and  their  songs. 

Whose  is  that  eye?  —  Just  now  'tis  mine. 
But,  reader!  when  thou  look'st  'tis  thine. 

US6. 


Lie  here  embalin'd,  from  age  to  age  ; 
This  ia  the  album's  noblest  page, 
Though  every  glowing  leaf  be  fraught 
With  painting,  poetry,  and  thought ; 
Where  tracks  of  mortal  hands  are  seen, 
A  hand  invisible  hath  been, 
And  left  this  autograph  behind. 
This  image  from  the'  eternal  Mind ; 
A  vork  of  skill,  surpassing  sense, 
A  labor  of  Omnipotence  ; 
Though  frail  as  dust  it  meet  thine  eye. 
He  form'd  this  guat  who  built  the  sky. 

Stop — lest  it  vanish  at  thy  breath, 
This  speck  bad  life,  and  suffer'd  death. 
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AN  INFANT'S   ALBUM. 

i,  H.  B.  to  her  Friends  and  Contributors,  written  to  acoompany  her 
Portrait,  at  the  beginning  of  the  Book. 

Now  look  upon  my  face,  and  say, 
If  you  can  turn  your  eyes  away, 
Nor  grant  the  little  boon  I  ask, 
As  if  it  were  some  mighty  task. 

What  is  it  ?  —  Only  take  your  pen, 
Look  wise,  and  think  a  moment,  —  then 
Write  any  thing,  to  which,  for  shame, 
You  need  not  fear  to  put  your  name  ; 
Or,  with  the  penciFs  curious  skill. 
Draw  flowers,  birds,  figures,  —  what  you  will ; 
I,  like  my  elders  and  my  betters, 
Love  pictures  quite  as  well  as  letters. 
Thus,  page  by  page,  my  album  store. 
Till  it  an  album  be  no  more. 
But  richly  fill'd,  from  end  to  end, 
On  every  leaf  present  a  Friend. 

Now  look  upon  my  face,  and  see 
Yourself,  your  very  self,  in  me  ; 
Were  you  not  once  as  mild  and  meek. 
With  lip  demure,  and  plump  round  cheek  ? 
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Did  jon  not  sometimes,  too,  look  sly 
Out  of  the  comer  of  your  eye, 
As  if  you  held  an  infant's  jest. 
Like  a  bird  fluttering,  to  your  breast, 
Which  wanted  but  an  inch  of  wing. 
Up  through  the  air  to  soar  and  sing  ? 
So  I  can  feign  to  hide  a  joke. 
And  be  as  arch  as  graver  folk. 

Well,  time  runs  on,  and  I,  you  know, 
As  tall  and  stout  as  you  may  grow, 
Kay,  more  unlike  my  portrait  here. 
Than  ynu  just  now  like  me  appear. 
Ah !  then,  if  I  must  change  so  fast, 
What  will  become  of  me  at  last  ? 
—  A  poor,  old  woman  of  fourscore ! 
That's  a  long  way  to  look  before, 
So  I  would  learn  of  you,  meanwhile, 
How  best  the  journey  to  b^juile. 
Look  in  my  &ce  again,  you  'II  find 
The  album  of  an  infant's  mind, 
Unsoil'd  by  care,  unworn  by  grief, 
Like  new-fall'n  snow  each  maiden-lea^ 
On  which,  if  not  in  black  and  white, 
In  lines  eternal,  you  may  write 
All  that  is  lorely,  pure,  and  good, 
To  be  possess'd  or  understood. 

Then,  in  ikit  volume,  as  it  lies. 
Trace  words  and  pictures  to  my  eyes, 
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Which,  thence,  their  mystic  way  may  find, 

Into  that  album  of  my  mind, 

And  there  impress  each  opening  page, 

With  thoughts  for  childhood,  youth,  and  age ; 

Breathe  a  sweet  spirit  through  the  whole. 

That,  like  a  soul  within  my  soul. 

Shall,  by  the  early  impulse  given. 

Guide  me  on  earth,  and  bring  to  heaven. 

Let  every  leaf  unfold  a  text, 

Either  for  this  world  or  the  next ; 

To  learn  of  each,  I  'm  nothing  loth, 

They  tell  me  I  was  bom  for  both. 

Let  mirth  with  innocence  combine, 

And  human  knowledge  aid  divine. 

Thus  form'd  by  it,  and  it  by  you. 
This  Book  shall  render  each  their  due ; 
For  whoso  peeps  therein  may  start. 
As  though  he  look'd  into  my  heart ; 
And  if  he  did,  you  must  beware, 
That  he  would  see  your  image  there ; 
Then  grant  the  boon  with  such  a  grace. 
That  you  may  have  a  good,  warm  place : 
—  Walk  in,  walk  in ;  my  heart,  though  small, 
Is  large  enough  to  hold  you  all. 


1826. 


A    WEDDING    WISH. 


The  cynosure  of  midnight  skies 
Appears  but  one  to  seamen's  eyes, 
Yet  twain  there  are, 
And  each  a  star, 
Perhaps  a  sun  :  — 

May  you,  my  Friends,  reverse  the  view, 
And  while  on  earth  you  look  like  Two, 
From  heaven  be  seen  as  One ; 
Yea,  like  that  polar  symliol  be 
A  double  star  of  constancy," 
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MOTTO 

TO 

"A  poet's  portfolio." 

(FRAGMENT  OF  A  PAOK  OF  OBLIVIOK.) 

Fall'n  feathera  of  a  moulting  wing, 
Which  ne'er  again  may  soar ; 
Notes,  sung  in  autumn  M'oods,  where  Spring 
Shall  hear  their  sounds  no  more : 
Her  voice  and  plume  —  the  bird  renews  ; 
Man  fails  but  once ;  —  'tis  in  the  tomby 
His  strength  he  mews. 

1886. 
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THE  VALENTHra;  WEEATH. 

BosT-BED  the  hilla  appear 

With  the  light  of  morning, 

Beauteous  clouds,  in  ether  clear. 

All  the  east  adorning ; 

"WLite  through  mist  the  meadom  shin- ' 

Wake,  my  love,  my  Valentine  I 

For  thy  locks  of  raven  hue. 
Flowers  with  hoar-frost  pearly. 
Crocus-cups  of  gold  and  blue, 
Snow-drops  drooping  early, 
With  mezereon-eprigs  comhine ; 
Bise,  my  love,  my  Valentine ! 

O'er  the  nuu^  of  the  flood. 
Pluck  the  dmay,  peeping ; 
Through  the  dry  leaves  in  the  wood. 
Hunt  the  sorrel  creeping ; 
With  the  little  celandine. 
Crown  my  love,  my  Valentine ! 

Pansies,  on  their  lowly  stems, 
Scattered  o'er  the  fallows ; 
Hazel-buds,  with  crimson  gems, 
Green  and  glossy  sallows  ■, 
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Tufied  moss  and  ivy-twine, 
Deck  my  love,  my  Valentine ! 

Few  and  simple  flowerets  these ; 
Yet  to  me  less  glorious, 
Garden-beds  and  orchard-trees. 
Since  this  wreath  victorious 
Binds  thee  now  for  ever  mine, 
O  my  love,  my  Valentine  I 

1811. 
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THE  WIDOW. 

WrItMn  M  tlW  nquwt  of  t,  Ijujy,  who  furnished  Kreral  of  Ihf  Udu  u< 
tb«  pUa  or  Ibe  wLoLa. 

Ah  !  who  is  she  that  sits  and  weeps, 
And  gazes  on  the  narrow  mound  ? 

—  In  that  fresh  grave  her  true  love  sleeps. 
Her  heart  lies  with  him  in  the  ground: 
She  heeds  not,  while  her  babe,  at  play, 
Plucks  the  frail  flowers,  that  gaily  bloom, 
And  casts  them,  ei-e  they  fade  away. 

In  garlands,  on  its  father's  tomb; 

—  Unconscious  where  its  father  lies, 

"  Sweets  to  the  sweet ! "  the  prattler  cries ; 
Ah!  then  she  starts,  looks  up,  her  eyes  o'erflow 
With  all  a  mother's  love,  and  all  a  widow's  woe. 

Again  she  turns  away  her  head, 
Nor  marks  her  infant's  sportive  air, 
Its  cherub-cheeks  all  rosy -red, 
Its  sweet  blue  eyes  and  ringlet-hair ; 
Silent  she  turns  away  her  head, 
Nor  dare  behold  that  smile-bright  face, 
Where  live  the  fenturea  of  the  dead 
In  lineaments  of  fairy-grace; 
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For  there  at  once,  with  transport  wild, 
She  sees  her  husband  and  her  child ; 
Ah!  then  her  bosom  bums,  her  eyes  o*erfiow 
With  all  a  mother's  love,  and  all  a  widow's  woe. 

And  still  I  find  her  sitting  here, 

Though  dark  October  frowns  on  all ; 

And  from  the  lime-trees  rustling  near, 

The  scattered  leaves  around  her  fall ; 

O  then  it  charms  her  inmost  soul, 

It  suits  the  sadness  oilier  mind, 

To  watch  the  clouds  of  autumn  roll, 

And  listen  to  the  moaning  wind ; 

In  every  shadow,  every  blast. 

The  spirits  of  enjoyments  pass. 
She  sees,  she  hears ;  —  ah  I  then  her  eyes  o'erflow 
Not  with  the  mother's  love,  but  with  the  widow's  woe. 

Yon  peasant  dreads  a  gathering  storm, 

Yet  pauses  as  he  hastens  by, 

Marks  the  pale  ruin  of  her  form. 

The  desolation  of  her  eye  ; 

Beholds  her  babe  for  shelter  creep 

Behind  the  grave-stone's  dreary  shade, 

Where  all  its  father's  sorrows  sleep. 

And  all  its  mother's  hopes  are  laid ; 

Remembering  then  his  own  heart's  joy, 

A  rosy  wife,  a  blooming  boy  ; 
"  Ah  me ! "  he  sighs, "  when  I  am  thus  laid  low. 
Must  my  poor  partner  feel  a  widow'd  mother's  woe  ?  ** 
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He  gently  stretches  out  his  ami, 
And  calls  the  babe  in  accents  mild ; 
The  mother  slirieks  with  strange  Eklarm, 
And  snatches  up  her  wondering  child ; 
She  thought  that  voice  of  tender  tone, 
Those  accents  soft;,  endearing,  kind, 
Came  from  beneath  the  hollow  stone ! 
—  He  marks  the  wandering  of  her  mind, 
And  thankful  for  his  happier  lot. 
Seeks  the  warm  comforts  of  his  cot ; 

He  meets  his  wife;  —  ah*  then  his  eyes  o'erflow; 

She  feels  a  mother's  lore,  nor  dreads  a  widow's  woe- 

The  storm  redres ;  —  and  hark  1  the  bird, 
The  lonely  bird  of  autumn's  reign, 
From  the  church  pinnacle  is  heard ; 
0  what  a  clear  and  simple  strain  1 
See  the  delighted  mourner  start, 
While  Robin  red-breast's  evening  song 
Pours  all  its  sweetness  through  her  heart. 
And  soothes  it  as  it  trills  along : 
Then  gleams  her  eye,  her  fancy  hears 
The  warbled  music  of  the  spheres ; 
She  clasps  her  babe ;  she  feeb  her  bosom  glow. 
And  in  a  mother's  love  forgets  a  widow's  woe. 

Go  to  thine  home,  forsaken  &ir ! 
GiO  to  thy  solitary  home ; 
Thou  lovely  pilgrim,  in  despair, 
To  thy  saint's  shrine  no  longer  roam; 
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He  rests  not  here ;  —  thj  souFs  delight 
Attends  where'er  thy  footsteps  tread  ; 
He  watches  in  the  depth  of  night, 
A  guardian-angel  round  thy  bed ; 
And  still  a  father,  fondly  kind, 
Eyes  the  dear  pledge  he  left  behind : 
So  love  may  deem,  and  death  may  prove  it  so : 
—  In  heaven  at  least  there  is  no  widow's  woe ; 
Thither,  in  following  him,  with  thy  sweet  infant  go. 

1809. 
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IN  MEMORY  OP  E.  B., 


Hers  was  a  soul  of  fire  that  bum'd, 

Too  soon  for  us,  its  earthly  tent, 

But  not  too  soon  for  her  retum'd 

To  Him  from  whom  it  first  was  sent: 

Grave  I  keep  the  ashes,  till,  redeem'd  from  tliee, 

This  raoi'tal  puts  on  immortality. 

Hers  was  a  frame  so  frail,  so  fine. 

The  soul  was  seen  through  every  part, 

A  light  that  could  not  choose  but  shine 

In  eye  and  ulterance,  hand  and  heart ; 

That  soul  rests  now,  till  Glod,  in  his  great  day, 

Remoulds  his  image  from  this  perlsh'd  clay> 

Body  and  soul,  eternally. 

No  more  conflicting  nor  estranged, 

One  saint  made  perfect  then  shall  be. 

From  gloty  into  glory  changed : 

This  was  her  hope  in  life,  in  death ;  — may  I 

Live  like  the  righteous,  like  the  righteous  die. 


IN    MEMORY   OF   E.  G.  221 


IN  MEMORY  OF  E.  G. 

Soft  be  the  turf  on  thy  dear  breast, 
And  heavenly  calm  thy  lone  retreat : 
How  long'd  the  weary  frame  for  i-est ; 
That  rest  is  come,  and  O  how  sweet ! 

There 's  nothing  terrible  in  death ; 
'T  is  but  to  cast  our  robes  away, 
And  sleep  at  night,  without  a  breath 
To  break  repose  till  dawn  of  day. 

*Tis  not  a  night  without  a  morn, 
Though  glooms  impregnable  surround ; 
Nor  lies  the  buried  corse  forlorn, 
A  hopeless  prisoner  in  the  ground. 

The  darkest  clouds  give  lightnings  birth, 
The  pearl  is  form'd  in  ocean's  bed ; 
The  germ,  unperishing  in  earth. 
Springs  from  its  grave  as  from  the  dead. 

So  shall  the  relics  of  the  just ; 
In  weakness  sown,  but  raised  in  power, 
The  precious  seed  shall  leave  the  dust, 
A  glorious  and  immortal  flower. 
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But  art  thou  dead  ? —  must  we  deploK 
Joys  gone  for  ever  from  our  lot? 
And  shall  we  see  thy  fece  no  more, 
Where  all  reminds  us  —  thou  art  not? 

No, — live  while  those  who  love  thee  lire, 
The  stunted  sister  of  our  heart ; 
And  thought  to  thee  a  form  shall  give 
Of  all  thou  WBst,  and  all  thou  art :  — 

Of  all  thou  wast,  when  from  thine  eyea 
The  latest  beams  of  kindness  shone ; 
Of  all  thou  art,  when  &ith  descries 
Thy  spirit  bow'd  before  the  throne. 
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THE  RAINBOW. 


Sign  of  the  passing  storm, 

Symbol  of  wrath  gone  by, 
Bom  of  the  cloud  and  sun,  —  what  form 

Of  beauty  tracks  the  sky  ? 
From  Afric  to  the  isles  of  slaves 
The  rainbow  spans  the'  Atlantic  waves. 


Black,  white,  and  bond,  and  free, 
Castes  and  proscriptions  cease ; 

The  Negro  wakes  to  liberty, 
The  Negro  sleeps  in  peace ; 

Read  the  great  charter  on  his  brow, 

"  I  AM  a  Man,  a  Brother  now^ 
VOL.  ly.  15 
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THE  NEGRO  IS  FREE. 

(To  HoDn'i  Hslod^  oT  "  Sramd  th>  load  tJDiliicl  o'er  Eg; pi'i  dsik  »."! 

Blow  ye  the  Iniropet  abroad  o'er  the  sea ; 
Britannia  hath  conquer'd,  the  Negro  is  free : 

Sing,  for  the  pride  of  the  tyrant  ia  broken, 
His  scourges  and  fetters,  all  clotted  with  blood, 

Are  wrench'd  from  his  grasp,  for  the  word  was 
but  spoken, 
And  fetters  and  scourges  were  plunged  in  the  flood: 
Blow  ye  the  trumpet  abroad  o'er  the  sea, 
Britannia  hath  conquer'd,  the  Negro  is  free. 

Hail  to  Britannia,  lair  liberty's  isle ! 

Her  frown  qutul'd  the  tjrani,  the  slave  caught  her 

Fly  on  the  winds  to  tell  Afric  lie  story ; 

Say  to  the  molher  of  mourners,  "  Rejoice ! " 
Britannia  went  forth,  in  her  beauty,  her  glory, 

And  elavea  sprang  to  men  at  the  sound  of  her 
voice : 
— Praise  to  the  God  of  our  fathers ;  't  was  He, 
Jehovah,  that  conquer'd,  my  country !  by  thee. 
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No.  in. 

SLAVERY  THAT  WAS. 

Ages,  ages  have  departed 

Since  the  first  dark  vessel  bore 

Afiric's  children,  broken-hearted, 
To  the  Caribbean  shore ; 

She  like  Rachel, 
Weeping,  for  they  were  no  more. 

Millions,  millions  have  been  slaughtered 
In  the  fight  and  on  the  deep ; 

Millions,  millions  more  have  water'd. 
With  such  tears  as  captives  weep, 

Fields  of  travail. 
Where  their  bones  till  doomsday  sleep. 


Mercy,  mercy  vainly  pleading. 
Bent  her  garments,  smote  her  breast, 

Till  a  voice,  from  heaven  proceeding, 
Gladden'd  all  the  gloomy  west, 

"  Come,  ye  weary ! 

CJome,  and  I  will  give  you  rest !  *' 


i  80K(H   OK  TSE  ABOLITION 

Tidings,  tidings  of  ealvation ! 

Britons  rose  with  one  accord, 
Pulled  the  plague-spot  from  our  nation, 

Negroes  to  their  rights  restored ; 
Slaves  no  longer, 

Free-men,  —  Fbee-men  of  the  Lobd. 
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No.  IV. 
SLAVERY  THAT  IS  NOT. 

God  made  all  his  creatures  free ; 
Life  itself  is  liberty ; 
God  ordain'd  no  other  bands 
Than  united  hearts  and  hands. 

Sin  the'  eternal  charter  broke, 

—  Sin,  itself  earth's  heaviest  yoke ; 

Tyranny  with  sin  began, 

Man  o'er  brute,  and  man  o'er  man. 

Pass  five  thousand  pagan  years 
Of  creation's  groans  and  tears ; 
To  oppression's  climax  come, 
Li  the  crimes  of  Christendom. 


What  were  these  ?  —  Let  Afric's  sands, 
Ocean's  depths,  West  Indian  strands. 
In  the  day  of  wrath  declare : 
—  Oh  I  the  mercy  that  they  were  ;  — 

For  they  are  notf  —  cannot  be  ; 
Life  again  is  liberty ; 
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And  the  Negro's  only  bands 
Love-knit  hearts,  and  love-lmk'd  bauds. 


So  the  plague  of  slavery  cease ! 
So  return  primeval  peace ! 
While  the  ransom'd  tribes  record 
All  the  goodness  of  the  Lord 
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No.   V. 
THE  NEGRO'S  VIGIL: 

ON  THE  EVE  OF  THE  FIRST  OF  AUGUST,  1884. 

«  Tbey  that  watch  for  the  morning :  —  they  that  watch  for  the  morning.  ** 

P$alm  cxxx.  6. 

Hie  to  the  mountain  afar 

All  in  the  cool  of  the  even ; 
Led  by  yon  beautiful  star, 
First  of  the  daughters  of  heaven : 
Sweet  to  the  slave  is  the  season  of  rest, 

Something  far  sweeter  he  looks  for  to-night ; 
His  heart  lies  awake  in  the  depth  of  his  breast, 
And  listens   till    God   shall  say,  ^^Lei  there  be 
light !  " 


Climb  we  the  mountain,  and  stand 

High  in  mid-air,  to  inhale, 
Fresh  from  our  old  father-land, 
Balm  in  the  ocean-borne  gale : 
Darkness  yet  covers  the  face  of  the  deep ; 

Spirit  of  freedom  I  go  forth  in  thy  might, 
To  break  up  our  bondage  like  infancy's  sleep, 
The  moment  when  God  shall  say, "  Let  there  he 
light !  " 
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T&E  author  has  nothing  to  say  in  favor  of  the  fol- 
lowing verses,  except  that  they  are  the  sincere  trib- 
ute of  his  affections,  as  well  as  his  mind,  to  the 
Christian  virtues  of  the  deceased. 

Richard  Reynolds  was  one  of  the  Society  of 
Friends,  but,  as  far  as  human  judgment  can  extend, 
he  was  one  of  those  who  also  are  Christians,  not  in 
word  ouly  but  in  deed.  To  kU  memory  the  inhabi- 
tants of  Bristol  have  already  instituted  —  and  may 
their  posterity  perpetuate  it! — the  noblest  monu- 
ment, perhaps,  that  man  ever  raised  in  honor  of  his 
fellow  man.  This  will  be  sufficiently  explained  by 
the  following  advertisement :  — 

^  At  a  general  meeting  of  the  inhabitants  of  Bris- 
tol, held  in  the  Guildhall  of  that  city,  on  Wednes- 
day, the  2d  October,  11B18,  the  right  worshipful  the 
Mayor  in  the  chair :  —  It  was  unanimously  resolved. 
That,  in  consequence  of  the  severe  loss  which  soci- 
ety has  sustained  by  the  death  of  the  venerable 
Richard  Reynolds,  and  in  order  to  perpetuate,  as 
far  as  may  be,  the  great  and  important  benefits  he 
iias  conferred  upon  the  city  of  Bristol  and  its  vicin- 

(235) 


236  INTRODITCTION 

ity,  and  to  excite  others  to  imitate  the  example  of 
the  departed  philanthropist,  an  Association  be  formed 
under  the  designation  of '  Rejnolds's  Commemoration 
Society.' 

"  That  the  members  of  the  Society  do  consist  of 
life  subscribers  of  ten  guineas  or  upwards,  and  an- 
nual subscribers  of  one  guinea  or  upwards  ;  and  that 
the  object  of  this  Society  be  to  grant  relief  to  per- 
sons in  necessitous  circumstances,  and  also  occasional 
assistance  to  other  benevolent  institutions  in  or  near 
the  city,  to  enable  them  to  continue  or  increase  their 
usefulness,  and  that  especial  regard  be  had  to  the 
Samaritan  Society,  of  which  Richard  Reynolds  was 
the  founder. 

"  That  the  cases  to  be  assisted  and  relieved  be 
entirely  in  the  discretion  of  the  committee  ;  but  it 
is  recommended  to  them  ^not  to  grant  any  relief  or 
assistance  without  a  careful  investigation  of  the  cir- 
cumstances of  each  case ;  and  that,  in  imitation  of 
the  example  of  the  individual  whom  this  Society  is 
designed  to  commemorate,  it  be  considered  as  a  sa- 
cred duty  of  the  committee,  to  the  latest  period  of 
its  existence,  to  be  wholly  uninfluenced  in  the  dis- 
tribution of  its  funds  by  any^  considerations  of  sect 
or  party." 

The  third  piece  in  the  ensuing  series,  entitled 
"  A  Good  Man's  Monument,"  was  intended  for  a 
figurative  representation  of  this  sublime  and  univer- 
sal charity.  The  resemblance  ought  to  have  been 
iufficiently  obvious  without  being  pointed  out  here. 
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At  the  public  meeting,  mentioned  in  the  foregoing 
advertisement,  many  eloquent  panegyrics  were  pro- 
nounced on  the  character  of  Richard  Reynolds. 
Here  let  his  own  words  and  deeds  speak  for  him, 
in  a  few  cases,  which  were  made  public  on  that 
occasion. 

Mr.  Butterworth,  of  London,  said :  —  "  When  the 
first  subscription  was  opened  to  relieve  the  distress 
in  Grermany,  I  took  some  part  in  that  institution. 
Being  in  Bristol  soon  afterwards,  I  had  some  con- 
versation with  Mr.  Reynolds  on  the  subject  He 
made  many  judicious  observations  and  inquiries  as 
to  the  nature  of  the  distress,  and  the  best  mode  of 
distribution,  which  served  as  valuable  hints  to  the 
committee  in  London.  He  then  modestly  subscribed 
a  moderate  sum  with  his  name ;  but  shortly  afler,  the 
committee  received  a  blank  letter,  having  the  post- 
mark of  Bristol,  and  inclosing  a  Bank  of  England 
bill  for  five  hundred  pounds." 

Dr.  Pole  gave  the  following  account:  —  "It  is 
well  known  that  he  made  it  his  constant  practice 
from  religious  principle  annually  to  spend  the  whole 
of  his  income.  What  his  moderate  domestic  estab- 
lishment did  not  require,  he  disposed  of  in  subscrip- 
tions and  donations  for  promoting  whatever  was  use- 
fill  to  society,  as  well  as  to  lessen  the  sufferings  of 
the  afiiicted,  without  regard  to  names,  sects,  or  par- 
ties. At  one  particular  time  (if  I  am  rightly  in- 
formed,) he  wrote  to  a  friend  in  London,  acquaint- 
ing him  that  he  had  not,  that  year,  spent  the  whole 
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of  his  income,  requesting  that  if  he  knew  of  any 
particular  cases  claiming  charitable  relief,  he  would 
be  glad  to  be  informed.  His  friend  communicated 
to  him  the  distressing  situation  of  a  considerable 
number  of  persons  confined  in  a  certain  prison  for 
small  debts.  What  did  this  humane  and  generous 
philanthropist  do  on  this  representation  ?  He  cleared 
the  whole  of  their  debts.  He  swept  this  direful 
mansion  of  all  its  miserable  tenants.  He  opened  the 
prison  doors,  proclaimed  deliverance  to  the  captives, 
and  let  the  oppressed  go  free." 

Dr.  Stock  said  that  he  had  heard,  from  what  he 
considered  good  authority,  the  particulars  of  an  act 
of  princely  liberality. 

"  Mr.  Reynolds,  in  1795,  resided  at  Coalbrook 
Dale.  He  addressed  a  letter  to  some  friends  in  Lon- 
don, stating  the  impression  made  upon  his  mind  by 
the  distresses  of  the  community,  and  desiring  that 
they  would  draw  upon  him  for  such  sum  as  they 
might  think  proper.  They  complied  with  his  re- 
quest, and  drew,  in  a  very  short  time,  to  the  extent 
of  eleven  thousand  pounds.  It  appeared,  however, 
that  they  had  not  yet  taken  due  measure  of  his  liber- 
ality :  for,  in  the  course  of  a  few  months,  he  again 
wrote,  stating,  that  his  mind  was  not  easy,  and  his 
coffers  were  still  too  full.  In  consequence  of  which 
they  drew  for  nine  thousand  pounds  more ! " 

Mr.  Stephen  Prust  told  this  characteristic  anec- 
dote :  —  "  Mr.  Reynolds  having  applied  to  a  gentle- 
man whom  he   thought   rich,  but   who  was  really 
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only  in  circumstances  of  mediocrity,  to  stimulate  him 
to  give,  made  use  of  the  following  argument :  — 
'  When  gold  encircles  the  heart,  it  contracts  it  to 
such  a  degree,  that  no  good  can  issue  from  it ;  but 
when  the  pure  gold  of  faith  and  love  gets  into  the 
heart,  it  expands  it  so  that  the  last  drop  of  lifeblood 
will  flow  into  any  channel  of  benevolence.' " 

The  following  pleasing  circumstance  comes  from 
the  same  authority:  —  "A  lady  applied  to  him  on 
behalf  of  an  orphan.  After  he  had  given  liberally, 
she  said,  *  When  he  is  old  enough,  I  will  teach  him 
to  name  and  thank  his  benefactor.'  *  Stop  (said  the 
good  man),  thou  art  mistaken  —  we  do  not  thank  the 
clouds  for  the  rain.  Teach  him  to  look  higher,  and 
thank  Him  who  giveth  both  the  clouds  and  the  rain.* " 

The  Rev.  William  Thorpe,  in  the  course  of  a  most 
impressive  speech,  related  a  circumstance  which  strik- 
ingly exemplifies  the  humility  of  this  excellent  man : 
—  "  So  far  was  he  from  being  inflated  with  the  pride 
of  wealth,  that  he  spoke  the  genuine  sentiments  of 
his  heart,  when  he  said  to  a  friend  who  applied  to 
him  with  a  case  of  distress,  *  My  talent  is  the  meanest 
of  all  talents  —  a  little  sordid  dust ;  but  the  man  in 
the  parable,  who  had  but  one  talent,  was  accountable ; 
and  for  the  talent  that  I  possess,  humble  as  it  is,  I  am 
also  accountable  to  the  great  Lord  of  all.' " 

A  simple  but  noble  monument,  from  the  association 
of  illustrious  names,  was  erected  to  the  honor  of  Rich- 
ard Reynolds,  during  his  lifetime,  by  one  of  his  most 
fevored  friends,  who  entered  into  rest  long  before 
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him.  On  hearing  of  Lord  Nelson's  victory  at  Traf- 
algar, the  late  worthy  Mr.  John  Birtill,  of  Bristol, 
placed  a  marble  tablet  in  a  private  chapel  in  his 
dwelling-house,  bearing  this  inscription :  — 

JOHN  HOWARD.  \ 

JONAS  HANWAY.  j 

JOHN  FOTHERGILL,  M.  D. 

BICHARD  REYNOLDS. 

i 
*"  Not  unto  us,  O  Lord  I  not  unto  us,  but  unto  Thy  j 

Name  be  the  glory." 

Beneath  some  ample  hallo wM  dome. 

The  warrior's  bones  are  laid, 
And  blazon*  d  on  the  stately  tomb 

His  martial  deeds  display'd. 

Beneath  an  humbler  roof  we  place 

This  monnmental  stone, 
To  names  the  poor  shall  ever  bless, 

And  Charity  shall  own : 

To  soften  hnman  woe  their  caie. 
To  feel  its  sigh,  to  aid  its  prayer 
Their  work  on  earth,  not  to  destroy; 
And  their  reward — their  Master^s  joy. 

The  following  extract  of  a  letter,  from  a  benevo- 
lent friend  of  the  deceased,  introduces  a  most  in- 
teresting document,  written  spme  years  since  by  the 
departed  philanthropist :  —  "A  short  time  before 
the  last  illness  of  our  late  venerable  friend,  Mr. 
Beynolds,  I  had  a  pleasing  conversation  with  him 
on  the  subject  of  the  various  charities  in  this  dty 
which  he  had  so  liberally  patronized.     He  informed 
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me,  that  he  thought  it  right  to  be  his  own  executor, 
as  it  respected  these  and  other  charities ;  and,  in 
confirmation  that  this  had  long  been  his  opinion, 
put  into  my  hands  the  following  copy  of  a  letter  he 
had  written  twelve  years  ago  on  the  subject 

A.  T. 

'' Bristol,  Oct.  11, 161Q,** 


**  Bridgewater, 
"11th  of  6th  month,  1804. 

"  The  sentiment  to  which  thy  brother alludes, 

though  I  know  not  that  I  expressed  it  to  him,  was 
in  consequence  of  a  reference  to  some  post-mortuary 
charities,  if  thou  wilt  allow  of  the  expression,  when, 
adverting  to  the  saying  of  the  Apostle  that  we  were 
to  receive  hereafter  according  to  the  things  done  in 
the  body;  I  contended  that  these  were  not  deeds 
done  in  the  body ;  and  I  do  not  think  the  assertion 
need  be  qualified  by  the  alteration  thou  suggestest, 
of  being  best  done  while  we  are  in  the  body,  for  in 
the  case  under  consideration  we  keep  what  we  have 
as  long  as  we  are  in  the  body,  and  would  keep  it 
longer,  if  we  could.  All  that  we  do  is  to  prevent 
our  heirs  from  doing  as  we  have  done;  and  the 
deed  is  not  done,  either  by  them  or  by  us,  while  we 
are  in  the  body.  If  we  should  admit  there  is  any 
merit  in  the  deed,  it  certainly  cannot  belong  to  us 
who  do  it  not ;  and  that  which  we  do,  by  enjoining 
what  others  shall  do,  is  lessening,  as  much  as  we 
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can,  everj  thing  like  merit  in  them,  by  depriving 
them  of  a  free  agency,  especially  if  they  are  the 
persons  to  whom  the  money  would  have  gone,  if  we 
had  died  intestate;  these,  if  any,  have  a  right  to 
take  credit  on  account  of  the  act.  Perhaps  those, 
if  any  such  there  be,  who  prevent  others  from 
having  that  which  the  law  would  give  them,  would 
do  well  to  consider  whether  the  account  is  properly 
adjusted  by  their  obliging  those,  to  whom  they  do 
give  it,  to  apply  it  to  charitable  purposes  which  can 
do  them  no  credit ;  the  testator  certainly  can  claim 
none  as  far  as  a  deed  done  in  the  body,  which,  as  I 
said  before,  neither  was  then  done,  nor  would  have 
been  done,  had  he  continued  in  the  body.  I  am 
pleased  to  find  the  reflection  warmed  thy  heart.  I 
hope  it  will  move  thy  hands  also  upon  an  occasion 
of  which  the  same  post,  that  brought  me  thy  letter, 
brought  me  an  account,  styled  a  case  of  distress, 

relating  that ,  of ,  was  drowned  near , 

leaving  a  wife  and  nine  children,  without  any  pro- 
vision for  their  support;  that  contributions  would 
be  received  at  the  banks  there  till  the  5th  instant, 
after  which  time  the  inhabitants  would  be  applied  to 
personally.  I  suppose  thou  art  not  a  stranger  to  the 
case  —  most  likely  not  to  the  individuals ;  and,  as  a 
neighbor,  still  more  as  a  parent  of  a  numerous  off- 
spring, I  conclude  any  assistance  will  be  proportion- 
ably  liberal,  nor  the  less  for  its  being  a  deed  done  in 
the  body.  I  know  not  who  sent  me  the  case,  which 
I  did  not  receive  till  the  time  had  expired  for  public 
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contributions ;  nevertheless,  if  thou  wilt  infonn  me 
what  thou  and  others  have  done,  and  ye  have  left 
room  for  more,  though  a  stranger  to  the  persons,  and 
remote  from  the  place,  my  mite  shall  not  be  with- 
drawn by 

"  Thy  affectionate  friend, 

"Richard  Reynolds." 

Finally, "  mark  the  perfect  man,  and  behold  the 
upright ;  for  the  end  of  that  man  is  peace,*'  as  the 
annexed  authentic  document  will  testify. 


^ September  14, 1816.  —  Memorandum  respecting  the  lateBichard 

Beynolds. 

"In  the  spring  of  this  year,  his  anxious  friends 
thought  they  saw  in  his  countenance  indication^  of 
declining  health;  he  was  indeed,  about  this  time, 
frequently  complaining  of  weakness  and  loss  of  ap- 
petite. In  May  he  was  very  unwell  from  a  cold ; 
but  had  nearly  recovered  it,  when  a  bilious  attack 
reduced  him  considerably,  and  did  not  permanently 
yield  to  medical  skilL  Seeing  this,  he  was  urged 
to  try  the  waters  of  Cheltenham :  to  which  he  sub- 
mitted, evidently  to  satisfy  his  friends ;  for  his  mind 
was  fixed  on  the  probability,  that  the  complaint 
would  terminate  his  earthly  pilgrimage;  and  with 
this  view  he  frequently  expressed  himself  quite  sat- 
isfied, having  brought  his  mind  to  a  dependence 
only  on  the  mercy  of  God  in  Christ  Jesus.  He 
went  to  Cheltenham  the  7th  August ;  and  continued. 
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witli  but  little  variation  as  to  his  disorder,  till  Friday 
the  6th  September  —  walking  and  riding  out  every 
day,  and  even  driving  the  carriage  himself,  accom- 
panied by  his  daughter  or  cousin  only  —  on  which 
day  he  walked  out  before  breakfast ;  but  soon  after 
became  much  weaker;  and  towards  evening  de- 
clined rapidly.  On  Sunday,  however,  he  revived 
so  much  as  to  give  hope  that  it  would  be  possible 
to  remove  him  to  Bristol  the  next  day, — the  pros- 
pect of  which  had  before  appeared  to  be  agreeable 
to  him.  But  these  hopes  were  disappointed;  he 
sunk  again  in  the  course  of  that  night  never  to  re- 
vive. For  many  years,  he  had  not  been  confined 
to  his  bed  a  whole  day ;  and,  during  this  illness,  he 
got  up  and  sat  at  table  with  the  family  at  all  their 
meals,  till  Monday,  his  last  day,  when  he  was  induced 
by  his  friends  to  lie  in  bed  till  the  afternoon ;  then 
he  arose,  drank  tea  with  them  in  another  room,  and 
went  to  bed  at  his  usual  time.  At  ^ye  o'clock  next 
morning,  an  alteration  for  the  worse  appearing  in  his 
breathing,  some  of  his  relatives,  who  had  retired  for 
a  while,  were  called  to  him ;  but  none  of  them 
thought  his  end  so  near.  He  had  before  desired 
that  his  daughter  would  be  with  him  at  his  close ; 
and  now  about  six  o'clock,  raising  himself  a  little,  he 
signified  that  she  should  go  to  the  other  side  of  the 
bed ;  when,  turning  on  his  side,  and  taking  her  hand 
in  his,  and  pressing  it,  he  quietly,  and  almost  imper- 
ceptibly, expired !  —  A  silence,  which  can  hardly  be 
described,  pervaded  the  room ;  no  one  quitting  the 
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awful  scene  for  more  than  an  hour.  This  was  the 
10th  September,  1816.  *Know  ye  not  that  there  is 
a  prince  and  a  great  man  fallen  this  day  in  Israel  ?  * 

"  A  few  days  previously  to  this  event,  after  some- 
thing consolatory  had  been  ministered  by  an  endeared 
female  friend,  he  said,  ^  My  faith  and  hope  are,  as 
they  have  long  been,  on  the  mercy  of  God,  through 
Jesus  Christ,  who  was  the  propitiation  for  my  sins, 
and  not  for  mine  only,  but  for  the  sins  of  the  whole 
world.' 

**  During  his  illness  he  was  exceedingly  placid,  and 
kind  to  everybody ;  his  countenance  and  conduct  in- 
dicating that  all  within  was  peace.  No  alai*m,  no 
regret,  at  leaving  a  world  in  which  no  one  perhaps 
had  more  of  its  real  blessings  to  relinquish  —  the 
love,  the  veneration  of  all  around  him ;  but,  on  the 
contrary,  a  willingness  to  yield  up  his  spirit  to  him 
who  gave  it,  and  had  sanctified  it  by  the  blood  of 
the  Redeemer." 


1 


VERSES 


TO  THE  MEMOBT  OF 


THE   LATE   MCHARD   REYNOLDS. 


THE  DEATH   OP  THE  RIGHTEOUS. 

This  place  is  holy  ground ; 

World,  with  thy  cares,  away ! 
Silence  and  darkness  reign  around, 
But,  lo !  the  break  of  day : 
What  bright  and  sudden  dawn  appears, 
To  shine  upon  this  scene  of  tears  ? 

'T  is  not  the  morning  light, 

That  wakes  the  lark  to  sing ; 
T  is  not  a  meteor  of  the  night, 
Nor  track  of  angel's  wing : 
It  is  an  uncreated  beam. 
Like  that  which  shone  on  Jacob's  dream. 
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Eternity  and  Time 

Met  for  a  moment  here ; 
From  earth  to  heaven,  a  scale  suhlime 
Rested  on  either  sphere, 
Whose  steps  a  saintly  figure  trod, 
By  Death's  cold  hand  led  home  to  God. 

He  landed  in  our  view, 

'Midst  flaming  hosts  above ; 
Whose  ranks  stood  silent,  while  he  drew 
Nigh  to  the  throne  of  love, 
And  meekly  took  the  lowest  seat, 
Yet  nearest  his  Redeemer's  feet. 

Thriird  with  ecstatic  awe, 

Entranced  our  spirits  fell. 
And  saw  —  yet  wist  not  what  they  saw 
And  heard  —  no  tongue  can  tell 
What  sounds  the  ear  of  rapture  caught, 
What  glory  filFd  the  eye  of  thought. 

Thus  far  above  the  pole, 

On  wings  of  mounting  fire, 
Faith  may  pursue  the'  enfranchised  soul, 
But  soon  her  pinions  tire ; 
It  is  not  given  to  mortal  man 
Eternal  mysteries  to  scan. 

—  Behold  the  bed  of  death ; 
This  pale  and  lovely  clay ; 


OP   RICHARD    REYNOLDS. 

Heard  ye  the  sob  of  parting  breath  ? 
Mark'd  ye  the  eye's  last  ray  ? 
No ;  —  life  so  sweetly  ceased  to  be, 
It  lapsed  in  immortality. 

Could  tears  revive  the  dead, 

Rivers  should  swell  our  eyes  ; 
Could  sighs  recall  the  spirit  fled, 
"We  would  not  quench  our  sighs, 
Till  love  relumed  this  alter'd  mien, 
And  all  the'  embodied  soul  were  seen. 
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Bury  the  dead  ;  —  and  weep 

In  stillness  o'er  the  loss ; 
Bury  the  dead ;  —  in  Christ  they  sleep, 
Who  bore  on  earth  his  cross. 
And  from  the  grave  their  dust  shall  rise, 
In  his  own  image  to  the  skies. 
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n. 

THE   MEMOBT   OP  THE  JUST. 

Strike  a  louder,  loftier  lyre ; 

Bolder,  sweeter  strains  employ ; 
Wake,  Remembrance !  —  and  inspire 

Sorrow  with  the  song  of  joy. 

Who  was  He,  for  whom  our  tears 
Flow'd,  and  will  not  cease  to  flow  ? 

—  Full  of  honors  and  of  years. 
In  the  dust  his  head  lies  low. 

Yet  resurgent  from  the  dust, 
Springs  aloft  his  mighty  name ; 

For  the  memory  of  the  Just 
Lives  in  everlasting  fame. 

He  was  One,  whose  open  face 
Did  his  inmost  heart  reveal ; 

One,  who  wore  with  meekest  grace, 
On  his  forehead.  Heaven's  broad  seal. 

Kindness  all  his  looks  express'd, 

Charity  was  every  word ; 
Him  the  eye  beheld,  and  bless'd ; 

And  the  ear  rejoiced  that  heard. 


OF   RICHARD    REYNOLDS. 

Like  a  patriarchal  sage, 

Holy,  humble,  courteous,  mild. 
He  could  blend  the  awe  of  age 

With  the  sweetness  of  a  child. 


251 


As  a  cedar  of  the  Lord, 

On  the  height  of  Lebanon, 
Shade  and  shelter  doth  afford, 

From  the  tempest  and  the  sun :  — 

While  in  green  luxuriant  prime. 
Fragrant  airs  its  boughs  diffuse. 

From  its  locks  it  shakes  sublime. 
O'er  the  hills,  the  morning  dews:  — 

Thus  he  flourished,  tall  and  strong, 
Glorious  in  perennial  health  ; 

Thus  he  scattered,  late  and  long, 
All  his  plenitude  of  wealth ! 

Wealth,  which  prodigals  had  deem'd 
Worth  the  souFs  uncounted  cost ; 

Wealth,  which  misers  had  esteem'd 
Cheap,  though  heaven  itself  were  lost 

This,  with  free  unsparing  hand 
To  the  poorest  child  of  need, 

This  he  threw  around  the  land, 
Like  the  sower's  precious  seed. 
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In  the  world's  great  harvest  day, 
Every  grain  on  every  ground, 

Stony,  thorny,  by  the  way. 

Shall  an  hundred  fold  be  found. 

Yet,  like  noon's  refulgent  blaze, 
Though  he  shone  from  east  to  west. 

Far  withdrawn  from  public  gaze. 
Secret  goodness  pleased  him  best. 

As  the  sun,  retired  from  sight. 

Through  the  purple  evening  gleams, 

Or,  unrisen,  clothes  the  night, 
In  the  morning's  golden  beams : 

Thus  beneath  the'  horizon,  dim. 
He  would  hide  his  radiant  head, 

And  on  eyes  that  saw  not  him. 
Light  and  consolation  shed. 

Oft  his  sHent  spirit  went. 

Like  an  angel  from  the  throne, 

On  benign  commissions  bent. 
In  the  fear  of  God  alone. 


Then  the  widow's  heart  would  sing. 
As  she  tum'd  her  wheel,  for  joy ; 

Then  the  bliss  of  hope  would  spring 
On  the  outcast  orphan  boy. 


OP   RICHARD   REYNOLDS. 

To  the  blind,  the  deaf,  the  lame, 

To  the  ignorant  and  vile, 
Stranger,  captive,  slave,  he  came 

With  a  welcome  and  a  smile. 

Help  to  all  he  did  dispense, 
Gold,  instruction,  raiment,  food, 

Like  the  gifts  of  Providence, 
To  the  evil  and  the  good. 

Deeds  of  mercy,  deeds  unknown, 

Shall  eternity  record. 
Which  he  durst  not  call  his  own, 

For  he  did  them  to  the  Lord. 

As  the  earth  puts  forth  her  flowers. 
Heavenward  breathing  from  below  ; 

As  the  clouds  descend  in  showers, 
When  the  southern  breezes  blow. 


253 


Thus  his  renovated  mind. 

Warm  with  pure  celestial  love, 

Shed  its  influence  on  mankind. 
While  its  hopes  aspired  above. 

Full  of  faith  at  length  he  died. 
And  victorious  in  the  race. 

Won  the  crown  for  which  he  vied 
—  Not  of  merit,  but  of  grace. 


j    COUIIEMORATION 


A   &00D  HAM  8   MONUMENT. 

The  pyre,  that  bums  the  aged  BranuD'a  bones 
Buns  cold  in  blood,  and  issues  living  groans, 
When  the  whole  Haram  with  the  husband  dies, 
And  demons  dance  around  the  sacrifice. 

In  savage  realms,  when  tyrants  yield  their  breath. 

Herds,  fiocks,  and  slaves,  attend  their  lord  in  death; 
Arms,  chariots,  carcasses,  a  horrid  heap, 
Bust  at  bis  Bide,'or  share  his  mouldering  sleep. 

When  heroes  fall  triumphant  on  the  plwn; 
For  millions  conquer'd,  and  ten  thousands  slain  ; 
For  cities  levell'd,  kingdoms  drench'd  in  blood, 
Navies  annihilated  on  the  flood ; 
—  The  pageantry  of  public  grief  requires 
The  splendid  homage  of  heroic  lyres  ; 
And  genius  moulds  impassion'd  brass  to  breathe 
The  deathless  spirit  of  the  dust  beneath. 
Calls  marble  honor  from  its  cavem'd  bed, 
And  bids  it  live — the  proxy  of  the  dead. 

Eeynolds  expires,  a  nobler  chief  than  these ; 
No  blood  of  widows  stains  his  obsequies  ; 
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But  widows'  tears,  in  sad  bereavement,  fall, 

And  foundling  voices  on  their  father  call : 

No  slaves,  no  hecatombs,  his  relics  crave, 

To  gorge  the  worm,  and  crowd  his  quiet  grave ; 

But  sweet  repose  his  slumbering  ashes  find. 

As  if  in  Salem's  sepulchre  enshrin*d ; 

And  watching  angels  waited  for  the  day. 

When  Christ  should  bid  them  roll  the  stone  away. 


Not  in  the  fiery  hurricane  of  strife, 
*Midst  slaughtered  legions,  he  resigned  his  life ; 
But  peaceful  as  the  twilight's  parting  ray. 
His  spirit  vanish'd  from  its  house  of  clay. 
And  left  on  kindred  souls  such  power  imprest. 
They  seem'd  with  him  to  enter  into  rest. 
Hence  no  vain  pomp,  no  glory  to  prolong. 
No  airy  immortality  of  song ; 
No  sculptured  imagery,  of  bronze  or  stone. 
To  make  his  lineaments  for  ever  known, 
Reynolds  requires  :  —  his  labors,  merits,  name, 
Demand  a  monument  of  surer  fame ; 
Not  to  record  and  praise  his  virtues  pasty 
But  show  them  living,  while  the  world  stall  last ; 
Not  to  bewail  one  Reynolds,  snatch'd  from  earth. 
But  give,  in  every  age,  a  Reynolds  birth  ; 
In  every  age  a  Reynolds  ;  bom  to  stand 
A  prince  among  the  worthies  of  the  land. 
By  Nature's  title,  written  in  his  face : 
More  than  a  Prince  —  a  sinner  saved  by  grace, 
Prompt  at  his  meek  and  lowly  Master's  call 
To  prove  himself  the  minister  of  all. 
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Bristol !  to  thee  the  eye  of  Albion  turns  j 
At  thouglit  of  thee  thy  counfry'a  spirit  bums ; 
For  in  thy  walls,  as  on  her  dearest  ground, 
Are  "  British  mind^  ^nd  British  manners  "found: 
And  'midst  the  wealth,  which  Avon's  waters  pour 
From  every  clime,  on  tliy  commercial  shore, 
Thou  hast  a  native  mine  of  worth  untold ; 
Thine  heart  is  not  encased  in  rigid  gold, 
Wither'd  to  mummy,  steel'd  against  distress; 
No  —  free  as  Severn's  waves,  that  spring  to  blesa 
Their  parent  hills,  but  as  they  roll  expand 
In  ardent  beauty  through  a  lovelier  land, 
And  widening,  brightening  to  the  western  sun, 
In  floods  of  glorj-  through  thy  channel  run ; 
Thence,  mingling  with  the  boundless  tide,  are  hurl'd 
In  Ocean's  chariot  round  the  utmost  world : 
Thus  flow  thine  heart-streams,  warm  and  unconfined, 
At  home,  abroad,  to  woe  of  every  kind. 
Worthy  wert  thou  of  Reynolds ;  —  worthy  he 
To  rank  the  first  of  Britons  even  in  thee. 
Reynolds  is  dead ;  —  thy  lap  receives  his  dust 
Until  the  resurrection  of  the  just : 
Beynolds  is  dead ;  but  while  thy  rivers  roll, 
Immortal  in  thy  bosom  live  his  soul  I 

Go,  build  his  raonuraeut:  —  and  let  it  be 
Firm  as  the  land,  but  open  as  the  sea. 
Low  in  his  grave  the  strong  foundations  He, 
Yet  be  the  dome  expansive  as  the  sky, 
On  crystal  pillars  resting  from  above, 
1(3  sole  supporters  —  vrorix  o/fail/i  and  love  ; 
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So  clear,  so  pure,  that  to  the  keenest  siglil, 
They  cast  no  shadow :  all  within  be  light : 
No  walls  divide  the  area,  nor  inclose ; 
Charter  the  whole  to  every  wind  that  blows ; 
Then  rage  the  tempest,  flash  the  lightnings  blue, 
And  thunders  roll,  —  they  pass  unharming  through. 

One  simple  altar  in  the  midst  be  placed, 
With  this,  and  only  this,  inscription  graced, 
The  song  of  angels  at  ImmanueFs  birth, 
"  Glory  to  God !  good-will  and  peace  on  earth." 
There  be  thy  duteous  sons  a  tribe  of  priests. 
Not  offering  incense,  nor  the  blood  of  beasts. 
But  with  their  gifts  upon  that  altar  spread ; 

—  Health  to  the  sick,  and  to  the  hungry  bread. 
Beneficence  to  all,  their  hands  shall  deal. 
With  Reynolds'  single  eye  and  hallow'd  zeal. 
Pain,  want,  misfortune,  thither  shall  repair ; 
Folly  aYid  vice  reclaimed  shall  worship  there 
The  God  of  him  —  in  whose  transcendent  mind 
Stood  such  a  temple,  free  to  all  mankind  : 

Thy  God,  thrice-honor'd  city !  bids  thee  raise 
That  fallen  temple,  to  the  end  of  days : 
Obey  his  voice ;  fulfil  thine  high  intent ; 

—  Yea,  be  thyself  the  Good  MarCs  Monument ! 
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SCRIPTURAL   SUBJECTS. 


THE  SAND  AND  THE  ROCK. 
"  I  will  open  my  dark  saying  upon  the  harp/'  —  PtcUm  xlix.  ^ 


Part  L 


DESTRUCTION. 


I  BUILT  my  house  upon  the  sand, 

And  saw  its  image  in  the  sea, 
THat  seem'd  as  stable  as  the  land, 

And  beautiful  as  heaven  to  me. 

For  in  the  clear  and  tranquil  tide, 

As  in  a  nether  firmament. 
Sun,  moon,  and  stars  appear'd  to  glide, 

And  lights  and  shadows  came  and  went 

I  ate  and  drank,  I  danced  and  sung, 
Reclined  at  ease,  at  leisure  stroll'd, 
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Collecting  shells  and  pebbles,  flung 
Upon  the  beach,  for  gems  and  gold. 

I  said  unto  my  soul,  "  Rejoice ! 

In  safety,  wealth,  and  pleasure  here ; " 
But  while  I  spake  a  secret  voice. 

Within  my  bosom,  whisper'd  "  Fear !  ** 

I  heeded  not,  and  went  to  rest, 

Prayerless,  once  more,  beneath  my  roof, 
Nor  deem'd  the  eagle  on  his  nest 

More  peril-free,  more  tempest-proof. 

But  in  the  dead  and  midnight  hour 
A  storm  came  down  upon  the  deep ; 

Wind,  rain,  and  lightning,  such  a  stour, 
Methought  't  was  doomsday  in  my  sleep. 

I  strove,  but  could  not  wake,  —  the  stream 

Beat  vehemently  on  my  wall ; 
I  felt  it  tottering  in  my  dream ; 

It  fell,  and  dreadful  was  the  fall. 

Swept  with  the  ruins  down  the  flood, 

I  woke ;  home,  hope,  and  heart  were  gone ; 

My  brain  flash'd  fire,  ice  thrill'd  my  blood ; 
Life,  life  was  all  I  thought  upon. 

Death,  death  was  all  that  met  my  eye ; 

Deep  swallow'd  deep,  wave  buried  wave ; 
I  look'd  in  vain  for  land  and  sky ; 

All  was  one  sea,  —  that  sea  one  grave. 
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I  Struggled  through  the  strangling  tide, 
As  though  a  bowstring  wrung  my  neck  ; 

"  Help  I  help  I "  voice  faiPd,  —  I  fain  had  cried, 
And  clung  convulsive  to  the  wreck. 

Not  long,  —  for  suddenly  a  spot 

Of  darkness  feU  upon  my  brain, 
Which  spread  and  press'd,  till  I  forgot 
All  pain  in  that  excess  of  pain. 


Part  II. 


TRANSITION. 

Two  woes  were  past ;  a  worse  befell ; 

When  I  revived,  the  sea  had  fled  ; 
Beneath  me  yawn*d  the  gulf  of  hell, 

Broad  as  the  vanished  ocean's  bed. 

Downward  I  seera'd  to  plunge  through  space, 
As  lightning  flashes  and  expires. 

Yet  —  how  I  knew  not  —  tum*d  my  face 
Away  from  those  terrific  fires  ;  — 

And  saw,  in  glory  throned  afar, 

A  human  form  yet  all  divine 
Beyond  the  track  of  sun  or  star. 

High  o'er  all  height  it  seem*d  to  shine. 

*Twas  He  who  in  the  furnace  walk'd 
With  Shadrach,  and  controlled  its  power ; 
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'Twas  He  with  whom  Elias  talk'd, 
In  his  transfiguration-hour. 

Twas  He  whom,  in  the  lonely  Isle 

Of  Patmos,  John  in  spuit  saw ; 
And  at  the  lightning  of  his  smile, 

Fell  down  as  dead,  entranced  with  awe. 

From  his  resplendent  diadem, 

A  ray  shot  through  mine  inmost  soul ; 

**  Could  I  but  touch  his  garment's  hem," 

Methought, "  like  her  whom  faith  made  whole !  ** 

Faith,  faith  was  given ;  —  though  nigh  and  nigher, 
Swift  verging  tow'rds  the  gulf  below, 

I  stretch'd  my  hand  ;  —  but  high  and  higher, 
Ah  me  1  the  vision  seem'd  to  go. 

"  Save  Lord,  I  perish  ! "  —  while  I  cried, 

Some  miracle  of  mercy  drew 
My  spirit  upward ;  —  hell  yawn*d  wide, 

And  followed ;  —  upwards  still  I  flew :  — 

And  upwards  still  the  surging  flame 
Pursued; — yet  all  was  clear  above. 

Whence  brighter,  sweeter,  kindlier  came 
My  blessed  Saviour's  looks  of  love. 

Till  with  a  sudden  flash  forth  beam'd 

The  fulness  of  the  Deity  :  — 
Heirs  jaws  collapsed  ;  I  felt  redeemed ; 

The  snare  was  broken,  I  was  free. 
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A  voice  from  heaven  proclaimed,  —  "  *T  is  done  I " 
Then,  like  a  homeward  ray  of  light 

From  the  last  planet  to  the  sun, 
I  darted  through  the  abyss  of  night. 

Till  He  put  forth  his  hand,  to  meet 

IVIine,  grasping  at  infinity ; 
He  caught  me,  set  me  on  my  feet ; 

I  fell  at  his  in  ecstasy. 

What  followed,  human  tongue  in  vain 
Would  question  language  to  disclose : 

Enough,  —  that  I  was  born  again  ; 
From  death  to  life  that  hour  I  rose. 


Part  III. 


RESTITUTION. 

I  built  once  more,  but  on  a  rock 

(Faith's  strong  foundation  firm  and  sure) 
Fix*d  mine  abode,  the  heaviest  shock 

Of  time  and  tempest  to  endure. 

Not  small,  nor  large,  not  low,  nor  high, 
Midway  it  stands  upon  the  steep. 

Beneath  the  storm-mark  of  the  sky. 
Above  the  flood-mark  of  the  deep. 
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And  here  I  humbly  wait,  while  H 
Who  pluck'd  me  from  the  lowes 

Prepares  a  heavenly  house  for  me 
Then  calls  me  home  with  Him 
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AT  HOME  IN  HEAVEN. 

1  Thess.  iy.  17. 

PART   I. 

^  For  ever  with  the  Lord  ! " 

Amen,  so  let  it  be ; 
Life  &om  the  dead  is  in  that  word, 

'Tis  immortality. 

Here  in  the  body  pent, 
Absent  &om  Him  I  roam ; 

Yet  nightly  pitch  my  moving  tent 
A  day's  march  nearer  home. 

My  Father's  house  on  high, 
Home  of  my  soul,  how  near, 

At  times,  to  faith's  foreseeing  eye, 
Thy  golden  gates  appear  1 

Ah !  then  my  spirit  faints 
To  reach  the  land  I  love. 

The  bright  inheritance  of  saints, 
Jerusalem  above. 


Yet  clouds  will  intervene. 
And  all  ray  prospect  flies ; 
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Like  Noah's  dove,  I  flit  between 
Rough  seas  and  stormy  skies. 

Anon  the  clouds  dispart, 

The  winds  and  waters  cease, 

While  sweetly  o'er  my  gladden'd  heart 
Expands  the  bow  of  peace. 

Beneath  its  glowing  arch, 
Along  the  hallow'd  ground, 

I  see  cherubic  armies  march, 
A  camp  of  fire  around. 

I  hear  at  mom  and  even, 
At  noon  and  midnight  hour. 

The  choral  harmonies  of  heaven 
Earth's  Babel-tongues  o'erpower. 

Then,  then  I  feel  that  He, 

(Remember'd  or  forgot,) 
The  Lord  is  never  far  from  me, 

Though  I  perceive  Him  not. 


PART   II. 


In  darkness  as  in  light, 
Hidden  alike  from  view, 

I  sleep,  I  wake  within  his  sight. 
Who  looks  existence  through. 
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From  the  dim  hour  of  birth, 
Through  every  changing  state 

Of  mortal  pilgrimage  on  earth, 
Till  its  appointed  date ; 

All  that  I  am,  have  been. 

All  that  I  yet  may  be, 
He  sees  at  once,  as  He  hath  seen 

And  shall  for  ever  see. 

How  can  1  meet  His  eyes  ? 

Mine  on  the  cross  I  cast. 
And  own  my  life  a  Saviour's  prize, 

Mercy  from  first  to  last. 

"  For  ever  with  the  Lord  ! " 
—  Father,  if  't  is  thy  will. 

The  promise  of  that  faithful  word, 
Even  here  to  me  fulfil. 

Be  thou  at  my  right  hand, 

Then  can  I  never  fail ; 
Uphold  Thou  me,  and  I  shall  stand. 

Fight,  and  I  must  prevail. 

So  when  my  latest  breath 
Shall  rend  the  veil  in  twain. 

By  death  I  shall  escape  from  death. 
And  life  eternal  gain. 

Knowing  as  I  am  known. 
How  shall  I  love  that  word, 
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And  oft  repeat  before  the  throne, 
"  For  ever  with  the  Lord  1 " 

Then  though  the  goul  enjoj 

Gomiuunion  high  and  sweet, 
While  worms  this  body  must  destroy, 

Both  Bhall  in  glory  meet. 

The  trump  of  final  doom 

Will  speak  the  self-same  word, 

And  heaven's  voice  thunder  through  Ihe  toi 
"For  ever  with  the  Lord!" 

The  tomh  shall  echo  deep 

That  death-awakening  sound ; 

The  saints  shaU  hear  it  in  their  sleep 
And  answer  from  the  ground. 

Then  upward  as  they  fly, 

That  resurrection-word 
Shall  be  their  shout  of  victory, 

"  For  ever  with  the  Lord  I " 

That  resurrection-word, 

That  shout  of  victory, 
Once  more, — "  For  ever  with  the  Lobd! 

Amen,  so  let  it  be. 
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Palms  of  glory,  raiment  bright, 
Crowns  that  never  fade  away. 

Gird  and  deck  the  saints  in  light, 

Priests  and  kings  and  conquerors  they. 

Yet  the  conquerors  bring  their  palms 
To  the  Lamb  amidst  the  throne, 

And  proclaim  in  joyful  psalms, 
Victory  through  his  cross  alone. 

Bangs  for  harps  their  crowns  resign. 
Crying,  as  they  strike  the  chords, 

"  Take  the  kingdom,  —  it  is  thine. 
King  of  kings  and  Lord  of  lords." 

Round  the  altar,  priests  confess, 
If  their  robes  are  white  as  snow, 

*  T  was  the  Saviour's  righteousness, 
And  his  blood  that  made  them  so. 


Who  were  these  ?  —  on  earth  they  dwelt, 
Sinners  once  of  Adam's  race, 

Guilt,  and  fear,  and  suffering  felt, 
But  were  saved  by  sovereign  grace. 


Tliey  were  mortal, 

—  Ah !  when  we,  1 

May  our  souls,  trai 

Triumph,  reign, 
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GARDEN  THOUGHTS. 

On  oocasioii  of  a  OhrlBtian  aoembly  in  the  grounds  of  a  gentleman  at 
Tork,  for  the  porpose  of  promoting  Missions  among  the  Heatlian. 

In  a  garden — man  was  placed, 

Meet  abode  for  innocence, 
With  his  Maker's  image  graced ; 

—  Sin  crept  in  and  drove  him  thence. 
Through  the  world,  a  wretch  undone. 
Seeking  rest,  and  finding  none. 

In  a  garden  —  on  that  night. 
When  our  Saviour  was  betray'd, 

With  what  world-redeeming  might, 
In  his  agony  he  pray'd ! 

Till  he  drank  the  vengeance  up, 

And  with  mercy  fill'd  the  cup. 

In  a  garden  —  on  the  cross. 
When  the  spear  his  heart  had  riven, 

And  for  earth's  primeval  loss. 
Heaven's  best  ransom  had  been  given, 

—  Jesus  rested  from  his  woes, 

Jesus  from  the  dead  arose. 
VOL.  rv.  18 
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Here,  not  Eden's  bowers  are  found, 

Nor  forlorn  Grethsemane, 
Nor  that  calm,  sepulchral  ground 

At  the  foot  of  Calvary ; 
—  Yet  this  scene  may  well  recall 
Sweet  remembrances  of  all. 

Emblem  of  the  Church  below ! 

Where  the  Spirit  and  the  Word 
Fall  like  dews,  like  breezes  blow. 

And  the  Lord  God*s  voice  is  heard, 
Walking  in  the  cool  of  day, 
While  the  world  is  far  away :  — 

Emblem  of  the  church  above ! 

Where,  as  in  their  native  clime 
Midst  the  garden  of  his  love. 

Rescued  from  the  rage  of  time, 
Saints,  as  trees  of  life,  shall  stand. 
Planted  by  his  own  right  hand  I 


Round  the  fair  inclosure  here 

Flames  no  cherub's  threatening  sword. 
Ye  who  enter  feel  no  fear ; 

—  Roof  d  by  heaven,  with  verdure  floor'd. 
Breathing  balm  from  blossoms  gay, 
This  be  paradise  to-day. 

Yet  one  moment  meditate 
On  our  parents'  banishment, 


GARDEN    THOUGHTS.  275 

When  from  Eden's  closing  gate, 

Hand  in  hand,  they  weeping  went, 
Spikenard  groves  no  more  to  dress, 
But  a  thom-set  wilderness. 

Then  remember  Him  who  laid 

Uncreated  splendor  by, 
Lower  than  the  angels  made, 

Fallen  man  to  glorify, 
And  from  death  beyond  the  grave, 
Unto  life  immortal  save. 

Think  of  Him  —  your  souls  He  sought, 

Wandering,  never  to  return ; 
Hath  He  found  you  ?  —  At  the  thought 

Your  glad  hearts  within  you  bum  ; 
Then  your  love  like  His  extend. 
Be  like  Him  the  sinner's  friend. 

O'er  Jerusalem  He  wept, 

Doom'd  to  perish ;  —  can't  you  weep 
O'er  a  world,  by  Satan  kept 

Dreaming  in  delirious  sleep, 
Till  the  twinkle  of  an  eye 
Wakes  them  in  eternity  ? 

Ye,  who  smile  in  rosy  youth. 

Glow  with  manhood,  fade  through  years. 
Send  the  life,  the  light,  the  truth, 

To  dead  hearts,  blind  eyes,  deaf  ears, 
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And  your  very  pleasures  make 
Charities  for  Jesus'  sake. 

So  shall  gospel-glory  run 

Round  the  globe,  to  every  clime, 
Brighter  than  the  circling  sun, 
4  Hastening  that  millennial  time. 

When  the  earth  shall  be  restored 
As  the  garden  of  the  Lobd. 

1820. 
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TO  MR.  AND  MRS.   T. 

OP    YORK. 
WITH    THE    FOREGOING    STANZAS. 

Ye  who  own  this  quiet  place, 
Here,  like  Enoch,  walk  with  God  ; 

And,  till  summon'd  hence,  through  grace, 
Tread  the  path  your  Saviour  trod  ; 

Then  to  paradise  on  high, 

W^th  the  wings  of  angels  fly. 
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THE  FIELD  OF  THE  WORLD. 

Sow  in  the  mom  thy  seed, 
At  eve  hold  not  thine  hand  ; 

To  doubt  and  fear  give  thou  no  heed. 
Broad-cast  it  o*er  the  land. 

Beside  all  waters  sow, 

The  highway  furrows  stock. 

Drop  it  where  thorns  and  thistles  grow. 
Scatter  it  on  the  rock. 

The  good,  the  fruitful  ground. 
Expect  not  here  nor  there  : 

O'er  hill  and  dale,  by  plots,  't  is  found ; 
Go  forth,  then,  everywhere. 

Thou  know'st  not  which  may  thrive. 

The  late  or  early  sown ; 
Grace  keeps  the  precious  germs  alive. 

When  and  wherever  strown. 

And  duly  shall  appear, 

In  verdure,  beauty,  strength  ; 

The  tender  blade,  the  stalk,  the  ear, 
And  the  full  com  at  length. 


THE   FIELD    OF    THE    WORLD. 


279 


Thou  canst  not  toil  in  vain ; 

Cold,  heat,  and- moist,  and  dry, 
Shall  foster  and  mature  the  grain 

For  gamers  in  the  sky. 


Thence,  when  the  glorious  end, 

The  day  of  God  is  come. 
The  angel-reapers  shall  descend, 

And  Heaven  cry  —  "  Harvest-home  I " 


1882. 
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PAREWELL   TO  A  MISSIONARY. 

Home,  kindred,  friends,  and  country,  —  thw  * 
Are  things  with  which  we  never  part; 

From  clime  to  clime,  o'er  land  and  seas. 
We  bear  them  with  us  in  our  heart ; 

And  yet 't  is  hard  to  feel  resigned, 

When  they  must  all  be  left  behind. 

But  when  the  pilgrim's  stalF  we  take, 
And  follow  Christ  from  shore  to  shore. 

Gladly  for  Him  we  all  forsake, 
Press  on,  and  only  look  before ; 

Though  humbled  nature  mourns  her  lo«». 

The  spirit  glories  in  the  cross. 

It  is  no  sin,  like  man,  to  weep. 

Even  Jesus  wept  o'er  Lazarus  dead  ? 

Or  yearn  for  home  beyond  the  deep,  — 
He  had  not  where  to  lay  his  head ; 

The  patriot's  tears  will  He  condemn. 

Who  grieved  o'er  lost  Jerusalem  ? 


Take  up  your  cross,  and  say  —  "  Farewell : 
Go  forth  without  the  camp  to  Him, 

Who  left  heaven's  throne  with  men  to  dwell. 
Who  died  his  murderers  to  redeem  : 
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Oh !  tell  his  name  in  every  ear, 

Doubt  not,  —  the  dead  themselves  wiU  hear,  — 


Hear,  and  come  forth  to  life  anew ; 

—  Then  while  the  Gentile  courts  they  fill. 
Shall  not  your  Saviour's  words  stand  true  ? 

Home,  kindred,  friends,  and  country  still. 
In  earth's  last  desert  you  shall  find. 
Yet  lose  not  those  you  left  behind. 
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AN  APTER-THOUGHT. 

I  CANNOT  call  affliction  sweet, 
And  yet 't  was  good  to  bear ; 

Affliction  brought  me  to  Thy  feet, 
And  I  found  comfort  there. 

My  weaned  soul  was  all  resigned 

To  Thy  most  gracious  will ; 
Oh !  had  I  kept  that  better  mind, 

Or  been  afflicted  still ! 

Where  are  the  vows  which  then  I  vow'd, 
The  joys  which  then  I  knew  ? 

Those  vanish'd  like  the  morning  cloud. 
These  like  the  early  dew. 

Lord,  grant  me  grace  for  every  day, 

Whate'er  my  state  may  be  ; 
Through  life,  in  death,  with  truth  to  say, 

"  My  God  is  all  to  me  T* 
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"  LOTEST   THOU   ME  ?  " 


"LOTBST  THOD  HE! 
John  zxi.  15-17. 


"  LoVEST  Ihou  m*f"  I  hear  my  Savit 
Would  that  my  heart  had  power  to  aoswe 
Thou  knowest  ail  things,  Lord,  id  heave 
And  earth  beneath  ;  Thou  knowest  that '. 

But 't  is  not  so  ;  in  word,  m  deed,  in  tl 
I  do  not,  cannot  love  thee  as  I  ought ; 
Thy  love  must  give  that  power,  (Ay  love  i 
There 's  nothing  worthy  of  thee  but  thine 
Lord,  with  the  love  wherewith  thou  lovt 
Reflected  on  thyself,  Itooidd  love  thee. 
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"THE  PEISOHEB  OF  THE  LORD." 


Thousands,  0  Lord  of  Hosts !  this  day, 

ATouDd  thine  allar  meet; 
And  tens  of  thousands  throng  to  pay 

Their  homage  at  Thy  feet. 

They  see  Thy  power  and  glory  there, 

As  I  have  seen  them  too ; 
They  read,  they  hear,  they  join  in  prayer, 

As  I  was  wont  to  do. 

They  sing  Thy  deeds,  as  I  have  song, 

In  sweet  and  solemn  lays  ; 
Were  I  among  them,  my  glad  tongue 

Might  learn  new  themes  of  praise. 

For  Thou  art  in  their  midst,  to  teach. 
When  on  Thy  name  they  caU ; 

And  Thou  hast  blessings,  Lokd,  for  each, 
Hast  blessings.  Lord,  for  all. 

L  of  such  fellowship  bereft. 
In  spirit  turn  to  Thee  ; 
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Oh !  hast  Thou  not  a  blessing  lefl, 
A  blessing,  Lord,  for  me  ? 

The  dew  lies  thick  on  all  the  ground, 

Shall  my  poor  fleece  be  dry  ? 
The  manna  rains  from  heaven  around, 

Shall  I  of  hunger  die  ? 

Behold  Thy  prisoner  ;  —  loose  my  bands, 

K  't  is  Thy  gracious  will ; 
If  not,  —  contented  in  thine  hands. 

Behold  Thy  prisoner  still ! 

I  may  not  to  Thy  courts  repair. 

Yet  here  Thou  surely  art ; 
Lord,  consecrate  a  house  of  prayer 

Li  my  surrendered  heart 

To  faith  reveal  the  things  unseen, 

To  hope,  the  joys  untold  ; 
Let  love,  without  a  veil  between. 

Thy  glory  now  behold. 

Oh !  make  Thy  face  on  me  to  shine, 
That  doubt  and  fear  may  cease ; 

Lift  up  Thy  countenance  benign 
On  me,  —  and  give  me  peace. 
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THE  LOT  OF   THE  RIGHTEOUS. 

**We  know  that  all  things  work  together  for  good  to  them  that  love 

GoD.»'  —  Rom.  viii.  28. 

Yea  —  "  ALL  things  work  together  for  their  good!  '* 
How  can  this  glorious  truth  be  understood  ? 
*T  is  like  Jehovah's  throne,  where  marvellous  light 
Hides  in  thick  darkness  from  created  sight ; 
The  first-born  seraph,  trembling  while  he  sings, 
Views  its  veil'd  lustre  through  his  shadowing  wings ; 
Or,  if  he  meets,  by  unexpected  grace, 
The  beatific  vision,  face  to  face, 
Shrinks  from  perfection,  which  no  eye  can  see, 
Entranced  in  the  abyss  of  Deity. 

Yea,  —  "  ALL   things    work    together  for  their 
good  !  " 
How  shall  the  mystery  be  understood  ? 


From  man's  primeval  curse  are  these  set  free, 
Sin  slain,  death  swallow'd  up  in  victory  ? 
The  body  from  corruption  so  refined, 
'T  is  but  the  immortal  vesture  of  the  mind  ? 
The  mind  from  folly  so  to  wisdom  won, 
T  is  a  pure  sunbeam  of  the  eternal  sun  ? 
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Ah !  no,  no ;  —  all  that  troubles  life  is  theirs, 
Hard  toil,  sharp  suffering,  slow-consuming  cares ; 
To  mourn  and  weep  ;  want  raiment,  food,  and  rest, 
Brood  o'er  the  unutter*d  anguish  of  the  breast ; 
To  love,  to  hope,  desire,  possess,  in  vain  ; 
Wrestle  with  weakness,  weariness,  and  pain, 
Struggle  with  fell  disease  from  breath  to  breath, 
And  every  moment  die  a  moment's  death. 

This  is  their  portion,  this  the  common  lot ; 
But  they  have  sorrows  which  the  world  knows  not 
—  Their  conflicts  with  that  world,  its  fair,  false  joys, 
Ensnaring  riches  and  delusive  toys, 
Its  love,  its  hatred ;  its  neglect  and  scorn  ; 
With  self-abhorrence  harder  to  be  borne  ; 
The  pangs  of  conscience,  when  God*s  holy  law, 
Through  Sinai's  thunders,  strikes  them  dumb  with 

awe ; 
Passions  disordered,  when  insane  desires 
Blow  the  rank  embers  of  unhallow'd  fires  ; 
Evils  that  lurk  in  ambush  at  the  heart, 
And  shoot  their  arrows  thence  through  every  part ; 
Harsh  roots  of  bitterness,  light  seeds  of  sin. 
Oft  springing  up,  and  stirring  strife  within  ; 
Pride,  like  the  serpent,  vaunting  to  deceive. 
As  with  his  subtilty  beguiling  Eve  ; 
Ambition,  like  the  great  red  dragon,  hurFd, 
Sheer  from  heaven's  battlements  to  this  low  world, 
Boundless  in  rage,  as  limited  in  power. 
Ramping  abroad,  and  roaring  to  devour : 
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— These,  which  blithe  worldlings  laugh  at  and  con- 
temn, 
Are  worse  than  famine,  sword,  and  fire  to  them. 

Nor  these  alone,  for  neither  few  nor  small 
The  trials  rising  from  their  holy  call : 
—  The  Spirit's  searching,  proving,  cleansing  flames } 
Duty's  demands,  the  Gospel's  sovereign  claims ; 
Stem  self-denial,  counting  all  things  loss 
For  Christ,  and  daily  taking  up  the  cross  ; 
The  broken  heart,  or  heart  that  will  not  break, 
That  aches  not,  or  that  cannot  cease  to  ache ; 
Doubts  and  misgivings,  lest  when  storms  are  past, 
They  make  sad  shipwreck  of  the  faith  at  last : 
— These,  and  a  thousand  forms  of  fear  and  shame, 
Bosom-temptations,  that  have  not  a  name. 
But  have  a  nature,  felt  through  flesh  and  bone. 
Through  soul  and  spirit,  —  felt  by  them  alone ; 
— These,  these  the  Christian  pilgrims  sore  distress. 
Like  thorns  and  briars  of  the  wilderness ; 
TTiese  keep  them  humble,  keep  them  in  the  path, 
As  those  that  flee  from  everlasting  wrath. 

Yet,  while  their  hearts  and  hopes  are  fix'd  above, 
As  those  who  lean  on  everlasting  love. 
On  faithfulness,  which,  though  heaven's  pillars  bend, 
And  earth's  base  fail,  uphold  them  to  the  end ;  — 
By  them,  by  them  alone  'tis  understood. 
How  all  things  work  together  for  their  good. 
Would'st  THOU  too  understand  ?  —  behold  I  show 
The  perfect  way, — Love  God,  and  thou  shalt  know. 
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A  BENEDICTION  FOR  A  BABY. 

What  blessing  shall  I  ask  for  thee, 
In  the  sweet  dawn  of  infancy  ? 

—  That,  which  our  Saviour,  at  his  birth, 
Brought  down  with  Him  from  heaven  to  earth. 

What  next,  in  childhood's  April  years 
Of  sunbeam  smiles  and  rainbow  tears  ? 

—  That,  which  in  Him  all  eyes  might  trace^ 
To  grow  in  wisdom  and  in  grace. 

What  in  the  wayward  path  of  youth, 
Where  falsehood  walks  abroad  as  truth  ? 

—  By  that  good  Spirit  to  be  led. 
Which  John  saw  resting  on  his  head. 


What,  in  temptation's  wilderness, 
When  wants  assail,  and  fears  oppress  ? 

—  To  wield  like  Him  the  Scripture-sword, 
And  vanquish  Satan  by  "  the  word." 

What,  in  the  labor,  pain,  and  strife. 
Combats  and  cares  of  daily  life  ? 

—  In  his  cross-bearing  steps  to  tread. 
Who  had  not  where  to  lay  his  head. 

VOL.  IV.  19 
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What,  in  the  agony  of  heart, 
When  foes  rush  in,  and  friends  depart  ? 

—  To  pray  like  Him,  the  Holy  One, 
"  Father,  thy  will,  not  mine,  be  done.** 

What,  in  the  bitterness  of  death. 
When  the  last  sigh  cuts  the  last  breath  ? 

—  Like  Him  your  spirit  to  commend, 
And  up  to  Paradise  ascend. 

What  in  the  grave,  and  in  that  hour, 
When  even  the  grave  shall  lose  its  power? 

—  Like  Him,  your  rest  awhile  to  take ; 
Then  at  the  trumpet's  sound  awake. 
Him  as  He  is  in  heaven  to  see. 

And  as  He  is,  vourself  to  be. 

1881. 
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"OCCUPY  TILL  I  COME." 
LUKB  xiz.  18. 

OH  THB  DBATH  OV 
THE   LATE  JOSEPH  BUTTEBWOBTH,   ESQ* 

AN  BXXMFLABT  CHBI8TIAN,  PATBIOT, 
AND  PHILANTHROPIST. 

"  He  was  a  burning  and  a  shining  light :  ** 
—  And  is  he  now  eclipsed  in  hopeless  night  ? 
No ;  faith  beholds  him  near  the  sapphire  throne, 
Shining  more  bright  than  e'er  on  earth  he  shone 
While,  where  created  splendor  all  looks  dim, 
Heaven's  host  are  glorifying  God  in  him. 

If  faith's  enraptured  vision  now  be  true, 
And  things  invisible  stand  forth  to  view, 
Though  eye  to  eye  the'  embodied  soul  can  see, 
Self-lost  amidst  unclouded  Deity, 
He  chooses,  rather  than  a  seraph's  seat, 
The  lowest  place  at  his  Redeemer's  feet ; 
And,  with  the'  eternal  weight  of  glory  prest. 
Turns  even  in  Paradise  to  Christ  for  rest. 
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Come  we  who  once  beheld  his  noontide  blaze, 
And  hid  before  him  our  diminish'd  rays  ; 
Since  his  translation  to  a  higher  sphere, 
We  may,  we  must,  by  our  own  light  appear ; 
When  sun  and  moon  their  greater  beams  resign, 
The  stars  come  out ;  they  cannot  choose  but  shine ; 
With  force  like  his  all  eyes  we  cannot  strike. 
We  may  not  equal  him,  but  may  be  like : 
Nor  let  the  meanest  think  his  lamp  too  dim. 
In  a  dark  world  the  Lord  hath  need  of  him  ; 
By  feeble  instruments  in  providence, 
God  is  weU  pleased  his  bounties  to  dispense : 
In  his  economy  of  grace  the  same ; 

—  The  weakest  are  almighty  in  his  name. 

What  though  the  great,  the  good,  the  glorious  fall, 
He  reigns  whose  kingdom  ruleth  over  all. 

—  Talk  not  of  talents ;  —  what  hast  thou  to  do  ? 
Thy  duty,  be  thy  portion j^wc  or  two; 

Talk  not  of  talents ;  —  is  thy  duty  done  ? 
Thou  hadst  sufficient,  were  they  ten  or  <me. 
Lord,  what  my  talents  are  I  cannot  tell. 
Till  thou  shalt  give  me  gracie  to  use  them  well : 
That  grace  impart,  the  bHss  will  then  be  mine, 
But  all  the  power  and  all  the  glory  thine. 
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EVENING  SONG. 

FOR  THE  SABBATH  DAT. 

Millions  within  thy  courts  have  met, 
Millions  this  day  before  thee  bow'd ; 

Their  faces  Zion-ward  were  set, 

Vows  with  their  lips  to  thee  they  vow'd : 

But  Thou,  soul-searching  God  I  hast  known 
The  hearts  of  all  that  bent  the  knee, 

And  hast  accepted  those  alone, 
In  spirit  and  in  truth  that  worshipp'd  Hiee. 

People  of  many  a  tribe  and  tongue, 
M^i  of  strange  *colors,  climates,  lands, 

Have  heard  thy  truth,  thy  glory  sung, 
And  offered  prayer  with  holy  hands. 

StiU,  as  the  light  of  morning  broke 

O'er  island,  continent,  or  deep. 
Thy  far-spread  family  awoke. 

Sabbath  all  round  the  world  to  keep. 

From  east  to  west,  the  sun  survey'd, 
From  north  to  south,  adoring  throngs ; 

And  still,  where  evening  stretched  her  shade, 
The  stars  came  forth  to  hear  their  songs. 
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Harmonious  as  the  winds  and  seas, 

In  halcyon  hours,  when  storms  are  flown. 

Arose  earth's  Babel-languages 
In  pure  accordance  to  thy  throne. 

Not  angel-trumpets  sound  more  clear, 
Not  elders'  harps,  nor  seraphs'  lays. 

Yield  sweeter  music  to  thine  ear 

Than  humble  prayer  and  thankful  praise. 

And  not  a  prayer,  a  tear,  a  sigh, 

Hath  fail'd  this  day  some  suit  to  gain : 

^  To  those  in  trouble  Thou  wert  nigh ; 
Not  one  hath  sought  thy  face  in  vain. 

Thy  poor  were  bountifully  fed, 

Thy  chasten'd  sons  have  kiss'd  the  rod, 

Thy  mourners  have  been  comforted, 
The  pure  in  heart  have  seen  their  God. 

Yet  one  prayer  more ;  —  and  be  it  one. 
In  which  both  heaven  and  earth  accord ; 

^Fulfil  thy  promise  to  thy  Son, 
Let  all  that  breathe  call  Jesus  Lord ! 
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OUR  SAVIOUR'S  PRAYERS.* 
preamble. 

High  Priest  for  sinners,  Jesus,  Lord  I 

Whom  as  a  man  of  griefs  I  see, 
Thy  prayers  on  earth  while  I  i-ecord, 

K  still  in  heaven  thou  pray'st  for  me, 
My  soul  for  thy  soul's  travail  claim ; 
I  seek  salvation  in  thy  name. 

PART   I. 

Baptized  as  for  the  dead  he  rose, 
With  prayer,  from  Jordan's  hallow'd  flood ; 

Ere  long,  by  persecuting  foes. 
To  be  baptized  in  his  own  blood : 

The  Father's  voice  proclaim'd  the  Son,  ^^  *"• 

The  Spirit  witness'd ;  —  these  are  one. 

Early  he  rose  ere  dawn  of  day,  ^^  *• 

And  to  a  desert  place  withdrew, 

*In  these  stanzas  the  Scripture  quotations  are  fh)m  those 
passages  to  which  direct  reference  is  intended  in  the  lines 
themselves,  rather  than  to  the  corresponding  accounts  of  the 
lame  transactions  by  others  of  the  sacred  historians. 
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Luke  ▼!. 
12. 


Mark 
vUi.  12. 


Mark 
vii.  34. 

John  xi. 
41-48. 


There  was  he  wont  to  watch  and  pray, 
Until  his  locks  were  wet  with  dew, 
And  birds  below,  and  beams  above. 
Had  warn'd  him  thence  to  works  of  love. 

At  evening  when  his  toils  were  o'er. 

He  sent  the  multitudes  away, 
And  on  the  mountain  or  the  shore. 

All  night  remained  alone  to  pray, 
Till  o'er  his  head  the  stars  grew  dim : 
—  When  was  the  hour  of  rest  for  him  ? 

In  field  or  city  when  he  taught, 
Oft  went  his  spirit  forth  in  sighs ; 

And  when  his  mightiest  deeds  were  wrought, 
To  heaven  he  lifted  up  his  eyes ; 

He  prayed  at  Lazarus'  grave,  and  shed 

Tears,  with  the  word  that  waked  the  dead. 


Matt. 
zix.  18. 


When  mothers  brought  their  babes,  he  took 

The  lambs  into  his  arms,  and  pray'd ; 
On  Tabor,  his  transfigured  look, 
^*^u.       While  praying,  turn'd  the  sun  to  shade. 
And  forms,  too  pure  for  human  sight, 
Grew  visible  amidst  his  light. 

"  O  Father  !  save  me  from  this  hour. 
Yet  for  this  hour  to  earth  I  came : " 
He  pray'd  in  weakness  ;  then  with  power 

Cried,  "  Father !  glorify  thy  name : " 
"  I  have,"  a  voice  from  heaven  repHed, 
ghn  xii.  «  ^nd  stiU  it  shall  be  glorified." 
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PART  II. 

For  Peter,  bold  in  speech  and  brave  ^Jj  j^ 

In  act,  yet  in  temptation  frail 

(As  once  he  proved  him  on  the  wave,)  ^v^gi 

He  pray'd  lest  his  weak  faith  should  fail ;  ^®»^ 
And  when  by  Satan's  snare  enthrall'd, 

His  eye  the  wanderer  recall'd.  SSfei. 

Amidst  his  mournful  family, 
Who  soon  must  see  his  face  no  more, 

With  what  divine  discourse  did  he 
Strength  to  their  fainting  souls  restore ! 

Then  pray'd  for  all  his  people  :  —  where 

Have  words  recorded  such  a  prayer  ?  ^^ 

Next,  with  strong  cries  and  bitter  tears,  ^•^'  ▼• 

Thrice  hallow'd  he  tKat  doleful  ground, 

Where,  trembling  with  mysterious  fears, 
His  sweat  like  blood-drops  fell  around, 

And  being  in  an  agony, 

He  prayed  yet  more  earnestly.  idL*44. 

Here  oft  in  spirit  let  me  kneel, 
Share  in  the  speechless  griefs  I  see, 

And  while  he  felt  what  I  should  feel, 
Feel  all  his  power  of  love  to  me, 

Break  my  hard  heart,  and  grace  supply 

For  him  who  died  for  me  to  die. 
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Stretch'd  on  the  ignominious  tree 

For  those,  whose  hands  had  naiFd  him  thera 
Who  stood  and  mock'd  his  misery, 
^gjly  j^       He  offer'd  up  his  latest  prayer ; 

Then  with  the  voice  of  victory  cried, 
« 'T  is  finished,"  bow'd  his  head  and  died. 

Then  all  his  prayers  were  answer'd ;  —  all 

The  fruits  of  his  soul's  travail  gain*d ;  1 

The  cup  of  wormwood  and  of  gaU 

Down  to  the  dregs  his  lips  had  drain'd ; 

Accomplished  was  the  eternal  plan, 

He  tasted  death  for  every  man. 

Now  by  the  throne  of  God  he  stands, 

Aloft  the  golden  censer  bears, 
And  offers,  with  high  priestly  hands, 
gtb.  Tii.      Pure  incense  with  his  people's  prayers : 
Well  pleased  the  Father  eyes  the  Son, 
And  says  to  each  request,  "  'T  is  done." 
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THE  CHRONICLE  OF  ANGELS. 

The  following  Poem  haTing  beoi  raggested  by  the  penual  of  a  mona* 
script  treatise  on  "  The  Holy  Angels  "  by  the  Author's  late  highly  e«- 
teemed  friend,  ft.  0.  Brackenbory,  of  Baithby,  is  most  respectfully  in- 
scribed to  Mrs.  Bxibokenbuiy. 

PART   I. 

All  that  of  angels  God  to  man  makes  known, 
Here  by  the  light  of  his  clear  word  is  shown. 
*Tis  Jacob's  dream ;  —  behold  the  ladder  rise, 
Resting  on  earth,  but  reaching  to  the  skies, 
Where  faith  the  radiant  hierarchies  may  trace 
Abroad  in  nature,  providence,  and  grace. 
Descending  and  returning  by  that  path. 
On  embassies  of  mercy  or  of  wrath ; 
Here  the  stone-pillow  and  the  desert-sod 
Become  the  gate  of  heaven,  the  house  of  God  ; 
—  Put  off  thy  shoes,  approach  with  awe  profound, 
The  place  on  which  thou  stand'st  is  holy  ground. 

Spirit  made  perfect,  spirit  of  the  just ! 
Thy  hand  which  traced  these  leaves  is  faU'n  to  dust, 
Yet,  in  the  visions  of  eternity, 
Things  unconceiv'd  by  mortals  thou  canst  see, 
^Angels,  as  angels  stand  before  the  throne. 
By  thee  are  without  veil  or  symbol  known : 
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Oh !  couldst  thou  add  one  brilliant  page,  and  tell 
What  those  pure  beings  are  who  never  fell, 
^-  Those  first-bom  sons  of  God,  ere  time  began, 
Though  elder,  greater,  not  more  loved  than  man, 
Thrones,  principalities,  dominions,  powers, 
Cherub  or  seraph,  midst  empyreal  bowers. 
Who  in  themselves  their  Maker  only  see, 
And  live,  and  move,  and  dwell  in  Deity : 

—  But 't  is  forbidden ;  —  earthly  eye  nor  ear 
Heaven's  splendors  may  behold,  heaven's  secrets  hear; 
To  flesh  and  blood  that  world  to  come  is  seal'd. 

Or  but  in  hieroglyphic  shades  reveal'd. 

We  follow  thee,  bless'd  saint!   our  tongues,  ere 
long. 
May  learn  from  thine  the  church-triumphant's  song ; 
For  well,  T  ween,  thy  minstrel  soul  of  fire 
Can  compass  all  the  notes  of  Raphael's  lyre ; 

—  That  soul,  which  once,  beneath  the  body's  cloud, 
Sang,  like  an  unseen  sky-lark,  sweet  and  loud ; 
Louder  and  sweeter  now  thy  raptures  rise, 
Where  cloud  nor  sun  are  seen  in  purer  skies. 

But  what  of  angels  know  we  ?  —  Search  that  book 
On  which  the  eyes  of  angels  love  to  look. 
Desiring,  through  its  opening  seals,  to  trace 
The  heights  and  depths  of  that  transcendent  grace, 
Which  from  the  Father's  bosom  sent  the  Son, 
Himself  the  ransom  for  a  world  undone. 
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First,  with  the  morning  stars  when  nature  sprang, 
These  sons  of  God  for  joj  together  sang  ; 
Diviner  wonders  day  bj  day  explored, 
Night  after  night  with  deeper  awe  adored ; 
Till,  o'er  his  finish'd  work,  Jehovah  placed 
Man,  with  the  stamp  of  his  own  image  graced : 
Even  angels  paused  a  moment  then  to  gaze, 
Ere  burst  from  all  their  choirs  such  shouts  of  praise, 
As  not  in  heaven  at  their  own  birth  were  known, 
Nor  heard  when  Satan's  host  were  overthrown. 

When  man  lost  Eden  for  his  first  offence, 
The  swords  of  cherubim  expell'd  him  thence, 
Those  flaming  signs  of  heaven  with  earth  at  strife 
Tum'd  eveiy  way  to  guard  the  tree  of  life. 

Angels,  thenceforth,  who  in  God's  presence  stand, 
As  ministering  spirits,  travel  sea  and  land  ; 
Onward  or  upward,  rapt  through  air  and  sky, 
From  heaven  to  earth,  from  earth  to  heaven  they  fly ; 
Like  rays  diverging  from  the  central  sun, 
Which  through  the  darkness  of  creation  run, 
Enlightening  moons  and  planets  in  their  course. 
And  thence  reflected  seek  their  glorious  source. 


PART    II. 

When  Abraham  dwelt  in  Mamre  angels  spoke, 
As  fiiend  to  friend,  with  him  beneath  the  oak : 
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"With  flocks  and  herds,  with  wealth  and  servants  blest, 
Of  almost  more  than  heart  could  wish  possest, 
One  want  the  old  man  felt,  an  hopeless  one ! 
Oh  !  what  was  all  he  had  without  a  son  ? 
Heaven's  messengers  brought  tidings  to  his  ear, 
Which  nature,  dead  in  him,  found  hard  to  hear ; 
Which  faith  itself  could  scarce  receive  for  joy. 
But  he  believed,  —  and  soon  embraced  a  boy ; 
Nor,  while  the  line  of  Adam  shall  extend. 
Will  faithful  Abraham's  promised  issue  end. 

Hence,  when  his  lifted  arm  the  death-stroke  aim'd 
At  him,  whom  God  mysteriously  reclaim'd. 
At  him,  whom  God  miraculously  gave. 
An  angel  cried  from  heaven  the  youth  to  save, 
And  he  who  found  a  son  when  he  believed, 
That  son  again  as  from  the  dead  received. 

When  Hagar,  woe-begone  and  desolate, 
Alone,  beside  the  desert  fountain  sate. 
And  o'er  her  unborn  babe  shed  bitter  tears. 
The  angel  of  the  Lord  allay'd  her  fears, 
And  pledg'd  in  fee  to  her  unportion'd  child 
The  lion's  range  o'er  Araby  the  wild : 
"  Here  have  I  look'd  for  Him  whom  none  can  see!" 
She  cried; — "and  found,  for  thou,  God,  seest  me!" 

Again,  when  fainting  in  the  wilderness. 
An  angel-watcher  pitied  her  distress, 
To  Ishmael's  lips  a  hidden  well  unsealed. 
And  the  long  wanderings  of  his  race  revealed. 
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Who  Still,  as  hunters,  warriors,  spoilers,  roam, 
Their  steeds  their  riches,  sands  and  sky  their  home. 

Angels  overthrew  the  cities  of  the  plain. 
With  fire  and  brimstone  in  tempestuous  rain, 
And  from  the  wrath  which  heartless  sinners  braved. 
Lot,  with  the  violence  of  mercy,  saved ; 
Now  where  the  region  breathed  with  life  before. 
Stands  a  dead  sea  where  life  can  breathe  no  more. 

When  Jacob,  journeying  with  his  feeble  bands. 
Trembled  to  fall  into  a  brother's  hands ; 
At  twilight,  lingering  in  the  rear  he  saw, 
God's  host  around  his  tents  their  'campment  dmw : 
—  While,  with  a  stranger,  in  mysterious  strife. 
Wrestling  till  break  of  day  for  more  than  life  ; 
He  pray'd,  he  wept,  he  cried  in  his  distress, 
"  I  will  not  let  thee  go  except  thou  bless !  ** 
Lame  with  a  touch,  he  halted  on  his  thigh. 
Yet  like  a  prince  had  power  with  God  Most  High. 

Nine  plagues  in  vain  had  smitten  Pharoah's  land 
Ere  the  destroying  angel  stretch'd  his  hand, 
Whose  sword,  wide  flashing  through  Egyptian  gloom, 
Lighted  and  struck  their  first-bom  to  the  tomb ; 
Through  all  the  realm  a  cry  at  midnight  spread, 
For  not  a  house  was  found  without  one  dead. 

When  Balaam,  blinded  by  the  lure  of  gold, 
To  curse  whom  God  would  bless,  his  heart  had 
sold. 


I 
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A  wrathful  angel,  with  high  brandish'd  blade, 
Invisible  to  him,  his  progress  stay'd. 
Nor  till  with  human  voice,  his  own  dumb  ass 
Rebuked  the  prophet's  madness,  let  him  pass. 

When  Joshua  led  the  tribes  o'er  Jordan's  flood, 
The  captain  of  God's  host  before  him  stood. 
He  fell,  and  own'd,  adoring  on  his  face, 
A  power  whose  presence  sanctified  the  place. 

When  Deborah  from  beneath  her  palm-tree  rose, 
God  into  woman's  hands  sold  Israel's  foes ; 
They  fought  from  heaven,  —  'twas  heaven  deliver 

ance  wrought, 
Stars  in  their  courses  against  Sisera  fought 

They  sinn'd  again,  and  fell  beneath  the  yoke ; 
To  Gideon  then  their  guardian  angel  spoke ; 
Three  hundred  warriors  chosen  at  the  brook, 
Pitchers  for  arms,  with  lamps  and  trumpets  took ; 
They  brake  the  vessels,  raised  the  lights,  and  blew 
A  blast  which  Midian's  startled  hosts  o'erthrew ; 
Foe  fell  on  foe,  and  friend  his  friend  assail'd  ; 
—  The  sword  of  God  and  Gideon  thus  prevail'd. 

When  David's  heart  was  lifted  up  with  pride, 
And  more  on  multitudes  than  God  relied. 
Three  days,  an  angel  arm'd  with  pestilence. 
Smote  down  the  people  for  the  king's  oflTence ; 
Yet  when  his  humbled  soul  for  Israel  pray'd, 
Heaven  heard  his  groaning,  and  the  plague  was  stayM  ; 
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He  kneel'd  between  the  living  and  the  dead, 
Even  as  the  sword  came  down  o'er  Zion's  head ; 
Then  went  the*  Almighty's  voice  throughout  the 

land, 
**  It  is  enough ;  avenger !  rest  thine  hand." 

Elijah,  with  his  mantle,  smote  the  flood. 
And  Jordan's  hastening  waves  divided  stood ; 
The  fiery  chariot,  on  the  farther  shore, 
Deathless  to  heaven  the'  ascending  prophet  bore : 
"  My  father ! "  cried  Elisha,  as  he  flew ; 
"  Lo !  Israel's  chariot  and  his  horsemen  too : " 
Then  with  the  mantle,  as  it  dropp'd  behind. 
Came  down  a  power,  like  mighty  rushing  wind, 
And  as  he  wrapt  the  trophy  round  his  breast, 
Elijah's  spirit  Elisha's  soul  possess'd. 

—  He,  when  the  Syrian  bands,  as  with  a  net 
Of  living  links,  close  drawn,  his  home  beset, 
Pray'd, —  and  his  trembling  servant  saw  amazed. 
How  Dothan's  mountain  round  the  prophet  blazed ; 
Chariots  of  fire  and  horses  throng'd  the  air. 

And  more  were  for  them  than  against  them  there. 

When  pale  Jerusalem  heard  Sennacherib's  boast. 
How,  in  their  march  of  death,  his  locust  host 
Swept  field  and  forest,  rivers  turn'd  aside, 
Crush'd  idols,  and  the  living  God  defied, 

—  While  fear  within  the  wails  sad  vigils  kept. 
And  the  proud  foe  without  securely  slept, 

VOL.  IV.  20 
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At  midnight,  through  the  camp,  as  with  a  blast, 
Hot  from  Arabian  sands,  an  angel  pass'd ; 
And  when  the  city  rose  at  dawn  of  daj, 
An  army  of  dead  men  around  it  lay ! 

Down  in  the  raging  furnace,  bound  they  fell, 
Three  Hebrew  youths,  —  when,  lo !  a  miracle ; 
At  large,  amidst  the  sevenfold  flames  they  walk'd, 
And,  as  in  Eden,  with  an  angel  talk'd ; 
Up  rose  the  king  astonied  and  in  haste ; 
"  Three  men,"  he  cried,  "  into  the  fires  we  cast ; 
Four  I  behold,  —  and  in  the  fourth,  the  mien 
And  semblance  of  the  Son  of  God  are  seen." 

While  Daniel  lay  beneath  the  lion's  paws, 
An  angel  shut  the  death-gates  of  their  jaws, 
Which  ere  his  headlong  foes  had  reach'd  the  floor, 
Crush'd  all  their  bones,  and  revell'd  in  their  gore. 

Angels  to  prophets  things  to  come  reveal'd, 
And  things  yet  unfulfilled  in  symbols  seal'd, 
When  in  deep  visions  of  the  night  they  lay, 
And  hail'd  the  dawn  of  that  millennial  day. 
For  which  the  church  looks  out  with  earnest  eye, 
And  counts  the  moments  as  the  hour  draws  nigh* 

Thus  angeb  oft  to  man's  rebellious  race 
Were  ministers  of  vengeance  or  of  grace ; 
And  in  the  fulness  of  the  time  decreed. 
Glad  heralds  of  the  woman's  promised  seed. 
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PART  III. 

To  Zacharias,  with  his  spouse  grown  old, 
John  the  forerunner's  course  an  angel  told ; 
Struck  dumb  for  unbelief,  the  father's  tongue 
At  the  babe's  birth  for  joj  brake  loose  and  sung. 

To  Mary,  highly  favor'd,  Gabriel  brought 
An  embassy  of  love  transcending  thought ; 
With  fear  and  meekness,  hearkening  to  his  word, 
*^  Behold^"  said  she,  ^'  the  handmaid  of  the  Lord." 

When  Christ  was  bom,  that  messenger  once  more 
Good  tidings  to  the  Bethlehem  shepherds  bore ; 
When  suddenly  with  him  the'  angelic  throngs 
Tum*d  night  to  morning,  earth  to  heaven  with  songs. 

When  Herod  sought  the  young  child's  life,  —  by 
night, 
An  angel  wam'd  his  foster-sire  to  flight ; 
But  when  the  murderer's  race  of  blood  was  run, 
Jehovah  out  of  Egypt  call'd  his  Son. 

When  by  the  Spirit  to  the  desert  led, 
Our  Saviour  had  not  where  to  lay  his  head ; 
With  hunger,  thirst,  fatigue,  and  watching  worn, 
When  he  the  tempter's  dire  assaults  had  borne, 
Still  with  the  written  word  his  wiles  repell'd. 
Though  long  in  that  mysterious  conflict  held. 
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Till  the  foird  fiend  at  length  shrunk  back  with  shame, 
—  Angels  to  minister  unto  him  came. 

In  lone  Gethsemane's  most  dolorous  shade, 
When  in  such  agony  of  soul  he  praj'd, 
That  like  great  blood-drops  falling  to  the  ground 
Burst  the  dark  sweat  from  every  pore  around, 
An  angel,  —  from  twelve  legions  marshall'd  nigh, 
Who  waited  but  the  signal  of  his  eye,  — 
Cast  o'er  the  Son  of  God  his  shadowing  wing. 
To  strengthen  him  whom  angels  call  their  King. 

Round  the  seal'd  sepulchre  where  Jesus  slept, 
Angels  their  watch  till  the  third  morning  kept ; 
They  hail'd  the  earthquake,  they  beheld  him  rise, 
Death*s  victim,  now  death's  victor,  to  the  skies. 

While  woman's  faithful  love  the  tomb  surveyed 
In  which  her  hands  his  lifeless  limbs  had  laid ; 
With  lightning  looks,  and  raiment  snowy-white. 
At  whom  as  dead  the  guards  fell  down  in  fright, 
A  mighty  angel,  —  he  who  roU'd  the  stone 
From  the  cave's  mouth,  —  the  Lord's  uprise  made 
known. 

Angels,  to  his  disciples,  while  they  saw 
Their  glorious  Master  in  a  cloud  withdraw, 
Ascend  and  vanish  through  the*  expanding  skies. 
And  follow'd  him  with  failing  hearts  and  eyes. 
Foretold  his  second  advent,  in  that  day 
When  heaven  and  earth  themselves  shall  pass  away. 
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Angels  unseen,  as  ministering  spirits  went, 
When  forth  the  chosen  witnesses  were  sent, 
With  power  from  high  to  preach,  where'er  they  trod, 
The  glorious  gospel  of  the  blessed  God. 
Angels  made  straight  their  paths  o*er  land  and  sea, 
Threw  wide  their  prison-doors  and  let  them  free, 
Smote  slaughter-breathing  Herod  on  liis  throne. 
Led  Philip  where  the  Eunuch  sat  alone. 
Taught  meek  Cornelius,  from  what  lips  his  ear 
Might  "  words  whereby  he  must  be  saved  **  hear ; 
And  stood  by  fearless  Paul,  when,  tempest-driven. 
The  whole  ship's  company  to  him  were  given. 

Good  angels  still  conduct,  from  age  to  age. 
Salvation's  heirs,  on  nature's  pilgrimage  ; 
Cherubic  swords,  no  longer  signs  of  strife. 
Now  point  the  way,  and  keep  the  tree  of  life ; 
Seraphic  hands,  with  coals  of  living  fire. 
The  lips  of  God's  true  messengers  inspire  ; 
Angels,  who  see  their  heavenly  Father's  face. 
Watch  o'er  his  little  ones  with  special  grace  ; 
Still  o'er  repenting  sinners  they  rejoice. 
And  blend  their  myriad  voices  as  one  voice. 

Angels,  with  healing  virtue  in  their  wings. 
Trouble  dead  pools,  unsluice  earth's  bosom-springs. 
Till  fresh  as  new-born  life  the  waters  roll ; 
Lepers  and  lame  step  in  and  are  made  whole. 

Angels,  the  saints  from  noon-day  perils  keep, 
And  pitch  their  tents  around  them  while  they  sleep ; 
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Uphold  them  when  they  seem  to  walk  alone, 

Nor  let  them  dash  their  foot  against  a  stone ; 

Thej  teach  the  dumb  to  speak,  the  blind  to  see. 

Comfort  the  dying  in  their  agony, 

And  to  the  rest  of  Paradise  convey 

Spirits  enfranchised  from  the  crumbling  day. 

Strong  angels,  arm'd  by  righteous  Providence, 
Judgments  on  guilty  nations  still  dispense. 
Pour  out  their  full-charged  vials  of  despair 
And  death,  o'er  sun,  and  sea,  and  earth,  and  air ; 
Or  sound  their  trumpets,  while  at  every  blast, 
Plague  follows   plague,   woe   treads   on  woe  gone 
past. 

Bright  angels,  through  mid-heaven  shall  hold  their 
flight 
Till  all  that  sit  in  darkness  see  the  light, 
Still  the  good  tidings  of  great  joy  proclaim, 
Till  every  tongue  confess  a  Saviour's  name. 

The'  archangel's  voice,  the  trump  of  God,  the  eiy 
Of  startled  nature,  rending  earth  and  sky. 
Shall  change  the  living,  raise  the  dead,  and  bring 
All  nations  to  the  presence  of  their  King, 
Whose  flaming  ministers,  on  either  hand. 
Ten  thousand  times  ten  thousand  angels  stand. 
To  witness  time's  full  roll  for  ever  seal'd. 
And  that  eternity  to  come  reveal'd, 
—  That  era  in  the  reign  of  Deity, 
When  sin,  the  curse,  and  death  no  more  can  be. 
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Angels  who  fell  not,  men  who  fell  restored, 
Shall  then  rejoice  in  glory  with  the  Lord  : 
—  Hearts,  harps,  and  voices,  in  one  choir  shaU  raise 
The  new,  the  old,  the'  eternal  songs  of  praise. 

May  ye  who  read,  with  him  who  wrote  this  strain. 
Join  in  that  song,  and  worship  in  that  train ! 
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A  MESSAGE  FROM  THE  MOON: 

A  THODOHT  AT  EXETERf  DURING   THE  GREAT  ECLIPSE  OF 

THE  BUN,  MAT  15,   1886. 

The  evening  star  peep'd  forth  at  noon, 
To  leam  what  ail'd  the  sun,  her  sire, 

When,  lo !  the  intervening  moon 

Plunged  her  black  shadow  through  his  fire, 

Of  ray  by  ray  his  orb  bereft. 

Till  but  one  slender  curve  was  left, 
And  that  seem'd  trembling  to  expire. 

The  sickening  atmosphere  grew  dim, 
A  faint,  chill  breeze  crept  over  all ; 

As  in  a  swoon,  when  objects  swim 
Away  from  sight,  —  a  thickening  pall 

Of  horror,  boding  worse  to  come, 

That  struck  both  field  and  city  dumb, 
O'er  man  and  brute  was  felt  to  fall. 

[315] 
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"  Avaunt,  insatiate  fiend !  "  I  cry,  — 
"  Like  vampire  stealing  from  its  grave 

To  drain  some  sleeper's  life-springs  dry, 
Back  to  thine  interlunar  cave  ; 

Ere  the  last  glimpse  of  fountain-light, 

Absorpt  by  thee,  bring  on  a  night 

From  which  nor  moon  nor  morn  can  save." 

While  yet  I  spake,  that  single  beam 
(Bent  like  Apollo's  bow  half-strung) 

Broaden'd  and  brighten'd ;  —  gleam  o'er  gleam, 
Splendors  that  out  of  darkness  sprung, 

The  sun's  unveiling  disk  o'erflow'd. 

Till  forth  in  all  his  strength  he  rode, 
For  ever  beautiful  and  young. 

Reviving  Nature  own'd  his  power ; 

And  joy  and  mirth  with  light  and  heat, 
Music  and  fragrance,  hail'd  the  hour. 

When  his  deliverance  was  complete ; 
Aloft  again  the  swallow  flew. 
The  cock,  at  second  day-break  crew ; 

When  suddenly  a  voice  most  sweet ;  — 

A  voice,  as  from  the  ethereal  sphere. 

Of  one  unseen  yet  passing  by, 
Came  with  such  rapture  on  mine  ear, 

My  soul  sprang  up  into  my  eye, 
But  nought  around  could  I  behold, 

No  "  mortal  mixture  of  earth's  mould," 
Breathed  that  enchanting  harmony. 
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"  How  have  I  wrong'd  thee,  angry  bard  I 
What  evil  to  your  world  have  done  ? 

That  I,  the  moon,  should  be  debarred 
From  free  communion  with  the  sun  ? 

If,  while  I  turn*d  on  him  my  face, 

Yours  was  overcast  a  little  space, 
Already  are  amends  begun. 

"  The  lustre  I  have  gathered  now. 
Not  to  myself  I  will  confine  ; 

Night  after  night,  my  crescent  brow. 
My  full  and  waning  globe  shall  shine 

On  yours,  —  till  every  spark  is  spent, 

Which  ybr  us  both  to  me  was  lent ; 
—  Thus  I  fulfil  the  law  divine. 
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"A  nobler  sun  on  thee  hath  shone. 
On  thee  bestow'd  benigner  light ; 

Walk  in  that  light,  but  not  alone. 
Like  me  to  darkling  eyes  give  sight : 

This  is  the  way  God's  gifts  to  use. 

First  to  enjoy  them,  then  diffuse, 
—  Learn  from  the  moon  that  lesson  right. 
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EMBLEMS. 

An  evening  cloud,  in  brief  suspense^ 

Was  hither  driven  and  thither, 
It  came  I  saw  not  whence, 

It  went,  I  knew  not  whither ; 
I  watch'd  it  changing,  in  the  wind. 

Size,  semblance,  form,  and  hue. 
Lessening  and  fading,  till  behind 

It  left  no  speck  on  heaven's  pure  blue. 

Amidst  the  marshall'd  host  of  night 
Shone  a  new  star  supremely  bright ; 
With  marvelling  eye,  well  pleased  to  err, 

I  haird  that  prodigy  ;  —  anon. 
It  fell,  —  it  fell  like  Lucifer, 

A  flash,  —  a  blaze,  —  a  train,  —  't  was  gone ; 
And  then  I  sought  in  vain  its  place. 
Throughout  the  infinite  of  space. 

Dew-Drops,  at  day-spring,  deck'd  a  line 

Of  gossamer  so  frail,  so  fine, 

A  gnat's  wing  shook  it :  —  round  and  clear 

As  if  by  fairy-fingers  strung. 
Like  orient  pearls  at  beauty's  ear, 

In  trembling  brilliancy  they  hung 
Upon  a  rosy  brier,  whose  bloom 
Shed  nectar  round  them,  and  perfume. 
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Ere  long  exhaled  in  limpid  air, 

Some  mingled  with  the  breath  of  mom, 

While  some  slid  singly,  here  and  there, 

Like  tears  by  their  own  weight  down  borne, 

At  length  the  film  itself  collapsed,  and  where 
The  pageant  glitter'd,  lo !  a  naked  thorn. 

What  are  the  living  ?  —  hark !  a  sound 

From  grave  and  cradle  crying. 
By  earth  and  ocean  echoed  round, 

—  "  The  living  are  the  dying  !  " 

From  infancy  to  utmost  age, 

What  is  man's  scene  of  pilgrimage  ? 

The  passage  to  death's  portal  I 
The  moment  we  begin  to  be. 
We  enter  on  the  agony, 

—  The  dead  are  the  immortal ; 
They  live  not  on  expiring  breath. 
They  only  are  exempt  from  death. 

Cloud-atoms,  sparkles  of  a  falling  star, 

Dew-drops  on  gossamer,  all  are : 

What  can  the  state  beyond  us  be  ? 

Life  ?  —  Death  ?  —  Ah !  no,  —  a  greater  mystery ; 

What  thought  hath  not  conceived,  ear  heard,  eye 
seen; 
Perfect  existence  from  a  point  begun ; 

Part  of  what  God's  eternity  hath  been,  — 
^hole  immortality  belongs  to  none. 
But  Him,  the  First,  the  Last,  the  Only  One. 
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CORONATION    ODE 


VOB 


QUEEN  VICTORIA. 

The  sceptre  in  a  maiden-hand, 

The  reign  of  beauty  and  of  youth, 
Should  wake  to  gladness  all  the  land. 
Where  love  is  loyalty  and  truth : 
Rule,  Victoria,  rule  the  free, 
Hearts  and  hands  we  oiFer  1  hee. 

Not  by  the  tyrant  law  of  might, 

But  by  the  grace  of  God  we  own, 
And  by  the  people's  voice,  thy  right 
To  sit  upon  thy  Father's  throne : 
Rule,  Victoria,  rule  the  free, 
Heaven  defend  and  prosper  Thee. 

Thee  isles  and  continents  obey ; 

Kindreds  and  nations  nigh  and  far, 
Behold  the  bound-marks  of  thy  sway, 
—  The  morning  and  the  evening  star: 
Rule,  Victoria,  rule  the  free, 
Millions  rest  their  hopes  on  Thee. 
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No  slave  within  thine  empire  breathe  I 

Before  thy  steps  oppression  fly  I 
The  lamb  and  lion  play  beneath 
The  meek  dominion  of  thine  eye ! 
Bule,  Victoria,  rule  the  free, 
Bonds  and  shackles  yield  to  Thee. 

Still  spreading  influence  more  benign, 

Light  to  thy  realms  of  darkness  send, 
Till  none  shall  name  a  God  but  thine, 
None  at  an  idol  altar  bend : 

Rule,  Victoria,  rule  the  free. 

Till  all  tongues  shall  pray  for  Thee. 

At  home,  abroad,  by  sea,  on  shore. 

Blessings  to  thee  and  thine  increase ; 
The  sword  and  cannon  rage  no  more. 
The  whole  world  hail  thee  Queen  of  Peace : 
Rule,  Victoria,  rule  the  free, 
And  the'  Almighty  rule  o'er  Thee, 

1888. 
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WESTMINSTER  ABBEY, 

ON  THS  TWENTY-EIGHTH  OF  JUNE,  1838. 

TO   THE    QUEEN. 

« 

The  orb  and  sceptre  in  thy  hands  they  placed, 
On  thine  anointed  head  a  crown  of  gold ; 

A  purple  robe  thy  virgin  form  embraced ; 
Enthroned  thou  wert,  all-glorious  to  behold : 
Before  thee  lay  the  Book  of  God  unrolFd ; 

Thy  tongue  pronounced,  thy  pen  the  covenant  traced, 
Which  men  and  angels  witnessed ;  —  young  and  old, 

Peers,  princes,  statesmen,  birth  and  beauty  graced 

That  scene  of  tombs  and  trophies.  — 

All  is  fled; 

Like  life  itself,  the  living  pass'd  away, 
And  none  that  met  remained  there  but  the  dead ! 
—  Thence  to  thy  closet  didst  thou  not  retreat, 

Li  secret  to  thy  heavenly  Father  pray, 
And  cast  thyself  and  kingdom  at  his  feet  ? 
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A  BRIDAL  BENISON. 

ADDRESSED  TO  MT  FRIENDS  MR.  Aim  MRS.  B. 

Ocean  and  land  the  globe  divide, 
Summer  and  winter  share  the  year, 

Darkness  and  light*^alk  side  by  side, 
And  earth  and  heaven  are  always  near. 

Though  each  be  good  and  fair  alone. 
And  glorious,  in  its  time  and  place, 

In  all  when  fitly  pair'd,  is  shown 
More  of  their  Maker's  power  and  grace. 

Then  may  the  union  of  young  hearts. 

So  early  and  so  well  begun. 
Like  sea  and  shore,  in  all  their  parts. 

Appear  as  twain,  but  be  as  one. 

Be  it  like  summer ;  may  they  find 
Bliss,  beauty,  hope,  where'er  they  roam ; 

Be  it  like  winter,  when  confined. 
Peace,  comfort,  happiness  at  home. 

Like  day  and  night,  —  sweet  interchange 
Of  care,  enjoyment,  action,  rest ; 

Absence  nor  coldness  e'er  estrange 
Hearts  by  unfailing  love  possest 
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like  earth's  horizon,  be  their  scene 
Of  life  a  rich  and  various  ground, 

And,  whether  lowering  or  serene, 
Heaven  all  above  it  and  around. 

When  land  and  ocean,  day  and  night, 
When  time  and  nature  cease  to  be ; 

Let  their  inheritance  be  light, 
Their  union  an  eternity. 

1820. 
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THE  BLACKBIRD. 

Those  who  are  apt  to  awake  early  on  spring  mornings  In  rural  neigh- 
borhoods, must  often  have  been  charmed  with  the  solitary  song  of  the 
Blackbird,  when  all  beside  is  still,  and  the  Lark  himself  is  yet  on  the 
ground.  —  At  evening,  too,  his  broad  and  homely  strain,  different 
from  that  of  every  other,  and  chiming  In  at  intervals  with  the  univer- 
sal chorus  of  wild  throats,  is  known  from  infancy  by  all  who  have  been 
accustomed  to  walk  abroad  in  the  hour  of  twilight.  —  The  yellow  bill 
and  glossy  plumage  of  the  same  conspicuous  bird,  when  he  flits  from 
hedge  to  tree,  or  across  a  meadow,  are  equally  familiar  to  the  eye  of 
such,  nor  less  to  their  ear  is  the  chuckling  note  with  which  he  bolts 
out  of  a  bush  before  the  startled  passenger,  who  has  unconsciously 
disturbed  him  from  his  perch. 

MORNING. 

Golden  bill !  Golden  bill ! 

Lo,  the  peep  of  day  ; 
All  the  air  is  cool  and  still, 
From  the  elm-tree  on  the  hill, 

Chant  away : 
While  the  moon  drops  down  the  west, 
Like  thy  mate  upon  her  nest, 
And  the  stars  before  the  sun, 
Melt  like  snow-flakes,  one  by  one  ; 
Let  thy  loud  and  welcome  lay 
Pour  along 
Few  notes  but  strong. 


I 
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EVENING. 

Jet-bright  wing!  jet-bright  wing! 

Flit  across  the  sunset  glade ; 
Lying  there  in  wait  to  sing  — 
Listen  with  thy  head  awry, 
Keeping  time  with  twinkling  eye, 

While  fi*om  all  the  woodland  shade. 
Birds  of  every  plume  and  note 
Strain  the  throat, 
Till  both  hill  and  valley  ring, 
And  the  warbled  minstrelsy. 
Ebbing,  flowing  like  the  sea. 
Claims  brief  interludes  from  thee : 
Then,  with  simple  swell  and  fall. 
Breaking  beautiful  through  all, 
Let  thy  Pan-like  pipe  repeat. 
Few  notes  but  sweet. 

Aakem,  near  Doncculer^  1885. 
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THE   MYRTLE. 

Dark-green  and  gemm'd  Mrith  flowers  of  snow, 
With  close  uncrowded  branches  spread, 

Not  proudly  high,  nor  meanly  low, 
A  gi*aceful  myrtle  rear'd  its  head. 

Its  mantle  of  unwithering  leaf, 

Seem'd,  in  my  contemplative  mood, 

Like  silent  joy,  or  patient  grief. 
The  symbol  of  pure  gratitude. 

Still  life,  methought,  is  thine,  fair  tree  ! 

—  Then  pluck'd  a  sprig,  and  while  I  mused, 
With  idle  hands,  unconsciously. 

The  delicate,  small  foliage  bruised. 

Odors,  at  my  rude  touch  set  free, 
Escaped  from  all  their  secret  cells  ; 

Quick  life,  I  cried,  is  thine,  fair  tree ! 
In  thee  a  soul  of  fragrance  dwells :  — 

WTiich  outrage,  wrongs,  nor  wounds  destroy, 
But  wake  its  sweetness  from  repose ; 

Ah !  could  I  thus  heaven's  gifts  employ, 
Worth  seen,  worth  hidden,  thus  disclose. 


328  APPENDIX.  i 


In  health,  with  unpretending  grace, 

In  wealth,  with  meekness  and  with  fear, 

Through  every  season  wear  one  face, 
And  be  in  truth  what  I  appear. 

Then  should  affliction's  chastening  rod 
Bruise  my  frail  frame,  or  break  my  heart, 

Life,  a  sweet  sacrifice  to  God, 

Out-breathed  like  incense  would  depart. 

The  Captain  of  Salvation  thus, 

When  like  a  Lamb  to  slaughter  led. 

Was,  by  the  Father's  will,  for  us. 
Himself  through  suffering  puriBed« 

1837. 
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DALE  ABBEY. 

A.  solitary  arch  in  the  middle  of  an  open  meadow,  on  a  imall  oratory 
more  ancient  than  the  monastery  itself,  now  the  chapel  of  ease  for  the 
hamlet,  are  alone  conspicuous  of  all  the  magnificent  structures  which 
once  occupied  this  ground.  The  site  is  about  flye  miles  south  east 
fkrom  Derby. 


I. 

The  glory  hath  departed  from  thee,  Dale  1 
Thj  gorgeous  pageant  of  monastic  pride, 
—  A  power,  that  once  the  power  of  kings  defied, 

Which  truth  and  reason  might  in  vain  assail. 

In  mock  humility  usurp'd  this  vale, 

And  lorded  o*er  the  region  far  and  wide ; 
Darkness  to  light,  evil  to  good  allied, 

Had  wrought  a  charm,  which  made  all  hearts  to 
quail. 

What  gave  that  power  dominion  on  this  ground, 
Age  after  age  ?  —  the  Word  of  God  was  bound !  — 

At  length  the  mighty  captive  burst  from  thrall, 
0*ertum'd  the  spiritual  bastile  in  its  march. 
And  left  of  ancient  grandeur  this  sole  arch, 

Whose  stones  cry  out,  ^—  "  Thus  Babylon  herself 
shall  fall/' 
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II. 

More  beautiful  in  ruin  than  in  prime, 

Methinks  this  frail,  yet  firm  memorial  stands, 
The  work  of  heads  laid  low,  and  buried  hands : 

—  Now  slowly  mouldering  to  the  touch  of  time. 

It  looks  abroad,  unconsciously  sublime, 

Where  sky  above  and  earth  beneath  expands : 
—  And  yet  a  nobler  relic  still  demands 

The  grateful  homage  of  a  passing  rhyme. 

Beneath  the  cliff  yon  humble  roof  behold ! 
Poor  as  our  Saviour's  birthplace ;  yet  a  fold. 

Where  the  good  shepherd,  in  this  quiet  vale. 
Gathers  his  flock,  and  feeds  them,  as  of  old, 

With  bread  from  heaven  :  —  I  change  my  note ;  — 
all  hail ! 
The  glory  of  the  Lord  is  risen  upon  thee.  Dale !  * 

1830. 

•  This  ancient  oratory  is  supposed  to  have  stood  between 
700  and  800  years.  It  was  built  by  a  person  who  had  previ- 
ously dwelt  as  a  hermit  in  a  cave  which  he  had  hewed  in  the 
rock  adjacent,  where  he  submitted  to  great  hardships  and  pri- 
vations. He  was  a  native  of  Derby,  and  believed  it  was  the 
will  of  heaven,  that  he  should  leave  his  home  and  friends  and 
live  in  solitude.  The  Abbey  was  founded  in  1204,  near  the  spot 
-where  this  holy  man  had  thus  lived  and  died.  After  being 
successively  occupied  by  monks  of  various  orders,  it  was  broken 
up  in  1589.  The  buildings  occupied  a  large  space  of  ground ; 
but  beside  the  arch  and  chapel  nothing  more  than  a  few  frag- 
ments of  walls  and  foundations  can  be  traced. 
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THE  WILD  PINK. 

ON  THE   WALL   OF  HALMESBURT  ABBEY. 

{Dianthus  CheirophyUut.) 

Dn  seeing  a  solitary  specimen  near  the  Oreat  Archway,  and  being  told 
that  the  plant  was  not  to  be  found  elsewhere  in  the  neighborhood. 

The  hand  that  gives  the  angels  wings, 

And  plants  the  forest  by  its  power, 
0*er  mountain,  vale,  and  champaign  flings 

The  seed  of  every  herb  and.  flower ; 
Nor  forests  stand,  nor  angels  fly. 
More  at  God's  will,  more  in  his  eye, 
Than  the  green  blade  strikes  down  its  root, 
Expands  its  bloom,  and  yields  its  fruit. 

Beautiful  daughter  of  a  line 

Of  unrecorded  ancestry ! 
What  herald's  scroll  could  vie  with  thine. 

Where  monarchs  trace  their  pedigree  ? 
Thy  first  progenitor  had  birth, 
While  man  was  yet  unquicken'd  earth. 
And  thy  last  progeny  may  wave 
Its  flag  o'er  man's  last-open'd  grave. 
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Down  from  the  day  of  Eden  lost, 

A  generation  in  a  year, 
Unscathed  by  heat,  unnipt  by  frost, 

True  to  the  sovereign  sun,  appear 
The  units  of  thy  transient  race, 
Each  in  its  turn,  each  in  its  place. 
To  make  the  world  a  little  while 
Lovelier  and  sweeter  with  its  smile. 

How  earnest  thou  hither  ?  from  what  soil, 

Where  those  that  went  before  thee  grew. 
Exempt  from  suffering,  care,  and  toil, 

Clad  by  the  sun-beams,  fed  with  dew  ? 
Tell  me  on  what  strange  spot  of  ground, 
Thy  rock-born  kindred  yet  are  found, 
And  I  the  carrier-dove  will  be 
To  bring  them  wondrous  news  of  thee. 

^ 

How,  here,  by  wren  or  red-breast  dropt, 

Thy  parent-germ  was  left  behind, 
Or,  in  its  trackless  voyage  stopt, 

While  sailing  on  the'  autumnal  wind, 
Not  rudely  wreckt,  but  safely  thrown 
On  yonder  ledge  of  quarried  stone, 
Where  the  bhthe  swallow  builds  and  sings. 
And  the  pert  sparrow  pecks  his  wings. 

Then,  by  some  glimpse  of  moonshine  sped, 
Queen  Mab,  methinks,  alighting  there, 

A  span-long,  hand-breadth  terrace  spread, 
A  fairy-garden  hung  in  air, 
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Of  licbens,  moss,  and  earthy  mould, 
To  rival  Babylon's  of  old, 
In  which  that  single  seed  she  nurst, 
Till  forth  its  embryo-wilding  burst 

Now,  like  that  solitary  star, 

Last  in  the  morn's  resplendent  crown, 
Or  first  emerging,  faint  and  far. 

When  evening  glooms  the  sky  embrown, 
Thy  beauty  shines  without  defence, 
Yet  safe  from  gentle  violence, 
While  infant-hands  and  maiden-eyes 
Covet  in  vain  the  tempting  prize. 

Yon  arch,  beneath  whose  giant-span, 
Thousands  of  passing  feet  have  trod 

Upon  the  dust  that  once  was  man, 
Gather'd  around  the  house  of  God, 

—  That  arch  which  seems  to  mock  decay, 

Fix'd  as  the  firmament  to-day. 

Is  fading  like  the  rainbow's  form. 

Through  the  slow  stress  of  time's  long  storm. 

But  thou  may'st  boast  perennial  prime ; 

—  The  blade,  the  stem,  the  bud,  the  flower. 
Not  ruin'd  but  renew'd  by  time, 

Beyond  the  great  destroyer's  power. 
Like  day  and  night,  like  spring  and  fall, 
Alternate,  on  the  abbey-wall. 
May  come  and  go,  from  year  to  year, 
And  vanish  but  to  reappear. 
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Nay,  when  in  utter  wreck  are  strown 

Arch,  buttress,  all  this  mighty  mass, 
Crumbled,  and  crushed,  and  overgrown, 

With  thorns  and  thistles,  reeds  and  grass, 
While  Nature  thus  the  waste  repairs. 
Thine  offspring,  Nature's  endless  heirs. 
Earth's  ravaged  fields  may  repossess. 
And  plant  once  more  the  wilderness. 

So  be  it :  —  but  the  sun  is  set. 

My  song  must  end,  and  I  depart ; 
Yet  thee  I  never  will  forget. 

But  bear  thee  in  my  inmost  heart. 
Where  this  shall  thy  memorial  be, 
—  If  God  so  cares  for  thine  and  thee, 
How  can  I  doubt  that  love  divine, 
Which  watches  over  me  and  mine  ? 

1888. 
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PARTING  WORDS. 

**  And  he  said,  Let  me  go,  for  the  day  breaketh." 

Genesis  xxxl\.2i 

Let  me  go,  the  day  is  breaking, 

Dear  companions,  let  me  go ; 
We  have  spent  a  night  of  waking 

In  the  wilderness  below ; 
Upward  now  I  bend  my  way. 
Part  we  here  at  break  of  day. 

Let  me  go,  I  may  not  tarry, 

Wrestling  thus  with  doubts  and  fears ; 
Angels  wait  my  soul  to  carry, 

Where  my  risen  Lord  appears ; 
Friends  and  kindred,  weep  not  so. 
If  ye  love  me,  let  me  go. 

We  have  travell'd  long  together. 
Hand  in  hand,  and  heart  in  heart. 

Both  through  fair  and  stormy  weather. 
And  'tis  hard  —  *tis  hard  to  part. 

Yet  we  must :  —  ^^Farewell !  "  to  you ; 

Answer,  one  and  all,  ^^ Adieu  !  ** 

Tis  not  darkness  gathering  round  me. 
Which  withdraws  me  from  your  sight ; 
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Walls  of  flesh  no  more  can  bound  me, 

But,  translated  into  light, 
Like  the  lark  on  mounting  wing, 
Though  unseen,  you  hear  me  sing. 

Heaven's  broad  day  hath  o'er  me  broken. 
Far  beyond  earth's  span  of  sky  ; 

Am  I  dead?  —  Nay,  by  this  token, 
Know  that  I  have  ceased  to  die ; 

Would  you  solve  the  mystery. 

Come  up  hither,  —  come  and  see. 

1887. 
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IN  BEREAVEMENT. 

Lift  up  thine  eyes,  afflicted  soul ! 

From  earth  lift  up  thine  eyes ; 
Though  dark  the  evening  shadows  roll, 

And  daylight  beauty  dies, 
One  sun  is  set  —  a  thousand  more 

Their  rounds  of  glory  run, 
Where  science  leads  thee  to  explore 

In  every  star  a  sun. 

Thus,  when  some  long-loved  comfort  ends, 

And  nature  would  despair. 
Faith  to  the  heaven  of  heavens  ascends, 

And  meets  ten  thousand  there: 
First  faint  and  small,  then  clear  and  bright, 

They  gladden  all  the  gloom. 
As  stars  that  seem  but  points  of  light 

The  rank  of  suns  assume. 

1836. 
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A  DEATH-BED. 

'*  So  giyeth  He  his  beloyed  sleep.^'  —  P$alm  cxxtU.  2. 

Her  path  was  like  the  shining  light, 
Clear,  calm,  progressive,  perfect  day ; 

At  even-tide  came  sudden  night. 
Thick  darkness  fell  on  all  her  way, 

Amazed,  alarm'd,  she  quail'd  with  dread, 

And  cried  —  "  The  Comforter  is  fled ! " 

It  was  the  tempter's  vantage-hour  ; 

Eager  and  flushed  with  hope  was  he  ; 
He  knew  the  limit  of  his  power. 

And  struggled  hard  for  victory ; 
A  deathless  soul,  at  life's  last  gasp, 
Seem'd  but  a  hair's  breath  from  his  grasp. 

The  dire  deceiver  was  deceived. 
That  soul  was  in  a  faithful  hand, 

Even  his,  in  whom  her  heart  believed ; 
Satan  before  Him  could  not  stand, 

But  fell  like  lightning  to  the  deep, 

—  So  gave  He  his  beloved  sleep. 

1887. 
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ELUAH  IN  THE  WILDERNESS. 

1  EiMoa  xix. 

Thus  pray'd  the  prophet  in  the  wilderness ; 
•*  God  of  my  fathers !  look  on  my  distress ; 
My  days  are  spent  in  vanity  and  strife, 
0  that  the  Lord  would  please  to  take  my  life  I 
Beneath  the  clods  through  this  lone  valley  spread, 
Fain  would  I  join  the  generations  dead !  '* 

Heaven  deign'd  no  answer  to   that  murmuring 
prayer, 
Silence  that  thrill'd  the  blood  alone  was  there ; 
Down  sunk  his  weary  lijnbs,  slow  heaved  his  breath, 
And  sleep  fell  on  him  with  a  weight  like  death ; 
Dreams,  raised  by  evil  spirits,  hover'd  near, 
Throng'd  with  strange  thoughts,  and  images  of  fear ; 
The'  abominations  of  the  Gentiles  came ;  — 
Detested  Chemosh,  Moloch  clad  with  flame, 
Ashtaroth,  queen  of  heaven,  with  moony  crest, 
And  Baal,  sunlike,  high  above  the  rest. 
Glared  on  him,  gnaah'd  their  teeth,  then  sped  away, 
Like  ravening  vultures  to  their  carrion-prey. 
Where  every  grove  grew  darker  with  their  rites, 
And  blood  ran  reeking  down  the  mountain-heights : 
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But  to  the  living  God,  throughout  the  land, 
He  saw  no  altar  blaze,  no  temple  stand ; 
Jerusalem  was  dust,  and  Zion's  hill, 
Like  Tophet's  valley,  desolate  and  still : 
The  prophet  drew  one  deep  desponding  groan, 
And  his  heart  died  within  him,  like  a  stone. 

An  angel's  touch  the  dire  entrancement  broke, 
"  Arise  and  eat,  Elijah ! "  —  He  awoke. 
And  found  a  table  in  the  desert  spread. 
With  water  in  the  cruise  beside  his  head ; 
He  blessed  the  Lord,  who  turn'd  away  his  prayer, 
And  feasted  on  the  heaven-provided  fare ; 
Then  sweeter  slumber  o'er  his  senses  stole. 
And  sunk  like  life  new-breathed  into  his  soul. 
A  dream  brought  David's  city  on  his  sight, 
—  Shepherds  were   watching  o'er   their  flocks  by 

night ; 
Around  them  uncreated  splendor  blazed, 
And  heavenly  hosts  their  hallelujahs  raised ; 
A  theme  unknown  since  sin  to  death  gave  birth, 
"  Glory  to  God  !  good  will  and  peace  on  earth  ! " 
They  sang ;  his  heart  responded  to  the  strain. 
Though  memory  sought  to  keep  the  words  in  vain : 
The  vision  changed ;  —  amid  the  gloom  serene, 
One  star  above  all  other  stars  was  seen, 
It  had  a  ligHt,  a  motion,  of  its  own. 
And  o'er  a  humble  shed  in  Bethlehem  shone ; 
He  look'd,  and,  lo !  an  infant  newly  born. 
That  seem'd  cast  out  to  poverty  and  scorn, 
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Yet  Grentile  kings  its  advent  came  to  greet, 

Worshipp'd,  and  laid  their  treasure  at  its  feet. 

Musing  what  this  mysterious  babe  might  be, 

He  saw  a  sufferer  stretch'd  upon  a  tree  ; 

Yet  while  the  victim  died,  by  men  abhorr'd, 

Creation's  agonies  confess'd  him  Lord. 

Again  the  angel  smote  the  slumberer's  side ; 

^  Arise  and  eat,  the  way  is  long  and  wide." 

He  rose  and  ate,  and  with  unfainting  force. 

Through  forty  days  and  nights  upheld  his  course. 

Horeb,  the  mount  of  God,  he  reached,  and  lay 

Within  a  cavern,  till  the  cool  of  day! 

«  What  dost  thou  here,  Elijah  ?  "  —  Like  the  tide, 

Brake  that  deep  voice  through  silence.     He  replied, 

"  I  have  been  very  jealous  for  thy  cause, 

Lord  God  of  hosts !  for  men  make  void  thy  laws ; 

Thy  people  have  thrown  down  tiiine  altars,  slain 

Thy  prophets,  —  I,  and  I  alone  remain ; 

My  life  with  reckless  vengeance  they  pursue. 

And  what  c^n  I  against  a  nation  do  ?  " 

"  Stand  on  the  mount  before  the  Lord,  and  know, 
That  wrath  or  mercy  at  my  will  I  show." 
Anon  the  power  that  holds  the  winds  let  fly 
Their  devastating  armies  through  the  sky ; 
Then  shook  the  wilderness,  the  rocks  were  rent, 
As  when  Jehovah  bow'd  the  firmament. 
And  trembling  Israel,  while  he  gave  the  law. 
Beheld  his  symbols,  but  no  image  saw. 
The  storm  retired,  nor  left  a  trace  behind ; 
The  Lord  passed  by ;  He  came  not  with  the  wind. 
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Beneath  the  prophet's  feet,  the  shuddering  ground 
Clave,  and  disclosed  a  precipice  profound, 
Like  that  which  opened  to  the  gates  of  hell. 
When  Korah,  Dathan,  and  Abiram  fell ; 
Again  the  Lord  pass'd  by,  but  unreveard ; 
He  came  not  with  the  earthquake,  —  all  was  seaPd. 

A  new  amazement !  vale  and  mountain  tum'd 
Red  as  the  battle-field  with  blood,  then  burn'd ' 
Up  to  the  stars,  as  terrible  a  fiame 
As  shall  devour  this  univeral  frame ; 
Elijah  watch'd  it  kindle,  spread,  expire ; 
The  Lord  pass'd  by ;  He  came  not  with  the  fire. 

A  still  small  whisper  breathed  upon  his  ear ; 
He  wrapt  his  mantle  round  his  face  with  fear ; 
Darkness  that  might  be  felt  involved  him, — dumb 
With  expectation  of  a  voice  to  come. 
He  stood  upon  the  threshold  of  the  cave. 
As  one  long  dead,  just  risen  from  the  grave, 
In  the  last  judgment.  —  Came  the  voice  and  cried, 
"  What  dost  thou  here,  Elijah  ?  "  —  He  replied, 
"  I  have  been  very  jealous  for  thy  cause. 
Lord  God  of  hosts !  for  men  make  void  thy  laws ; 
Thy  people  have  thrown  down  thine  altars,  slain 
Thy  prophets,  —  I,  and  I  alone  remain  ; 
My  life  with  ruthless  violence  they  pursue, 
And  what  can  I  against  a  nation  do  ?  " 

"  My  day  of  vengeance  is  at  hand :  the  year 
Of  my  redeemed  shall  suddenly  appear : 
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Go  Thou,  —  anoint  two  kings,  —  and  in  thy  place, 
A  prophet  to  stand  up  before  my  face : 
Then  he  who  'scapes  the  Syrian's  sword,  shall  fall 
By  his  whom  to  Samaria's  throne  I  call ; 
And  he  who  'scapes  from  Jehu,  in  that  day. 
Him  shall  the  judgment  of  EHsha  slay. 
Yet  hath  a  remnant  been  pi-eserved  by  me, 
Seven  thousand  souls  who  never  bow'd  the  knee 
To  Baal's  image,  nor  have  kiss'd  his  shrine ; 
These  are  my  jewels,  and  they  shall  be  mine. 
When  to  the  world  my  righteousness  is  shown, 
And,  root  and  branch,  idolatry  o'erthrown. 

So  be  it,  Grod  of  truth  !  yet  why  delay  ? 
With  Thee  a  thousand  years  are  as  one  day ; 
0  crown  thy  people's  hopes,  dispel  their  fears  ! 
And  be  to-day  with  Thee  a  thousand  years  ! 
Cui  short  the  evil,  bring  the  blessed  time, 
Avenge  thine  own  elect,  from  clime  to  clime  ; 
Let  not  an  idol  in  thy  path  be  spared, 
All  share  the  fate  which  Baal  long  hath  shared ; 
Nor  let  seven  thousand  only  worship  Thee 
Make  every  tongue  confess,  bow  every  knee  , 
Now  o'er  the  promised  kingdoms  reign  thy  Son, 
One  Lord  through  all  the  earth,  —  his  name  be  one  I 
Hast  Thou  not  spoken  ?  shall  it  not  be  done  ? 

1824. 
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TRANSMIGRATIONS. 

A  HAIL-STONE,  from  the  cloud  set  free, 

Shot,  slanting  ooastward,  o'er  the  sea, 

And  thus,  as  eastern  tales  relate, 

Lamented  its  untimely  fate : 

''  Last  moment  born,  condemn'd  in  thisy 

The  neoct  absorpt  in  yon  abyss  ; 

'T  were  better  ne'er  to  know  the  light, 

Than  see  and  perish  at  first  sight" 

—  An  oyster  heard,  and  as  it  fell, 
Welcomed  the  outcast  to  her  shell. 
Where  meekly  suffering  that  "  sea-change," 
It  grew  to  "  something  rich  and  strange," 
And  thence  became  the  brightest  gem 
That  decks  the  Sultan's  diadem, 

Turn'd  from  a  particle  of  ice 
Into  a  pearl  of  priceless  price. 

—  Thus  can  the  Power  that  rules  o'er  all 
Exalt  the  humble  by  their  fall. 

A  dew-drop,  in  the  flush  of  mom, 
Sparkled  upon  a  blossom'd  thorn, 
Reflecting  from  its  mirror  pure 
The  sun  himself  in  miniature. 
Dancing  for  gladness  on  the  spray, 
It  miss'd  its  hold,  and  slid  away. 
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A  larky  just  mounting  up  to  sing. 
Caught  the  frail  trembler  on  his  wing, 
But,  borne  alofl  through  gathering  clouds 
Left  it  entangled  with  their  shrouds : 
Lost  and  for  ever  lost,  it  seem'd, 
When  suddenly  the  sun  forth  gleam'd, 
And  round  the  showery  vapors  threw 
A  rainbow,  —  where  our  drop  of  dew 
'Midst  the  prismatic  hues  of  heaven 
Outshown  the  beams  of  all  the  seven. 
When  virtue  falls  't  is  not  to  die, 
But  be  translated  to  the  sky. 

A  babe  into  existence  came, 
A  feeble,  helpless,  suffering  frame  ; 
It  breathed  on  earth  a  little  while. 
Then  vanished,  like  a  tear,  a  smile. 
That  springs  and  falls,  —  that  peers  and  parts, 
The  grief,  the  joy  of  loving  hearts  ; 
The  grave  received  the  body  dead 
Where  all  that  live  must  find  their  bed. 
Sank  then  the  soul  to  dust  and  gloom. 
Worms  and  corruption  in  the  tomb  ? 
No,  —  'midst  the  rainbow  round  the  throne, 
Caught  up  to  Paradise,  it  shone, 
And  yet  shall  shine,  until  the  day 
When  heaven  and  earth  must  pass  away, 
And  those  that  sleep  in  Jesus  here. 
With  Him  in  glory  shall  appear. 
Then  shall  that  soul  and  body  meet ; 
And  when  his  jewels  are  complete. 
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'Midst  countless  millions,  form  a  gem 

In  the  Redeemer's  diadem, 

Wherewith  as  thorns  his  brows  once  bound, 

He  for  his  sufferings  shall  be  crown'd ; 

Raised  from  the  ignominious  tree 

To  the  right-hand  of  Majesty, 

Head  over  all  created  things, 

The  Lord  of  lords,  the  King  of  kings. 

1889. 
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SONNET. 

IMITATED  FROM  THE  ITALIAN  OF  OABRIELLO  FIAMMA. 
ON   THE    SEPULTURE    OF    CHRIST. 

Where  is  the  aspect  more  than  heaven  serene, 
Which  saints  and  angels  view'd  with  pure  delight  ? 

The  meekness  and  the  majesty  of  mien, 

That  won  the  yielding  heart  with  gentle  might  ? 

Where  is  the  voice  with  harmony  replete, 
That  changed  to  love  the  most  obdurate  will  ? 

The  eye,  whose  glance  so  ravishingly  sweet. 
The  soul  with  joy  unspeakable  could  fill  ? 

Where  is  the  hand  that  crush'd  our  direst  foe, 
And  Satan's  powers  in  chains  of  darkness  bound  ? 

Where  is  the  servant's  humble  form  below. 
In  which  the  eternal  Son  of  God  was  found  ? 

—  Lo !  where  his  pilgrimage  of  mercy  ends : 
What  glory  here  into  the  grave  descends  I 

1821. 
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SONNET. 

FROM  THE   ITALIAN  OF  GIOVAMBATTISTA  ZAPPI. 

ON   JUDITH   RETURNING   TO    BETHULIA    WITH   THE 
HEAD    OP   HOLOFERNES   IN   HER   HAND. 

She  held  the  head  all-horrible  with  gore  ; 
Nor  of  the  woman  in  that  act  was  seen 
Aught  save  the'  alluring  locks  and  beauteous  micD  : 

"  Hail,  heroine,  hail !  "  all  voices  cried  before. 

At  the  glad  news,  the  damsels  came  with  speed ; 
Some  kiss'd  her  feet  and  some  her  garment's  hem. 
None  her  right-hand,  for  terrible  to  them 

Was  the  remembrance  of  that  fatal  deed. 

A  hundred  prophets  sang  the  matron's  fame ; 
^  Fly  round  the  world,  thine  everlasting  name ! 

The  sun  through  all  his  march  shall  tell  thy  story." 
Great  from  that  dread  achievement  though  she  rose, 
Greater  she  stood  at  this  triumphant  close, 

For  she  was  humble  in  the  height  of  glory, 

1826. 
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SONNET. 

VBOM  THE  ITAI^IAN  OF  EU8TACHI0  MANFREDI. 
FOR  A  NUN,  ON  TAKING  THE   VEIL. 

As  when  a  lion,  mad  with  hunger,  springs 

To  seize  the  unguarded  shepherd  by  surprise, 
Fear  in  a  moment  lends  the  victim  wings  ; 

To  some  broad  elm  or  ancient  oak  he  flies, 
Climbs  for  his  life,  amidst  the  branches  cowers, 

And  sees  the'  infuriate  brute,  with  ramping  paws, 
Leap  at  the  trunk,  and  wearying  all  his  powers, 

Spurn  the  loose  sand,  and  grind  his  foaming  jaws. 

So  she,  whom  helFs  fierce  lion  mark'd  for  prey, 
Flies  to  the  tree  of  life's  extended  arms, 

The  cross  of  Calvary,  —  which,  night  and  day. 
Yields  shade,  and  rest,  and  refuge  from  alarms  ; 

Whence  she  beholds  the  baffled  fiend  again, 

Gnashinff  his  teeth  slink  back  to  his  old  den. 


■o 


The  aathor  of  the  foregoing  sonnet,  an  Italian  poet  of  great 
eminence,  died  in  1739.  The  coincidence  between  the  imag- 
ined peril  and  rescue  of  the  shepherd  in  the  poem,  and  the 
real  danger  and  deliverance  of  the  herdsman  in  the  following 
authenticated  story,  is  very  remarkable.  The  fact  occurred 
towards  the  close  of  the  last  century,  more  than  fifty  years 
after  Manfredi*8  decease.    It  was  first  related  in  England  in 
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the  journal  of  some  African  traveller;  but  I  had  its  authen- 
ticity confirmed  to  myself  by  a  Wesleyan  missionary,  several 
of  whose  converts  had  been  personally  acquainted  with  the 
man  who  was  thus  beset,  and  yet  escaped  from  the  paw  of  the 
lion :  —  A  native  of  Namaqua-land,  in  the  service  of  a  Dutch 
farmer,  who  resided  about  240  miles  north  of  the  Gape  of 
Good  Hope,  one  day  attempting  to  drive  his  master's  cattle 
into  a  pond,  situated  between  two  ridges  of  rock,  and  finding 
them  strangely  reluctant,  instead  of  eager  as  they  were  wont 
to  be,  to  approach  and  quench  their  thirst,  looked  about  to 
discover  the  cause,  when  he  espied  a  huge  lion  luxuriating  in 
the  midst  of  the  water.  He  instantly  took  to  his  heels,  and 
had  sufficient  presence  of  mind  to  run  through  the  herd,  which 
were  now  scattering  in  all  directions.  The  lion,  however, 
marked  and  followed  him,  without  falling  upon  any  of  the 
animals.  The  Hottentot  finding  himself  thus  unexpectedly 
singled  out,  scrambled  up  a  tit»e,  in  the  trunk  of  which  some 
steps  had  been  notched,  to  come  at  the  birds*  nests  among  the 
branches.  These  belonged  to  a  species  of  the  genus  LoxiOy 
which  live  in  society,  and  build  a  whole  commonwealth  of 
nests  in  one  cluster,  sometimes  as  much  as  ten  feet  in  diameter, 
under  a  general  penthouse  or  covering,  and  occupied  by  several 
hundred  birds.  Behind  one  of  these  clumps  the  fugitive  con- 
cealed himself.  At  the  instant  of  his  ascending,  his  ferocious 
pursuer  had  made  a  spring  at  him,  but  missing  his  aim,  he 
stalked  .in  sullen  silence  round  the  tree,  casting  at  times  a  ter- 
rific look  towards  the  poor  fellow,  who  had  crept  and  coiled 
himself  up  into  the  smallest  compass  in  tlie  rear  of  the  nests. 
After  remaining  a  considerable  time  quiet  and  motionless,  and 
hearing  no  longer  at  intervals  the  growl  and  the  step  of  the 
monster,  he  ventured  to  put  forth  his  head  from  his  hiding- 
place,  hoping  that  his  besieger  had  decamped ;  but  to  his  horror 
and  amazement,  his  eyes  met  those  of  the  lion,  steadfastly  look- 
ing upwards,  and  as  he  declared,  flashmg  fire  at  the  recovered 
sight  of  him.  The  beast  then  lay  down  at  the  foot  of  the  tree, 
where  he  continued  without  stirring  from  the  spot  for  twenty- 
four  hours ;  when,  being  parched  with  thirst,  he  bounded  off 
to  a  spring  at  some  distance.  The  blockade  was  no  sooner 
raised  than   the   Hottentot   seized   the    opportunity,    nimbly 
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descended,  and  fled  homewards  as  fast  as  his  feet  could  cairy 
him.  There,  though  about  a  mile  off,  he  safely  arrived.  It 
afterwards  appeared  that  the  lion  had  returned  to  the  tree,  and 
missing  his  prey  there,  ^  Uke  a  staunch  murderer  steady  to  his 
ptirposBj'^*  had  hunted  him  by  the  scent,  or  the  track  of  his  feet 
in  the  sand,  to  within  three  hundred  yards  of  his  door,  and 
then,  as  the  sonnet  says,  **  gnashing  his  teeth  slunk  back  to  his 
old  den." 

It  can  hardly  escape  the  notice  of  any  intelligent  reader  how 
far,  in  this  csse^Jact  transcends  ^dion ;  and  how  much  more 
of  characteristic  majesty  and  overpowering  terror  there  is  in 
the  patient  watching  of  the  real  lion  under  the  tree,  than  in 
the  impotent  rage  of  the  imaginary  one  rending  the  bark  with 
his  claws,  and  spuming  the  sand  with  his  feet,  to  no  purpose. 
Nature  and  truth  must  always  exceed  fancy  and  fable,  where 
the  creations  of  the  latter  are  not  founded  upon  actual  knowl- 
edge of  the  former.  Here  the  conception  of  the  poet  is  great 
and  his  picture  fine;  but  the  stem  reality  is  greater,  and  the 
hve  spectacle  finer,  beyond  comparison. 
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SONNET. 

From  PetFRXch,  in  which  the  Poet  laments  the  death  of  hid  friend  Signore 
Sttfano  Colonnay  occurring  soon  after  that  of  Laura.  In  the  original 
there  is  a  symbolical  allusion  to  the  names  of  both, —  the  one  as  a  Col- 
vmUf  the  other  as  a  Laurel. 

Fall*n  is  the  lofty  Golumny  and  uptom 

The  verdant  Laurel^  in  whose  shade  my  mind 
Found  peace  I  ne'er  again  may  hope  to  find, 

Though   round  the  heavens  o'er  earth  and  ocean 
borne: 

—  O  Death !  how  hast  thou  me  of  comfort  shorn  ! 
My  double  treasure  to  the  grave  consigned, 

Which  made  life  sweet!  —  and  wealth  with  power 
combin'd, 

Can  ne'er  restore  to  soothe  my  thought  forlorn. 

What  can  I  do,  if  fate  have  so  decreed. 
But  let  my  sorrowing  heart  in  secret  bleed. 
My  brow  be  sad,  mine  eyes  o'erflow  with  teara  ? 
—  0  Life !  so  beautiful  to  look  upon, 
How,  in  a  moment's  space,  for  ever  gone 
Is  all  we  toil  to  gain  through  many  years  I 
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MORNA. 

Uacpherson's  Osslan  has  had  many  aJmiren  ;  and  It  cannot  be  derii>*d. 
that  the  compositions  attributed  to  the  son  of  Fingal  abound  with 
striking  imagery,  heroic  sentiment,  and  hardy  expression,  the  effect 
of  which,  on  young  minds  especially,  may  be  highly  exhilarating  for 
a  while.  But,  independent  of  the  obscurity,  sameness,  and  repetition, 
which  were  probably  characteristic  of  the  originals  —  whatever  those 
originals  may  hare  been  —  the  translation  is  ^^  done  into  English  "  in 
such  a  **  Babylonish  dialect,"  that  it  might  be  presiuned,  no  ear  accus- 
tomed to  the  melody  of  pure  prose  or  the  freedom  of  eloquent  verse, 
could  endure  the  inronfrruities  of  a  style,  in  which  broken  verse  of 
various  measures,  and  halting  prose  of  almost  unmanageable  cadences, 
compound  sentences  as  difficult  to  read  and  as  dissonant  to  hear,  as  a 
strain  of  music  would  be  in  execution  and  effect,  if  every  bar  were  set 
to  a  different  time  and  in  a  different  key.  If  for  such  wild  works  of 
imagination  a  corresponding  diction  be  desirable  a  style  between  prose 
and  verse,  not  a  heterogeneous  jumbling  of  both,  might  perhaps  be  in- 
vented. For  this  we  must  have  a  poetical  foundation  with  a  prose 
Bupcrstmcture :  the  former,  that  the  vehicle  of  thought  may  admit 
of  florid  embellishment ;  the  latter,  that  full  license  may  be  obtained 
of  accommodating,  by  expansion  or  contraction,  the  scope  of  the  ideas, 
unincumbered  with  rhyme,  and  unrestricted  by  infrangible  metrical 
trammels. 

rhe  episode  of  Momais,  perhaps,  the  most  truly  beautiful  and  pathetic, 
as  well  as  simple  and  intelligible,  narrative  among  these  rhapsodical 
productions.  In  the  following  experiment,  which  is  submitted  to  the 
curious,  the  anapaestic  foot  is  adopted  as  the  groundwork,  because 
cadences  of  that  measure  have  peculiar  fluency.  There  is  some  diifi- 
cnlty,  indeed,  to  the  reader,  in  liitting  the  right  accents  at  all  times, 
from  the  great  laxity  of  our  language  in  that  respect,  and  the  care- 
lessness of  writers ;  yet  as  this  movement  admits  of  the  utmost  va- 
riety of  subdivisions,  and  the  lines  may  be  lengthened  or  shortened, 
according  to  the  burden  of  the  matter  of  each,  it  is  well  suited  to  a 
mode  of  composition,  which  would  blend  the  harmony  of  song  with 
the  freedom  of  discourse,  if  such  union  were  compatible.  This ,  to  some 
extent,  has  been  proved  practicable  in  many  passages  of  several  Eng- 
lish translations  of  the  Psakns  and  the  Prophecies,  of  which  a  very 
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perfect  specimen  may  be  found  in  the  first  seven  verses  of  the  ninety' 
fifth  Psalm,  according  to  the  Common  Prayer-Book  rendering.  When 
read  with  simplicity,  and  the  due  accent  laid  upon  the  long  syllables, 
nothing  perhaps  in  human  speech  can  be  quoted  more  delicately  im- 
plicated than  the  clauses,  or  more  melodious  than  the  sequence  of 
plain  Saxon  sounds  that  compose  the  diction,  while  the  variety  of  ca- 
dence and  the  change  of  cesura  in  every  turn,  of  the  thought  is  not 
less  admirable.  The  strain  passes  into  entirely  another  key  from  the 
eighth  verse  inclusive  to  the  end,  the  theme  in  fact  suggesting  a  cor- 
respondent change  to  the  minstrePs  hand,  when  he  drops  the  hortatory 
preamble,  and  proceeds  to  the  historical  argument,  or  rather,  when  he 
gives  way  abruptly  at  the  sound  of  the  very  voice  to  which  he  is  call- 
ing upon  his  hearers  to  hearken  ;  while  Jehovah  himself  from  between 
the  cherubim  (for  the  scene  is  in  the  temple)  speaks  out, ''  Harden  not 
your  hearts,  as  in  the  provocation  *  •  •  •  when  your  fathers  tempted 
me,  proved  me,  and  saw  my  works,"  etc.  to  the  fearful  close  of  the 
psalm. 

The  following  attempt  to  tame  what  has  been  called  ^^  prose  run  mad,'^ 
into  what  may  easily  be  designated  by  a  phrase  not  less  opprobrious, 
hi  made  upon  a  principle  more  strictly  rhythmical  than  the  measured 
style  of  our  vernacular  translations  of  Scripture  poetry ;  and  in  behalf 
of  it  a  claim  to  be  received  with  indulgence  by  the  admirers  of  Gaelic 
legends  may  be  fairly  preferred,  since  the  offence,  if  it  be  one,  against 
good  taste  is  not  likely  to  be  imitated,  nor  will  the  original  culprit 
soon  be  induced  to  repeat  it,  being  himself  of  opi Dion,  that  though  a 
few  pages  got  up  in  this  manner  may  not  be  unpleasing,  a  volume 
would  be  intolerable. 

It  may  be  necessary  to  add,  that  this  experiment  on  the  tale  of  Morna 
has  not  been  made  from  Macpheraon,  but  from  a  version  of  Fingal, 
of  which  a  few  copies  only  were  printed  at  Edinburgh  some  years  ago, 
for  private  circulation.  Whether  the  work  has  ever  been  further  pub- 
lished, the  present  writer  knows  not ;  but  it  appeared  to  him,  on  the 
hasty  perusal  of  a  lent  copy,  preferable  to  the  old  one. 


THE   ARGUMENT. 

Cathbat  and  Morna  are  lovers.  Bnchdmar,  the  rival  of  Cathbat,  having 
slain  the  latter  in  the  chase,  meets  Morna,  tells  her  what  he  has  done, 
and  woos  her  for  himself.  In  the  course  of  the  interview  they  fkll  by 
each  other's  hands,  and  die  together.  —  The  story  is  supposed  to  bo 
related  to  Cuchullin,  general  of  the  tribes  of  Erin,  who,  at  the  con- 
elusion,  laments  the  premature  loss  of  the  two  valiant  warriors,  and 
the  death  of  the  maiden. 


MORNA.  SOO 


Cathbat  fell  by  the  sword  of  Duchdmar, 
At  the  oak  of  the  loud  rolling  stream ; 
Duchomar  came  to  the  cave  of  the  forest, 
And  spake  to  the  gentle  maid. 

"  Moma !  fairest  of  women ! 
Beautiful  daughter  of  high-bom  Cormac  1 
Wherefore  alone  in  the  circle  of  stones, 
Alone  at  the  cave  of  the  mountain  ? 
The  old  oak  sounds  in  the  wind 
That  ruffles  the  distant  lake ; 
Black  clouds  engirdle  the  gloomy  horizon  ; 
But  thou  art  like  snow  on  the  heath  ; 
Thy  ringlets  resemble  the  light  mist  of  Cromla, 
When  it  winds  round  the  sides  of  the  hill, 
In  the  beams  of  the  evening  sun." 

"  Whence  comest  thou,  sternest  of  men  ?  " 
Said  the  maid  of  the  graceful  locks  ; 
"  Evermore  dark  was  thy  brow  ; 
Now  red  is  thine  eye,  and  ferocious  ; 
Doth  Swaram  appear  on  the  sea  ? 
What  tidings  from  Lochlin  ?  " 

"  No  tidings  from  Lochlin,  O  Moma  ! 
I  come  from  the  mountains  ; 
I  come  from  the  chase  of  the  fleet-footed  hind : 
Three  red  deer  have  fallen  by  my  arrows  ; 
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One  fell  for  thee,  fair  daughter  of  Cormac  ! 

As  my  soul  do  I  love  thee,  white-handed  maiden ! 

Queen  of  the  hearts  of  men  ! " 

• 
^  Duchdmar ! "  the  maiden  replied, 
"  None  of  my  love  is  for  thee  : 
Dark  is  thine  eyebrow,  thy  bosom  is  darker, 
And  hard  as  the  rock  is  thine  heart : 
But,  thou,  the  dear  offspring  of  Armin, 
Cathbat !  art  Moma's  love. 
Bright  as  the  sunbeams  thy  beautiful  locks, 
When  the  mist  of  the  valley  is  climbing  the  moun- 
tain:— 
Saw'st  thou  the  chief,  the  young  hero, 
Cathbat  the  brave,  in  thy  course  on  the  hill  ? 
The  daughter  of  Cormac  the  mighty 
Tarries  to  welcome  her  love  from  the  field." 

"  Long  shalt  thou  tarry,  O  Morna !  " 
Sullenly,  fiercely,  Duchomar  replied : 
"  Long  shalt  thou  tarry,  O  Moma, 
To  welcome  the  rude  son  of  Armin. 
Lo  !  on  this  sharp-edged  sword. 
Red  to  the  hilt  is  the  life-blood  of  Cathbat : 
Slain  is  thine  hero. 
By  me  he  was  slain  : 
His  cairn  will  I  build  upon  Cromla. 
—  Daughter  of  blue-shielded  Cormac  ! 
Turn  on  Duchomar  thine  eye." 
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^  Fallen  in  death  is  the  brave  son  of  Armin  ?  " 
The  maiden  exclaim'd  with  the  voice  of  love : 
^  Fallen  in  death  on  the  pine-crested  hill  ? 
The  loveliest  youth  of  the  host  I 
Of  heroes  the  first  in  the  chase ! 
The  direst  of  foes  to  the  sea-roving  stranger !  — 
Dark  is  Duchdmar  in  wrath  ; 
Deadly  his  arm  to  me  ; 
Foe  unto  Morna !  —  but  lend  me  thy  weapon, 
Cathbat  I  loved,  and  I  love  his  blood." 

He  yielded  the  sword  to  her  tears  ; 
She  plunged  the  red  blade  through  his  side ; 
He  fell  by  the  stream ; 

He  stretch'd  forth  his  hand,  and  his  voice  was  heard : 
**  Daughter  of  blue-shielded  Cormac  ! 
Thou  hast  cut  off  my  youth  from  renown ; 
Cold  is  the  sword,  the  glory  of  heroes, 
Cold  in  my  bosom,  O  Morna  ! 

—  Ah  !  give  me  to  Moina  the  maiden, 

For  I  am  her  dream  in  the  darkness  of  night ; 
My  tomb  she  will  build  in  the  midst  of  the  camp. 
That  the  hunter  may  hail  the  bright  mark  of  my 
fame. 

—  But  draw  forth  the  sword  from  my  bosom. 
For  cold  is  the  blade,  O  Morna ! " 

Slowly  and  weeping  she  came, 
And  drew  forth  the  sword  from  his  side ; 
He  seized  it,  and  struck  the  red  steel  to  her  heart ; 
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She  fell :  —  on  the  earth  laj  her  tresses  disheveU*d, 
The  blood  gurgled  fast  from  the  wound, 

And  crimson'd  her  arm  of  snow. 

«  «  »  »  « 

**  Tell  me  no  more  of  the  maiden ! " 
CuchuUin,  the  war-chief  of  Eiin  replied : 
—  "  Peace  to  the  souls  of  the  heroes ! 
Their  prowess  was  great  in  the  conflict  of  swords  ; 
Let  them  glide  by  my  chariot  in  war  1 
Let  their  spirits  appear  in  the  clouds  o'er  the  valley  I 
So  shall  my  breast  be  undaunted  in  danger ! 

"  Be  thou  like  a  moon-beam,  O  Moma ! 
When  my  sight  is  beginning  to  fail ; 
When  my  soul  is  reposmg  in  peace, 
And  the  tumult  of  war  is  no  more." 
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"PERILS  BY  THE  HEATHEN." 

2  Corinthians  xi.  26. 

Lines  in  memory  of  the  B«y.  William  Thrblpall,  Wesleyan  Missionary, 
who,  with  two  native  conrerts  (Jacob  Links  and  Johannes  Jaoobb), 
set  oat  in  June,  1826,  to  carry  the  gospel  into  great  Nemaqua-land,  on 
the  western  coast  of  South  Africa.  The  last  communication  received 
from  him  by  his  brethren  was  the  following  brief  note,  dated  ''  Warm 
Baths^  August  6, 1826.  Being  rather  unlcindly  handled  by  this  people, 
in  their  not  finding  or  not  permitting  us  to  have  a  guide,  we  returned 
hither  yesterday,  after  having  been  to  the  north  four  days'  journey, 
and  losing  one  of  the  oxen.  I  feel  great  need  of  your  prayers,  and  my 
patience  is  much  tried.  These  people  are  very  unfeeling  and  deceit  Ail ; 
but,  thank  Qod,  we  are  all  in  good  health,  though  we  doubt  of  success. 
Our  cattle  are  so  poor  that  they  cannot,  I  think,  bring  us  home  again ; 
but  we  shall  yet  try  to  get  further ;  and  then  it  is  not  unlikely,  I  shall 
despatch  Johannes  to  you  to  send  oxen  to  fetch  us  away.  Do  not  be 
uneasy  about  us ;  we  all  feel  much  comforted  in  our  souls,  and  the 
Lord  ^ve  us  patience.  We  are  obliged  to  beg  hard  to  buy  meat. 
Peace  be  with  you ! — Wiluam  TnBELFALL." 

No  further  intelligence  arrived  concerning  the  wanderers  for  seven 
months,  except  unauthorized  rumors,  that  they  had,  in  some  way, 
perished  in  the  desert.  In  the  sequel  it  was  ascertained,  that  Mr. 
Threlfall  and  his  faithful  companions  had  left  the  Warm  Baths  above 
mentioned  about  the  9th  or  10th  of  August,  having  obtained  a  >aga- 
bond  guide  to  the  Great  Fish  River.  This  wretch,  meeting  with  two 
others  as  wicked  as  himself,  conducted  them  to  a  petty  kraal  of  Bush- 
men (the  outcasts  of  all  the  Caffre  tribes),  and  there  murdered  them 
in  the  night  after  they  had  lain  down  to  sleep,  for  the  sake  of  the  few 
trifling  articles  which  they  carried  with  them  for  the  purchase  of 
food  by  the  way.  Two  of  the  assassins  were  long  afterwards  taken  by 
some  of  their  own  wild  countrymen,  and  by  them  delivered  up  to  the 
colonial  authorities.  One  of  these  was  the  arch-traitor,  called  Naan- 
gaap,  who  with  his  own  hand  hurled  the  stone  which  caused  the  death 
of  the  missionary.  He  was  tried  at  Clauwilliam,  and  condemned  to  be 
shot.  On  their  way  to  the  place  appointed  for  execution,  the  escort 
halted  at  Lily  Fountain,  where  the  relatives  of  his  murdered  compan- 
ion Jacob  Links  resided.  These  came  out  of  their  dwellings  and  spoke 
to  the  criminal  upon  his  awful  situation,  of  which  he  seemed  little 
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beedftil.  Marthaf  Jacob's  etoter,  was  especially  concerned  to  awaken 
him  to  a  sense  of  his  guUt  and  peril,  saying  to  him,  with  true  Chris- 
tian meekness  and  sympathy,  —  "lam  indeed  Tery  sorry  for  you, 
though  jou  have  killed  my  brother,  because  you  are  indifferent  about 
the  salvation  of  your  own  sinful  soul."  On  the  3(Hh  of  September 
1827,  he  was  shot,  according  to  his  sentence,  by  six  men  of  his  own 
tribe,  at  Silver  Fountain,  on  the  border  of  the  colony,  with  the  entire 
concurrence  of  the  chief,  who  had  come  from  bis  distant  residence  to 
>?itnes8  the  execution. 
Hr.  Threlfall  was  a  young  man  who  had  served  on  several  missionary 
stations  in  South  Africa,  from  the  year  1622,  under  great  bodily  afflic- 
tion for  the  most  part  of  the  time,  but  with  unquenchable  fervency  of 
spirit,  and  devotion  to  the  work  of  God  among  the  heathen.  His  two 
fellow-laborers  and  fellow-sufferers,  Jacob  Links  and  Johannes  Jagger, 
had  voluntarily  offered  themselves  the  same  service  and  sacrifice  with 
hira,  for  the  sake  of  carrying  the  gospel  of  the  grace  of  God  to  their 
benighted  countrymen  in  the  farther  regions  of  Namaqua-land. 

Not  by  the  lion's  paw,  the  serpent's  tooth, 
By  sudden  sun-stroke,  or  by  slow  decay, 

War,  famine,  plague,  —  meek  messenger  of  truth !  — 
Wert  thou  arrested  on  thy  pilgrim-way. 

The  sultry  whirlwind  spared  thee  in  its  wrath, 
The  lightning  flash'd  before  thee,  and  pass'd  by, 

The  brooding  earthquake  paused  beneath  thy  path, 
The  mountain-torrent  shunn'd  thee,  or  ran  dry. 

Thy  march  was  through  the  savage  wilderness. 
Thine  errand  thither,  like  thy  gracious  Lord's, 

To  seek  and  save  the  lost,  to  heal  and  bless 
Its  blind  and  lame,  diseased  and  dying  hordes. 

• 
How  did  the  love  of  Christ,  that,  like  a  chain. 

Drew  Christ  himself  to  Bethlehem  from  his  throne, 

And  bound  Hira  to  the  cross,  thine  heart  constrain. 

Thy  willing  heart  to  make  that  true  love  known. 
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But  not  to  build,  "was  thine  appointed  part, 

Temple  where  temple  never  stood  before ; 
Yet  was  it  well  the  thought  was  in  thine  heart, 
—  Thou  know'st  it  now, — thy  Lord  required  no 
more. 

The  wings  of  darkness  round  thy  tent  were  spread, 
The  wild  beast's  bowlings  brake  not  thy  repose  ; 

The  silent  stars  were  watching  overhead, 
Thy  friends  were  nigh  thee,  —  nigh  thee  were  thy 
foes. 

The  sun  went  down  upon  thine  evening  prayer. 

He  rose  upon  thy  finished  sacrifice ; 
The  house  of  God,  the  gate  of  heaven,  was  there  ; 

Angels  and  fiends  on  thee  had  fix'd  their  eyes. 

At  midnight,  in  a  moment,  open  stood 
The'  eternal  doors  to  give  thy  spirit  room ; 

At  moni  the  earth  had  drunk  thy  guiltless  blood, 
—  But  where  on  earth  may  now  be  found   thy 
tomb  ? 

At  rest  beneath  the  ever-shifting  sand, 
This  thine  unsculptured  epitaph  remain, 

Till  the  last  trump  shall  summon  sea  and  land, 
"  To  me  to  live  was  Christ ;  to  die  was  gain." 

A.nd  must  with  thee  thy  slain  companions  lie, 
Unmourn'd,  unsung,  forgotten  where  they  fell  ? 
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0  for  the  spirit  and  power  of  prophecy, 

Their  life,  their  death,  the  fruits  of  both  to  tell ! 
They  took  the  cross,  they  bore  it,  then  lay  down 
Beneath  it,  woke,  and  found  that  cross  their  crown. 

0*er  their  lost  relics,  on  the  spot  where  guilt 
Slew  sleeping  innocence,  and  hid  the  crime, 

A  church  of  Christ,  amidst  the  desert  built, 
May  gather  converts  till  the  end  of  time, 

And  there,  with  them,  their  kindred,  dust  to  dust, 

Await  the  resurrection  of  the  just. 
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"A  CERTAIN   DISCIPLE." 
Acts  ix.  10. 

ON   THE    PORTRAIT    OF   THE   REV.    W.   M. 

LoNO  may  his  living  countenance  express 
The  air  and  lineaments  of  holiness, 
And,  as  from  theme  to  theme  his  thoughts  shall 

range 
In  high  discourse,  its  answering  aspects  change ! 

—  Like  Abraham's,  faith's  sublimest  pledge  display, 
When  bound  upon  the  altar  Isaac  lay ; 

—  Kindle  like  Jacob's,  when  he  felt  his  power 
With  God,  and  wrestled  till  the  day-break  hour ; 

—  Shine  hke  the  face  of  Moses,  when  he  came. 
All-radiant,  from  the  mount  that  bum'd  with  flame  ; 

—  Flash  like  Elisha's,  when,  his  sire  in  view. 
He  caught  the  mantle  and  the  spirit  too ; 

—  Darken  like  Jonah's,   when   with   "Woe!"   he 

went 
Through  trembling  Nineveh,  yet  cry  "  Repent ! " 

—  Brighten  like  Stephen's,  when  his  foes  amazed, 
As  if  an  angel  stood  before  them,  gazed ; 

And  like  that  martyr's,  at  his  latest  breath, 
Beflect  his  Saviour's  image  full  in  death. 
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Yea,  ever  in  the  true  disciple's  mien, 
His  meek  and  lowlj  Master  must  be  seen, 
And  in  the  fervent  preacher's  boldest  word, 
That  voice  which  was  the  voice  of  mercy  heard: 
—  So  may  the  love  which  drew,  as  with  a  chain, 
The  Son  of  God  from  heaven,  his  heart  constrain. 
Draw  him  from  earth,  and  fix  his  hopes  above. 
While  with  the  self-same  chain,  that  chain  of  love, 
In  new  captivity,  he  strives  to  bind 
Sin's  ransom'd  slaves,  his  brethren  of  mankind ; 
Laboring  and  suflering  still,  whate'er  the  cost, 
By  life  or  death,  to  seek  and  save  the  lost ; 
That,  following  Christ,  in  pure  simplicity, 
As  He  was  in  this  world,  himself  may  be. 
Till,  caird  with  Him  in  glory  to  sit  down, 
And  with  the  crown  then  given  the  Giver  crown. 

1884. 
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STANZAS 


ON  THE  DXATH  OV 


THE   LATE    REV.   THOMAS   RAW80N   TAYLOR, 

OF  BRADFORD   IN  YORKSHIRE; 

I  yoang  minister  of  great  promise,  and  a  poet  of  no  mean  order,  whow 
verses,  entitled  ^'  Qnnmunion  with  the  Dead^ "  on  the  removal  in  early 
life  of  a  sister,  would  endear  and  perpetuate  the  remembrance  of  both, 
were  they  as  generally  known  as  they  deserve  to  be.  The  survivor 
died  on  the  7th  of  Blarch,  1885)  ag«d  28  years. 

Millions  of  eyes  have  wept  o'er  frames 

Once  living,  beautiful  and  young, 
Now  dust  and  ashes,  and  their  names 

Extinct  on  earth  because  unsung : 
Yet  song  itself  hath  but  its  day, 
Like  the  Swan*s  dirge,  —  a  dying  lay. 

A  dying  lay  I  would  rehearse, 

In  memory  of  one  whose  breath 
Pour'd  forth  a  stream  of  such  sweet  verse 

As  might  have  borne  away  from  death 
The  trophy  of  a  sister's  name, 
—  Winning  at  once  and  giving  fame. 

But  all  is  mortal  here  —  that  song 
Pass'd  like  the  breeze,  which  steals  from  flowers 
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Their  fragrance,  yet  repays  the  wrong 

With  dew-drops,  shaken  down  in  showers ; 
Ah !  like  those  flowers  with  dew-drops  fed, 
They  sprang,  they  blossom'd,  they  are  dead. 

The  poet  (spared  a  little  while) 
Follow'd  the  sister  all  too  soon  ; 

The  hectic  rose  that  flushed  his  smile 
Grew  pale  and  withered  long  ere  noon ; 

In  youth's  exulting  prime  he  gave 

What  death  demanded  to  the  grave. 

But  that  which  death  nor  grave  could  seize,— 
His  soul,  —  into  his  Saviour's  hands 

(Who  by  the  cross's  agonies 

Redeem'd  a  people  from  all  lands) 

He  yielded,  till  "  that  day  "  *  to  keep, 

And  then  like  Stephen  fell  asleep. 

"  That  day  "  will  come,  meanwhile  weep  not, 
0  ye  that  loved  him !  and  yet  more 

Love  him  for  grief  that  "  he  is  not : " 
—  Rather  with  joy  let  eyes  run  o'er, 

And  warm  hearts  hope  his  face  to  see, 

Where  'tis  for  ever  "  good  to  be." 

•  2  Tim.  i.  12. 
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CHRIST  THE  PURIFIER. 
MaiiACHI  iii.  2,  8. 

He  that  from  dross  would  win  the  precious  ore, 
Bends  o'er  the  cracible  an  earnest  eye, 

The  subtle,  searching  process  to  explore, 

Lest  the  one  brilliant  moment  should  pass  by, 

When  in  the  molten  silver's  virgin  mass, 

He  meets  his  pictured  face  as  in  a  glass. 

Thus  in  God's  furnace  are  his  children  tried ; 

Thrice  happy  they  who  to  the  end  endure ! 
But  who  the  fiery  trial  may  abide  ? 

Who  from  the  crucible  come  forth  so  pure, 
That  He,  whose  eyes  of  flame  look  through  the  whole, 
May  see  his  image  perfect  in  the  soul  ? 

Not  with  an  evanescent  glimpse  alone, 

As  in  that  mirror  the  refiner's  face, 
But,  stampt  with  heaven's    broad   signet,  there  be 
shown 

Immanuel's  features,  full  of  truth  and  grace, — 
And  round  that  seal  of  love  this  motto  be, 
"  Not  for  a  moment,  but  eternity !  " 
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THE  COMMUNION  OF  SAINTS. 
John  xvii.  20-23. 

Free  yet  in  chains  the  mountains  stand, 

The  vaJlies  link'd  run  hand  in  hand, 

In  fellowship  the  forests  thrive, 

And  streams  from  streams  their  strength  derive. 

The  cattle  graze  in  flocks  and  herds, 
In  choirs  and  concerts  sing  the  birds, 
Insects  by  millions  ply  the  wing, 
And  flowers  in  peaceful  armies  spring. 

All  nature  is  society. 

All  nature's  voices  harmony. 

All  colors  blend  to  form  pure  light, 

—  Why  then  should  Christians  not  unite  ? 

Thus  to  the  Father  prayed  the  Son, 
"  One  may  they  be  as  We  are  one  ; 
That  I  in  them,  and  Thou  in  Me, 
They  one  with  Us  may  ever  be." 

Children  of  God  !  combine  your  bands, 
Brethren  in  Christ !  join  hearts  and  hands. 


,       THE    COMMUNION    OP    SAINTS.  3G9 

And  pray,  —  for  so  the  Father  will'd,  — 
That  the  Son's  prayer  may  be  fulfiU'd :  — 

Fulfiird  in  you,  fulfiird  in  all. 
That  on  the  name  of  Jesus  call. 
And  every  covenant  of  love 
Ye  bind  on  earth,  be  bound  above  I 

VOL.  IV.  24 
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STANZAS 

IN  MSHORT  OF 

ROWLAND   HODGSON,    ESQ., 

OF  SHEFFIELD; 

Who  departed  this  life  January  27, 1887,  aged  68  years.  Through  a  long 
period  of  severe  bodily  aflliction,  aggravated  ia  the  sequel  by  loss 
of  sight,  he  signally  exemplified  the  Christian  graces  of  faitfL,  hoptj 
and  charity^  with  humble  resignation  to  the  will  of  God.  He  had  been 
firom  his  youth  one  of  the  most  active,  liberal,  and  unwearied  support- 
ers of  benevolent  and  evangelical  institutions  throughout  this  neigh* 
borhood  and  elsewhere,  in  foreign  lands  as  well  as  at  home.  The 
writer  of  these  lines  had  the  happiness  to  be  his  travelling  companion 
on  annual  visits  and  temporary  sojourns,  which  they  made  together 
in  many  parts  of  the  kingdom,  from  the  autumn  of  1817  to  the  same 
■ea8onofl886. 

PART   I. 

Go  where  thy  heart  had  gone  before 
And  thy  heart's  treasure  lay  ; 

Go,  and  with  open'd  eye  explore 
Heaven's  uncreated  day: 

Light  in  the  Lord,  light's  fountain,  see, 

And  light  in  Him  for  ever  be. 

But  darkness  thou  hast  left  behind ; 

No  sign,  nor  sight,  nor  sound, 
At  home,  abroad,  of  thee  I  find. 

Where  thou  wert  ever  found ; 
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Then  gaze  I  on  thy  vacant  place, 

Till  my  soul's  eye  meets  thy  soul's  face :  — 

As,  many  a  time,  quite  through  the  veil 

Of  flesh  't  was  wont  to  shine, 
When  thy  meek  aspect,  saintly  pale, 

In  kindness  tum'd  to  mine, 
And  the  quench'd  eye  its  film  forgot, 
Look'd  full  on  me,  —  yet  saw  me  not ! 

Then,  through  the  body's  dim  eclipse. 

What  humble  accents  broke, 
While,  breathing  prayer  or  praise,  thy  lips 

Of  light  within  thee  spoke  ; 
'Midst  Egypt's  darkness  to  be  felt. 
Thy  mind  in  its  own  Goshen  dwelt. 

Nor  less  in  days  of  earlier  health. 

When  life  to  thee  was  dear. 
Borne  on  the  flowing  tide  of  wealth. 

To  me  this  truth  was  clear. 
That  hope  in  Christ  was  thy  best  health, 
Riches  that  make  not  wings  thy  wealth. 

When  frequent  sickness  bow'd  thy  head. 

And  every  laboring  breath, 
As  with  a  heavier  impulse,  sped 

Thy  downward  course  to  death. 
Faith  falter'd  not  that  hope  to  show. 
Though  words,  like  life's  last  drops,  fell  slow. 
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How  often  when  I  tum'd  away, 

As  having  seen  the  last 
Of  thee  on  earth,  my  heart  would  say, 

—  "  When  my  few  days  are  past, 

Such  strength  be  mine,  though  nature  shrink. 
The  cup  my  Father  gives,  to  drink ! " 

I  saw  thee  slumbering  in  thy  shroud. 

As  yonder  moon  I  view, 
Now  glimmering  through  a  snow-white  cloud, 

'  Midst  heaven's  eternal  blue  ; 
—  I  saw  thee  lower'd  into  the  tomb. 
Like  that  cloud  deepening  into  gloom. 

All  darkness  thou  hast  left  behind ; 

—  It  was  not  thee  they  wound 

In  dreary  grave-clothes,  and  consigned 

To  perish  in  the  ground ; 
'T  was  but  thy  mantle,  dropt  in  sight, 
When  thou  wert  vanishing  in  light. 

That  mantle,  in  earth's  wardrobe  lain, 

A  frail  but  precious  trust, 
Thou  wilt  reclaim  and  wear  again, 

When,  freed  from  worms  and  dust. 
The  bodies  of  the  saints  shall  be 
Their  robes  of  immortality. 
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PART  n. 

These  fragments  of  departed  years, 

I  gather  up  and  store, 
Smce  thou,  —  in  mercy  to  our  tears 

And  prayers,  —  art  heal*d  no  more. 
In  that  last  war  was  no  discharge ; 

—  Yet  walks  thy  ransomed  soul  at  large. 

For  what,  my  friend,  was  death  to  thee  ? 

A  king  ?  a  conqueror  ?  —  No ; 
Death,  swallow'd  up  in  victory. 

Himself  a  captive  foe. 
Was  sent  in  chains  to  thy  release. 
By  Him  who  on  the  cross  made  peace. 

When  year  by  year,  on  pilgrimage, 

We  journeyed  side  by  side. 
And  pitch'd  and  struck,  from  stage  to  stage, 

Our  tents,  had  we  one  guide  ? 
One  aim  ?  —  are  cdl  our  meetings  past  ? 
Must  our  last  parting  he  our  last  ? 

Nay,  God  forbid !  —  if  hand  and  heart, 
On  earth  we  loved  to  roam, 

—  Where  once  to  meet  is  ne^er  to  part. 
In  heaven's  eternal  home. 

Our  Father's  house,  not  made  with  hands, 
May  we  renew  our  friendship's  bands ! 
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Thus,  as  I  knew  thee  well  and  long, 

Thy  private  worth  be  told : 
What  thou  wert  more,  affection's  song 

Presumes  not  to  unfold : 
Thy  works  of  faith  and  zeal  of  love, 
Are  they  not  registered  above  ? 

Are  they  not  registered  below  ? 

—  If  few  their  praise  record, 
Yet,  in  the  judgment,  all  shall  know, 

Thou  didst  them  to  thy  Lord  ; 
For  'twas  thy  soul's  delight  to  cheer 
The  least  of  all  his  brethren  here. 

Though  less  than  even  the  least  of  these, 

Thou  didst  thyself  esteem, 
Thou  wert  a  flower-awakening  breeze, 

A  meadow-watering  stream : 
The  breeze  unseen  its  odors  shed. 
The  stream  unheard  its  bounty  spread. 

What  art  thou  now  ?  —  Methinks  for  thee 
Heaven  brightens  round  its  king ; 

New  beams  of  the  Divinity, 
New-landing  spirits  bring. 

As  God  on  each  his  image  seals, 

And  ray  by  ray  himself  reveals. 

While  ray  by  ray  those  thronging  lines 
To  one  great  centre  tend, 
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Fulness  of  grace  and  glory  shines 

In  Christ,  their  source  and  end, 
To  show,  where  all  perfections  meet, 
The  orb  of  Deity  complete. 

PART    in. 

So  rest  in  peace,  thou  blessed  soul ! 

Where  sin  and  sorrow  end ; 
So  may  /  follow  to  the  goal, 

—  Not  theey  not  theCy  my  friend ! 

But  Himy  whom  thou,  through  joy  and  woe, 
Thyself  didst  follow  on  to  know. 

Faint  yet  pursuing,  I  am  strong, 

Whene'er  his  steps  I  trace ; 
Else,  slow  of  heart,  and  prone  to  wrong, 

I  yet  may  lose  the  race, 
If  on  thy  course  I  fix  mine  eye. 
And  Him  in  thee  not  glorify. 

The  wild,  the  mountain-top,  the  sea, 

The  throng'd  highway  he  trode, 
The  path  to  quiet  Bethany, 

And  Calvary's  dolorous  road : 
Where  He  then  leads  me  must  be  right ; 

—  I  walk  by  faith,  and  not  by  sight. 
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PREFACE. 


In  the  Chbibtian  Psalmist,  compiled  twenty- 
five  years  ago,  by  the  Author  of  the  present 
Yolume,  he  became  known  as  a  hymn-writer ; 
and,  since  then,  having  frequently  exercised  his 
vein  in  like  manner,  a  considerable  number  of 
his  compositions  have  been  republished  (with  or 
without  leave)  by  editors  of  similar  miscellanies, 
•  or  in  authorized  hymn-books.  Of  this  he  has  never 
complained,  being  rather  humbly  thankful,  that  any 
imperfect  strains  of  his  should  be  thus  employed 
in  giving  "  Glory  to  God  in  the  highest,'*  promoting 
"  On  earth  peace,**  and  diffusing  "  Good-wiU  toward 
men.**  But  of  the  liberties  taken  by  some  of  these 
borrowers  of  his  effusions,  to  modify  certain  pas- 
sages, according  to  their  peculiar  taste  and  notions, 
he  must  avail  himself  of  the  present  opportunity 
to  remind  them,  that  if  good  people  (and  siich  he 
verily  believes  them  to  be)  cannot  conscientiously 
adopt  his  diction  and  doctrine,  it  is  a  little  ques- 
tionable in  them  to  impose  upon  him  theirs,  which 
he  may  as  honestly  hesitate  to  receive.  Yet  this  is 
the  cross,  by  which  every  author  of  a  hymn  who 
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hopes  to  be  useful  in  his  generation,  may  expect 
to  be  tested,  at  the  pleasure  of  any  Christian 
brother,  however  incompetent  or  little  qualified  to 
amend  what  he  may  deem  amiss  in  one  of  the  most 
delicate  and  difficult  exercises  of  a  tender  heart 
and  an  enlightened  understanding.  This  indeed  is 
"a  thorn  in  the  flesh,"  which  the  sufferer  must 
learn  to  bear  with  meekness,  and,  if  possible,  to 
profit  by  the  humiliation ;  though  a  versifier  of 
any  other  class  might,  perhaps,  be  forgiven,  if  he 
indignantly  resented  it  It  has  been,  on  this  ac- 
count, that  the  individual  (who  now  presents  him- 
self for  judgment  at  a  tribunal  from  which  there 
is  no  infallible  appeal),  has  emphatically  entitled 
his  lucubrations,  —  "  Original  Hymns,  by  J.  M.," 
meaning  only  thereby,  that  they  are  now  given 
to  the  world  in  that  form  of  words,  for  which 
he  can,  at  present,  hold  himself  responsible ;  being 
persuaded,  that  they  will  be  generally  accepted 
with  the  same  candor  and  indulgence  with  which  a 
few  of  them  have  been  extensively  read  by  private 
.persons,  and  introduced  to  churches  and  congre- 
gations by  faithful  and  true  ministers  of  Christ's 
Gospel. 

Having,  on  three  former  occasions,  expatiated 
freely  on  Hymnology  and   Sacred  Poesy,*  I  will 

*  See  Introductory  Essays,  by  James  Montgomery,  to  the 
"  Christian  Psalmist,"  the  "  Christian  Poet,"  and  an  edition  of 
the  '*  Olney  Hymns."    PubUshed  by  William  CoUins,  Glasgow. 


dose  this  egotistical  preamble  to  tlie  most  nerioua 
work  of  my  long  life  (now  passing  fourscore  years), 
with  a  brief  quotation  from  what  may  be  esteemed 
a  Bainted  authority  on  such  a  subject.  Biahop 
Ken,  somewhere,  says,  beautifully,  humbly,  and 
poetically,  — 

"  And  thonld  the  well-muuit  lonf;  I  leave  behind. 
With  Jesoe'  lovera  lome  &cceptuice  find, 
'T  will  heighten  even  the  jojB  of  heaven  to  know, 
That  Id  my  versa  nainls  sing  Qod's  praise  below." 

And  was  not  this  hope  prophetic  I  fulfilling  con- 
tinually to  this  day,  nor  ever  likely  to  fail  while  the 
Gospel  is  preached  throughout  the  whole  world  in 
the  language  of  Bntain  1  It  may  even  be  doubted 
whether  there  is  a  stanza  of  four  lines  in  the  com- 
pass of  our  literature,  which  has  been  bo  often 
remembered,  repeated,  and  sung,  as  the  doxohgy, 
appended  to  each  of  the  good  prelate's  inesti- 
mable Triad  of  Biprtnt,  for  morning,  evening,  and 
midnight. 

"  Praise  God,  frtim  irhom  all  blessings  flow. 
Praise  him,  all  creatures  hare  below ; 
Praise  him  above,  ye  heavenly  host, 
Pniiae  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost." 

And  who  that  has  learned  this  rapturous  strtun  on 
earth,  can  be  presumed  to  forget  it  in  heaven,  if  ho 
reaches  that  consummation  of  glory,  and  of  bliss  ? 
JAUES  MONTGOMGBT. 
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"THRICE  HOLYl"  — lB«iahyi.  8. 

Holt,  holy,  holy  Lord, 
God  of  Hosts!  when  heaven  and  earth, 

Out  of  darkness  at  thy  word, 
Issued  into  glorious  birth. 
All  thy  works  before  thee  stood. 
And  thine  eye  beheld  them  good, 
While  they  sang  with  sweet  accord, 
Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord ! 

Holy,  holy,  holy !    Thee, 
One  Jehovah  evermore. 

Father,  Son,  and  Spirit  I  we, 
Dust  and  ashes,  would  adore ; 
Lightly  by  the  world  esteemed, 
From  that  world  by  thee  redeemed, 
Sing  we  here  with  glad  accord. 
Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord  1 

Holy,  holy,  holy !    All 
Heaven's  triumphant  choirs  shall  sing, 

When  the  ransomed  nations  fall 
At  the  footstool  of  their  King  : 
VOL.  V.  I 
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For  he  spake,  and  it  was  done  ; 
He  commanded,  it  stood  fast. 


THE  GLORY  OF  GOD  IN  CREATION.* 

The  God  of  nature  and  of  grace 

In  all  his  works  appears ; 
His  goodness  through  the  earth  we  trace, 

His  grandeur  in  the  spheres. 

Behold  this  fair  and  fertile  globe 

By  him  in  wisdom  planned  ; 
'T  was  he  who  girded,  like  a  robe. 

The  ocean  round  the  land. 

Lift  to  the  arch  of  heaven  your  eye ; 

Thither  his  path  pursue  ; 
His  glory,  boundless  as  the  sky, 

Overwhelms  the  wondering  view. 

How  excellent,  O  Lord,  thy  name 

In  all  creation's  lines  ! 
Spread  through  eternity,  thy  fame 

With  rising  lustre  shines. 

These  lower  works  that  swell  thy  praise 
High  as  man's  thoughts  can  tower. 

Are  but  a  portion  of  thy  ways. 
The  hiding  of  thy  power. 

0  shouldst  thou  rend  aside  the  veil, 
And  show  thy  dwelling-place, 

•  The  first  three  stanzas  also  begin  a  much  superior  pieoe,  toL 
\ji.  p.  119. 
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The  souls  which  thou  hast  made  would  fail 

'T  were  death  to  see  thy  face. 
Can  Done  behold  that  face  and  live  ? 

Tea,  sinners  may  draw  near : 
The  Lord  is  kind,  and  will  forgive, 

Hia  love  shall  cast  out  fear. 
Millions  amidst  his  presence  sland, 

Who  feel,  while  they  adore, 
Fulneaa  of  joy  at  his  right  hand, 

And  pleasures  evermore. 


GOD  ALL  m  ALL. 
Hail,  all  hail,  the  King  of  kings  I 

On  his  throne  of  sovereignty. 
By  whose  will,  whose  word,  all  things 

Are,  and  were,  and  yet  shall  be. 
Hail  him,  all  that  move  and  breathe, 

On  his  throne  of  Providence ; 
To  his  &mily  beneath, 

Life  and  health  diffusing  thence. 
Hail  him  on  his  throne  of  grace, 

God  our  Father  reconciled, 
Changing,  from  our  fallen  race. 

Many  a  foe  into  a  child. 
Hml  him  on  his  throne  of  light, 

O'er  his  family  above. 
From  the  beatific  sight. 

Sending  peace,  and  joy,  and  love. 
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Hail,  all  hail,  the  King  of  kings, 
When  on  earth  he  deigns  to  dwell, 

Heaven  into  the  soul  he  brings, 
God  with  us,  Immanuel. 

Come,  O  come  !  and  for  thy  throne, 
Eng  of  kings,  each  heart  prepare  ; 

Reign  triumphant,  reign  alone. 
Lord  of  lords,  forever  there. 


THE  GUILT  AND  FOLLY  OF  DENYING  GOD. 

"  There  is  a  God,"  all  nature  cries, 

All  knowledge  proves  "  there  is  a  Grod : " 

"  There  is  no  God,"  the  fool  replies. 
Whose  heart  is  duller  than  the  clod. 

The  grateful  clod,  refreshed  with  rains. 
Pours  flowers  along  its  Maker's  path ; 

But  the  fool's  heart  a  fool's  remains, 
Untouch'd  by  love,  unmoved  by  wrath. 

And  yet  the  wretch  himself  deceives ; 

While  fiends  believe,  and  trembling  fly. 
He  trembles  though  he  disbelieves ; 

And  conscience  gives  his  life  the  lie. 

Can  guilt,  can  madness  further  go  ? 

Yes,  his  who  God  in  works  denies ; 
Whose  creed  saith  "Yes,"  whose  life  says  "No:" 

Am  I  more  holy,  just,  and  wise  ? 

My  soul,  sink  down  in  shame  and  grief; 
So  fair  without,  so  foul  within ; 
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Thj  faith  is  specioua  unbelief, 

Thy  righteousness,  self-righteoDS  ain. 
0  God !  thou  art,  thon  sorely  art^ 

And  those  who  truly  seek  thee  find ; 
Put  thou  thy  laws  into  my  heart, 

In  mercy  write  them  on  my  mind. 
Light  in  thy  light  I  long  to  see, 

Thy  glory  in  thy  goodness  trace ; 
Ah  I  then  reveal  thy  Son  in  me. 

Through  faith  may  I  be  saved  by  grace. 


E   traiTT    OP    THE    SPIRIT    IN   THE   BOND 
OP  PEACE. 
The  glorious  nniverse  around, 

The  heavens  with  all  their  train, 
Sun,  moon,  and  stars,  are  firmly  bound, 

la  one  mysterious  chain. 
The  earth,  the  ocean,  and  the  sky, 

To  form  one  world  agree, 
Wliere  all  that  walk,  or  swim,  or  fly. 

Compose  one  family. 
God  in  creation  thus  displays 

His  wisdom  and  his  might, 
While  all  his  works  with  all  his  ways 

Harmoniously  unite. 
In  one  fraternal  bond  of  love, 

One  fellowship  of  mind, 
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The  saints  below,  and  saints  above, 
Their  bliss  and  glory  find. 

Here,  in  their  house  of  pilgrimage. 
Thy  statutes  are  their  song ; 

There,  through  one  bright  eternal  age, 
Thy  praises  they  prolong. 

Lord,  may  our  union  form  a  part 
Of  that  thrice  happy  whole. 

Derive  its  pulse  from  thee  the  heart. 
Its  life  from  thee  the  soul.' 


THE  SOUL. 

"What  is  the  thing  of  greatest  price, 
The  whole  creation  round  ? 

That,  which  was  lost  in  paradise. 
That,  which  in  Christ  is  found. 

The  soul  of  man,  —  Jehovah's  breath  I 
That  keeps  two  worlds  at  strife ; 

Hell  moves  beneath  to  work  its  death. 
Heaven  stoops  to  give  it  life. 

Grod,  to  reclaim  it,  did  not  spare 

His  well-beloved  Son ; 
Jesus,  to  save  it,  deigned  to  bear 

The  sins  of  all  in  one. 

The  Holy  Spirit  sealed  the  plan. 
And  pledged  the  blood  divine, 

To  ransom  every  soul  of  man ; 
That  price  was  paid  for  mine. 


And  ie  this  treasure  bome  below 

In  earthly  vessels  frail ; 
Gaa  noae  its  utmost  value  know, 

Till  flesh  and  spirit  fail? 
Then  let  us  gather  round  the  cross, 

This  knowledge  to  obtain, 
Hot  by  the  soul's  eternal  loss, 

But  everlasting  gain. 


THE   TEMPLE  OF  THE  SOUL, 
Thus  saith  the  high  and  lofty  One, 
Inhabiting  eternity ; 

Earth  is  my  footstool,  heaven  my  throne. 
What  temple  will  ye  build  for  me? 
Sestore  me  now  mine  own. 
Behold  the  temple  of  my  choice ; 
My  dwelling  is  the  humble  soul; 
To  make  the  broken  heart  rejoice. 
The  wounded  spirit  to  make  whole : 
Then  hearken  to  my  voice. 
Here,  0  thou  high  and  lofty  One, 
Bow  down  thine  heavens  to  dwell  with  me ; 
Here  plant  thy  footstool,  raise  thy  throne, 
Kebuild  thy  fallen  sanctuary ; 
I  yield  thee  back  thine  own. 
Behold  tlie  temple  of  thy  choice. 
Eternity  within  my  soul ; 
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Now  make  the  broken  heart  rejoice, 
The  wounded  spirit  now  make  whole: 
Lord !  I  have  heard  thj  voice. 


THE  BAETH  FUIX  OF  THE  GOODNESS  OF  GOD 

God,  in  the  high  and  holy  place, 
Looks  down  upon  the  spheres ; 

Yet  in  his  providence  and  grace 
To  every  eye  appears. 

He  bows  the  heavens ;  the  mountains  stand, 

A  highway  for  our  God ; 
He  walks  amidst  the  desert-sand, 

'Tis  Eden  where  he  trod. 

The  forests  in  his  strength  rejoice  ; 

Hark  !  on  the  evening  breeze, 
As  once  of  old,  the  Lord  God's  voice 

Is  heard  among  the  trees. 

Here,  on  the  hills,  he  feeds  his  herds. 

His  flocks  on  yonder  plains ; 
His  praise  is  warbled  by  the  birds  ; 

O  could  we  catch  their  strains ! 

Mount  with  the  lark,  and  bear  our  song 

Up  to  the  gates  of  light ; 
Or,  with  the  nightingale,  prolong 

Our  numbers  through  the  night  I 

In  every  stream  his  bounty  flows, 
Diffusing  joy  and  wealth ; 
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In  every  breeze  his  spirit  blows 

The  breath  of  life  and  health. 
His  blesainga  fall  in  plenteous  showers 

Upon  the  lap  of  earth, 
That  teems  with  foliage,  fruits,  and  flowers, 

And  rings  with  infant  mirth. 
K  God  hath  made  this  world  so  fair. 

Where  sin  and  death  abouad; 
How  beautiful,  beyond  compare, 

Will  paradise  be  found  I 


THE  SABBATH. 

God  the  Creator  blessed 

The  Sabbath  of  his  rest ; 

His  six  days*  work  had  brought 

The  universe  from  nought ; 
The  heavens  and  earth  before  him  stood, 
He  saw  them,  and  pronounced  them  good. 

God  the  Redeemer  blessed 

The  Sabbath  of  his  rest, 

When,  all  his  sufferings  done, 

The  cross's  victory  won, 
In  Joseph's  sepulchre  he  lay. 
And  rested  on  the  Sabbath  day. 

And  God  the  Spirit  blessed 

The  Christian  day  of  rest. 

Where  (met  with  one  accord) 

The  servants  of  the  Lord, 
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To  whom  the  Father's  promise  came, 
Like  rushing  wind  and  Hving  flame. 

The  church  below  hath  blessed 

Her  own  sweet  day  of  rest, 

When,  in  her  spousal  dress 

Of  blood-bought  righteousness, 

Her  happ7  spirit  can  rejoice 

To  hear  her  heavenly  bridegroom's  voice. 

They  love  the  Sabbath  day, 

Who  love  to  sing  and  pray ; 

The  day  of  rest  they  love, 

Who  seek  their  rest  above ; 
They  love  the  day  ^f  God  in  seven, 
Who  prize  an  antepast  of  heaven. 

My  God,  the  day  is  thine ; 

O  may  I  make  it  mine  I 

By  hallowing  it  to  thee, 

'T  is  hallowed  twice  to  me ; 
And  when  with  thee  my  heart  is  right, 
I  call  it  holy  —  a  delight. 


THE  VARIOUS  LOTS  OF  MAN  IN  LIFE. 

One  human  pair,  and  only  one. 
Were  formed  in  youthful  prime, 

All  else  that  e'er  beheld  the  sun, 
Were  children  in  their  time. 

For  each  a  mother's  pangs  were  borne, 
And  many  a  father's  eye, 
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Wept  o'er  hia  infant  bom  to  mourn, 

Hia  infant  bom  to  die. 
With  miiUons  life  was  but  a  spark, 

Extinct  as  soon  as  fired ; 
Others,  just  glandog  from  the  dark, 

Wept,  smiled,  looked  round,  retired. 
Millions  and  millions  more  have  passed 

Life's  various  pilgrimage, 
While  Death  at  all  bis  arrows  cast. 

And  slew  of  everj  age. 
Of  these  what  multitudes  untold 

Hare  never  known  their  Qod, 
But  blind,  and  ignorant,  and  bold. 

In  paths  of  ruin  trod. 
What  guiltier  multitudes  have  known, 

Yet  scorned  bim  or  denied, 
Lived  to  themselves  aud  sin  alone; 

And  as  they  lived  they  died. 
We  may  not  wander  like  the  first ; 

Then,  lest  we  share  the  lot 
Of  those  more  awfully  accunit. 

Who  knew,  but  loved,  him  not,— 
May  we  hold  fast  the  faithful  word, 

Our  future  time  redeem. 
Live,  while  we  live,  unto  the  Lord, 

Die,  when  we  die,  to  bim. 
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MAN'S  FALL  AND  RESTORATION. 

The  dajs  of  Paradise  were  few, 
Man  liyed  not  long  in  innocence ; 

He  sinned,  and  sin  his  offspring  slew, 
Death  passed  on  all  for  his  offence. 

Adam  survives  throughout  his  race, 
We  do  our  father's  deeds  by  choice ; 

Like  him,  we  shun  our  Maker's  face. 
And  tremble  at  our  Judge's  voice. 

Yet  is  our  Maker  still  our  Friend ; 

Man  yet  may  meet  his  Judge  with  joy ; 
God,  in  our  nature,  did  not  send 

His  Son  to  punish  and  destroy. 

He  sent  him  forth  to  seek  and  save 
The  lost,  the  dying,  and  the  dead, 

Cancel  the  curse,  despoil  the  grave, 
And  bruise  for  ever  Satan's  head. 

Thou,  who  thy  Son  to  us  didst  give. 
That  none  who  trust  in  him  should  die; 

Give  us  to  him  that  we  may  live ;  — 
To  his  atoning  blood  we  fly. 

Behold  his  sacrifice  of  love. 
So  freely  offered  in  our  stead ; 

Behold  him  at  the  throne  above, 

And  save  the  souls  for  whom  he  bled. 
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THE  CnRSB  AND  THE  BLE8SINa. 
To  Adam  thus  Jehovah  spake  — 
"  The  ground  is  cursed  for  thy  sake ; 
Thence  eat  thy  bread,  and  there  once  more 
Become  the  dust  thou  wert  before." 
"  Serpent,"  again  Jehovah  said*, 
"  The  woman's  seed  shall  bruise  thy  head, 
Tet  in  the  strife  thy  fury  feel, 
For  thou  shalt  turn  and  wound  his  heeL" 
He  comes ;  —  we  hail  his  glorious  birth. 
Who  brings  the  blessing  back  to  earth ; 
Nor  Eden  only,  but  the  tree 
Of  life  and  immortality. 


THE  NAMES   AND  OFFICES   OF  CHRIST. 
Bbioht  and  joyful  is  the  mom, 
For  to  us  a  child  is  born  ; 
From  the  highest  realms  of  heaven 
Unto  us  a  Son  is  ^ven. 
On  his  shoulder  be  shall  bear 
Power  and  majesty,  and  wear 
On  his  vesture  and  his  thigh 
Names  most  awful,  names  most  high. 
Wonderful  in  counsel,  he. 
The  incarnate  Deity, 
Sire  of  ages  ne'er  to  cease, 
King  of  kings,  and  Prince  of  Peace. 
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Come  and  worship  at  his  feet, 
Yield  to  Christ  the  homage  meet ; 
From  his  manger  to  his  throne, 
Homage  due  to  God  alone. 


THE  SPIRIT  CREATING  ALL  THINGS  NEW. 

Spirit  of  power  and  might,  behold 

A  world  by  sin  destroyed ; 
Creator-Spirit,  as  of  old, 

Move  on  the  formless  void. 

Give  thou  the  word :  —  that  healing  sound 

Shall  quell  the  deadly  strife. 
And  earth  again,  like  Eden  crowned, 

Produce  the  tree  of  life. 

If  sang  the  morning  stars  for  joy, 

"When  nature  rose  to  view, 
What  strains  will  angel-harps  employ. 

When  thou  shalt  all  renew  ! 

And  if  the  sons  of  God  rejoice      * 

To  hear  a  Saviour's  name. 
How  will  the  ransomed  raise  their  voice, 

To  whom  that  Saviour  came ! 

So  every  kindred,  tongue,  and  tribe, 

Assembling  round  the  throne, 
Thy  new  creation  shall  ascribe 

To  sovereign  love  alone. 
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THE  FLOOD. 


Is  *ain  the  preacher  cried,  "  Repent ; 

Flee  from  impending  wrath;" 
Headlong  the  world  of  rebels  went 

Along  its  own  broad  path. 
They  ate,  they  drank,  they  bought,  they  sold, 

Built,  planted,  till  the  day 
When  the  flood  came,  and  young  and  old 

Were  swept  at  once  away. 
A  few  that  feared  the  warning  word 

Escaped  the  doom  of  sin ; 
The  ark  received  them,  and  the  Lord 

Shut  safe  his  servimts  in. 
The  tide  of  time  that  knowa  no  turn, 

Like  that  ingulfing  flood. 
Whelms  with  destruction  those  that  spurn 

God's  truth  and  Jesus'  blood. 
But  BtiU  his  preachers  cry,  "  Repent ; 

Flee  from  sin's  deadly  doom;" 
Forth  from  the  ark  this  call  is  sent, 

"  Come  in,  there  yet  is  room." 
Unehut  the  door,  where  Mercy  stands. 

The  perishing  to  save. 
With  earnest  eye,  and  outstretched  hands, 

From  death  beyoud  the  grove. 

VOL.   T.  2 
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ESCAPE  FROM  THE  DELUGE  OF  OLD. 

A  WORLD  of  sinners  once  was  drowned, 
A  deluge  swept  them  all  away ; 

One  familj  alone  had  found 

Mercy  in  that  great  judgment  day. 

Forewarned  of  wrath  to  come,  they  feared, 
And,  taught  by  God,  prepared  an  ark. 

Which  o*er  the  waves  in  sunshine  steered. 
Where  all  below  was  dead  and  dark. 

Again  the  Spirit  of  the  Lord 

Moved  on  the  formless  deep  and  void. 

And  to  the  patriarch's  sight  restored 
The  relics  of  that  world  destroyed : 

A  world  without  a  breathing  soul. 
Or  sign  of  life  in  plant  or  tree ; 

Stretched  like  a  corpse  from  pole  to  pole, 
Untravelled  land,  unvoyaged  sea ! 

Then  from  their  hiding-place  they  came, 
And  straightway  built  an  altar  there ; 

Whence  rose  to  heaven  the  double  flame 
Of  pure  burnt  sacrifice  and  prayer. 

We,  in  an  ark  not  made  with  hands, 
God's  own  new  covenant  of  peace, 

Which  on  the  rock  of  ages  stands, 
Seek  refuge  till  his  anger  cease. 

Then,  as  the  cloud-bom  rainbow  smiled 
On  Noah's  ransomed  ones,  we  trace 


Our  IieaTenly  Father  reconciled 
In  our  incarnate  Saviour's  face. 


THE  BUILDING  OF  ANOTHER  TOWER  THAN 
BABEL. 
Wben  men  once  more  were  multiplied, 

In  language  and  in  heart  the  same, 
"  Come,  let  us  build  a  tower,"  they  cried, 

"  To  heaven,  and  get  ourselves  a  name." 
The  Lord  came  down  to  see  their  boast. 

Troubled  their  speech,  per[)lexed  their  hands, 
And  drove  the  panic-smitten  host 

From  Shinar's  plains  through  unknown  lauds. 
A  tower  and  temple  more  sublime. 

Whose  top,  indeed,  to  heaven  shall  reach. 
Is  raised,  —  that  men  of  every  clime 

AgEun  may  have  one  heart,  one  speech. 
As  varying  instruments  accord 

To  form  the  sweetest  minstrelsy, 
All  hearts,  as  one,  may  love  the  Lord, 

All  tongues,  as  one,  in  praise  agree. 
Thus,  till  the  head-stone  be  brought  forth, 

To  build  that  tower  the  saints  unit« ; 
And  to  the  work,  from  south  lo  north, 

From  east  to  west,  all  tribes  invite. 
Let  young  and  old,  as  duty  calls, 

Help  to  erect  God's  house  of  prayer ; 
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Till  he  hath  gathered  in  its  walls 

Earth's  scattered  tribes,  to  bless  diem  there. 


GOD  IN  CREATION,  PROVIDENCE,  AND  GRACE. 

Creator,  Redeemer,  and  Spirit  of  Truth, 

One  God  over  all  evermore, 
In  songs  of  thanksgiving,  let  manhood  and  youth 

Extol  thee,  and  praise,  and  adore. 

Thy  power  we  behold  in  the  works  of  thy  hand, 

The  heavens  thy  glory  declare ; 
Thy  providence  rules  over  ocean  and  land ; 

All  creatures  that  live  are  thy  care. 

Thy  love  beyond  thought  in  the  gospel  we  trace ; 

The  gift  of  all  gifts  is  thy  Son, 
Redeeming,  restoring,  and  blessing  our  race, 

When  fallen,  condemned,  and  undone. 

Thy  kindness,  long-suffering,  and  mercy  to  crown, 

The  heirs  of  salvation  to  seal. 
And  dwell  in  thy  people,  —  the  Spirit  came  down ; 

His  influence  now  let  us  feel. 

The  Father,  the  Son,  and  the  Spirit  of  Truth, 

One  God  over  all  evermore. 
Let  manhood   and   age  join   with   childhood  and 
youth, 

To  honor,  praise,  love,  and  adore. 
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REST  FOR  THE  SOIJL.— P»»lin  cxri.  T. 
Return,  my  soul,  unio  thy  rest, 

From  vaia  pursntts  and  maddeomg  cares, 
From  lonely  woes  that  wring  thy  breast, 

The  world's  alluremente,  —  Satan's  snares. 
Ketum  unto  thy  rest,  my  soul. 

From  all  the  wanderings  of  thy  thought, 
From  sickness  unto  death  made  whole. 

Safe  through  a  thousand  perils  brought. 
Then  to  thy  rest,  my  soul,  return 

From  passions  every  hour  at  strife ; 
Sin's  works,  and  ways,  and  wages  spurn. 

Lay  hold  upon  eternal  life. 
God  is  thy  Rest, — with  heart  inclined 

To  keep  his  Word,  that  Word  helieve  { 
Christ  ia  thy  Rest,  —  with  lowly  mind, 

His  li^t  and  easy  yoke  receive. 


THE  BIBLE. 
Behold  the  Book,  whose  leaves  display 
Jesus,  the  Life,  the  Truth,  the  Way ; 
Bead  it  with  diligence,  with  prayer, 
Search  it,  and  you  shall  find  him  there. 
So  let  me  read,  digest,  and  team, 
That  all  iU  truths  I  may  discern  ; 
The  entrance  of  thy  Word  gives  light, 
Lord,  grant  me  to  receive  my  eight. 
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THE  HOLY  SCBIPTUBES. 

Words  of  eternal  life  to  me, 

0  may  my  faith  receive  the  whole ; 

Bound  with  my  heart-strings,  let  them  he 
Hid  in  the  secret  of  my  souL 

Though  heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away, 
These  words  of  prophecy  are  sure, 

Unchangeahle  amidst  decay, 

And  pure  as  Gk>d  himself  is  pure. 

Whoe'er  to  these  shall  add  alloy, 
Or  take  one  sacred  fragment  thence, 

Them  and  their  works  will  God  destroy ; 
His  arm  shall  be  his  truth's  defence. 

Firm  in  that  truth  may  we  abide. 
Till  Christ  our  Lord  appear  again ; 

Come,  say  the  Spirit  and  the  Bride, 
Lord  Jesus,  quickly  come :  —  Amen  I 


THE  WORD  OF  GOD  IN  ALL  ITS  POWER. 

The  Word  of  God,  the  Word  of  truth. 
Instruct  our  childhood,  guide  our  youth, 
Uphold  us  through  life's  middle  stage. 
And  be  our  comfort  in  old  age  1 

'Twas  by  that  Word  the  heavens  were  made, 

By  it  the  earth's  foundations  laid ; 

All  things  that  are  on  it  depend, 

Their  source  and  stay,  their  rule  and  end. 


By  it  Jehovah  gave  hia  Ian, 
Midst  sounds  of  terror,  sights  of  a 
By  it  the  holy  men  of  old 

A  better  covenant  foretold. 


Christ  Jesus  came,  himself  "  the  Word ; ' 
His  voice  the  powers  of  nature  heard ; 
In  servant's  foiin,  they  knew  his  call. 
The  Son  of  God,  the  Lord  of  all. 
The  word  of  mercy  which  he  brought, 
The  word  of  wisdom  which  he  taught, 
His  word  of  grace,  so  full,  so  free. 
Our  hope,  our  joy,  our  portion  be. 
That  Word,  if  early  doomed  to  death, 
Eevive  us  at  our  latest  breath, 
And  when  our  souls  in  judgment  stand, 
Decree  our  place  at  God's  right  hand. 


THE   INVITATION  OF  WISDOM.— ProT.  tUL 

To  us  the  voice  of  Wisdom  cries. 

Hearken,  ye  children,  and  be  wise  ; 

Better  than  gold  the  fruit  I  bear, 

Rubies  to  me  may  not  compare. 

Happy  the  man  who  d^ly  waits 

To  hear  me,  watching  at  my  gates ; 

Wretched  is  he  who  scorns  my  voice, 

Death  and  destruction  are  his  choice. 

To  them  that  love  me  I  am  kind ; 

And  those  who  seek  me  early  find  j 
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My  son,  give  me  thine  heart,  —  and  leam 
Wisdom  from  folly  to  discern. 

The  Lord  possessed  me,  ere  of  old. 
His  hand  the  firmament  unrolled ; 
Before  he  bade  the  mountains  stand, 
Or  poured  the  ocean  round  the  land. 

Rejoicing  then  before  his  throne. 
From  everlasting  I  was  known ; 
Rejoicing  still,  as  in  his  sight, 
With  men  on  earth  is  my  delight. 

Mark  the  beginning  of  my  law, 
— Fear  ye  the  Lord  with  sacred  awe ; 
Mark  ih^  fylfilnient  of  the  whole. 
Love  ye  the  Lord  with  all  your  souL 

We  heat,  we  learn ;  may  we  obey ; 
Jesus,  the  life,  the  truth,  the  way, 
Wisdom  and  righteousness,  we  see, 
Grace  and  salvation  all  in  thee. 


"THOU,  GOD,  SEEST  ME."  —  G«n.  xvi. \8. 

0  God,  unseen,  but  not  unknown, 
Thine  eye  is  ever  fixed  on  me  ; 

1  dwell  beneath  thy  secret  throne, 
Encompassed  by  thy  Deity. 

Throughout  this  universe  of  space, 

To  nothing  am  I  long  allied. 
For  flight  of  time,  and  change  of  place, 

My  strongest,  de^irest  bonds  divide. 
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Parenls  I  had,  but  where  are  they  ? 

Friends  whom  I  knew,  I  know  no  more  ; 
Companions,  once  that  cheered  my  way. 

Have  dropped  behind  or  gone  before. 
Now  I  am  one  amidst  a  crowd 

Of  life  and  action  buriying  round  ; 
Now  left  alone,  —  for,  like  a  cloud, 

They  came,  they  went,  and  arc  not  found. 
Even  from  myself  sometimes  I  pait: 

Unconecious  sleep  is  ni^tly  death, 
Tet  surely  by  my  couch  thou  art. 

To  prompt  my  pulse,  inspire  my  breath. 
Of  all  that  I  have  done  and  said, 

How  Utile  can  I  now  recall: 
Foi^olten  things  to  me  are  dead  ; 

With  thee  they  live,  —  thou  know'st  them  alL 
Thou  hast  been  wiih  me  from  the  womb, 

Witness  to  every  conflict  here  ; 
Nor  wilt  thou  leave  me  at  the  tomb, 

Before  thy  bar  1  must  appear. 
The  moment  comes,  —  the  only  one 

Of  all  my  time  to  be  foretold ; 
Tet  when,  and  how,  and  where,  can  none 

Among  the  race  of  man  unfold:  — 
The  moment  comes,  when  strength  shall  fail, 

When  (health  and  hope  and  courage  flown) 
I  must  go  down  into  the  vale 

And  shade  of  death  with  thee  alone. 
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Alone  with  thee !  —  in  that  dread  strife 
Uphold  me  through  mine  agony, 

And  gentlj  be  this  djing  life 
Exchanged  for  immortality. 

Then,  when  the  unbodied  spirit  lands 
Where  flesh  and  blood  have  never  trod, 

And  in  the  unveiled  presence  stands, 
Of  thee,  my  Saviour  and  my  God ;  — 

Be  mine  eternal  portion  this. 

Since  thou  wert  always  here  with  me, 
—  That  I  may  view  thy  face  in  bliss, 

And  be  for  evermore  with  thee. 


THE  ALMIGHTINESS   OF    GOD.  —  Mark,  x.  27. 

With  men  impossible !. 

What  hope  remains  for  me  ? 
A  sinner  on  the  verge  of  hell. 

How  ?  whither  ?  shall  I  flee  ? 

"  Flee  from  the  wrath  to  come," 

I  hear  Jehovah  say  ; 
What  can  I  do  —  let  doubt  be  dumb,  — 

What  can  I  —  but  obey  ? 

His  sceptre  or  his  rod. 

Who  shall  control  them  ?  —  None : 
All  things  are  possible  with  Grod, 

He  speaks,  and  it  is  done. 

*Tis  but  to  know  his  will. 
And  in  his  power  confide, 
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Then  faith  may  bid  tbe  atm  stand  Btlll, 

Or  walk  upon  the  tide. 
The  Lord  can  make  a  worm 

Almighty  if  he  please, 
And  at  his  single  word  perform 

Impossibilities. 
When  to  the  blind  man's  eyes 

He  eaith  "  Behold  !  "  't  is  so  : 
And  when  he  calls  the  dead,  they  rise, 

Though  the  grave's  mouth  cries  "  No  1 " 
Then,  my  Eedeemer,  then, 

From  wrath  to  Iotb  I  flee, 
The  things  impossible  to  men, 

Are  possible  with  thee. 
I,  at  thy  feet,  in  dust, 

My  unbelidf  resign. 
In  thee  alone  is  all  my  trust. 

Lord,  save  me,  I  am  thine. 


ALL  HAVE  SEWED  i  ALL  MAT  BE  SAVED. 
A  CHILD  of  man,  a  child  of  God, 

How  wide  their  states  must  be  1 
Beneath  his  sceptre  or  his  rod, 

His  wrath  or  clemency. 
Children  of  Adam,  Adam's  fall 

From  primal  innocence, 
Brooght  guilt  and  judgment  on  na  all, 

Entailed  through  one  oSence. 
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Trained  in  his  image  from  our  birth, 
We  sinned,  ourselves,  and  fell, 

Like  him,  from  heirs  of  heaven  on  earth, 
To  heirs  of  death  and  heU. 

Transgressors  while  we  thus  remain. 

In  our  own  blood  we  lie  ; 
We  must  be  born,  be  born  again, 

Or  die,  forever  die. 

A  child  of  man,  a  child  of  God, 

How  can  such  union  be  ? 
A  worm  created  from  a  clod. 

Allied  to  Deity ! 

Lo !  love  divine,  for  man  undone, 
Devised  the  wondrous  plan, 

The  Son  of  God,  God's  only  Son, 
Became  the  Son  of  man. 

Our  path  of  life  and  death  he  trod, 
That  we  like  him  might  be. 

Though  sons  of  men,  the  sons  of  God, 
Through  his  humanity. 

All  glory  to  the  Father's  love, 

Who  spared  not  his  Son, 
And  sent  his  Spirit  from  above, 

To  seal  what  Christ  had  done. 
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CHRIST  THE  MESSIAH  MANIFESTED  IN  HIS 
ADVENT  AND  OFFICES. 

A  CHILD  is  born,  —  the  birth  proclaim, 
A  son  is  given, —  declare  hla  name  ; 

Messiah,  from  the  ffaU  foretold. 

The  Deity  in  human  mould ; 

—  That  mould  from  which,  God's  image  lost 

In  Eden  at  so  dire  a  cost. 

The  new  creation  shall  restore, 

And  guilt  efface  its  lines  no  more. 

Hail !  to  his  rising  from  afar, 
He  is  the  bright  and  morning  star; 
His  healing  beams,  ye  nations,  bleas 
He  is  the  Sun  of  Righteousness. 
To  save  his  people  from  their  sins, 
,  Jesus  his  suffering  life  begins; 
Ere  long  as  Christ  our  sacrifice, 
The  Holy  and  the  Just  One  dies. 

Again  his  glorious  name  record. 
As  David's  Son  and  David's  Lord ; 
He  mounts  the  mediatorial  throne. 
To  claim  earth's  kingdoms  for  bis  own : 
Him  every  eye  again  shall  see 
Descend  in  power  and  majesty, 
His  ransomed  in  the  clouds  to  meet, 
And  put  all  foes  beneath  his  feet 
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THE  NAME  ABOVE  EVERY  NAME. 

The  Name,  the  Name  o'er  every  name 

In  earth  or  heaven  above, 
Let  babes'  and  suckling's  lips  proclaim 

And  youth  adore  and  love, 

Jesus,  the  Son  of  God  most  high, 

Whose  image  he  expressed. 
The  fulness  of  the  Deity, 

In  flesh  made  manifest :  — 

Jesus,  the  Son  of  Man  became. 

Assumed  our  mortal  breath. 
Endured  the  cross,  despised  the  shame, 

And  poured  his  soul  in  death. 

Jesus,  omnipotent  to  save. 

Then  triumphed  gloriously ; 
O  Death !  where  is  thy  sting  ?     O  grave  I 

Where  is  thy  victory  ? 

Redemption  in  his  blood  begins, 

In  his  atonement  ends ; 
He  saves  his  people  from  their  sins ; 

Who  would  not  be  his  friends  ? 

To  God  the  Father's  glory,  now, 

Jesus,  thy  name  we  bless ; 
Let  every  knee  before  it  bow, 

And  every  tongue  confess. 
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ANGELS  AND  MEN. 


Anoels,  the  first-born  eons  of  light, 

Since  from  their  glorious  seats  thej  fell. 

Are  outcasts  in  eternal  night; 

There  is  no  goapel  preached  in  hell. 

Man,  when  beguiled  from  innocence, 
Saw  death  and  judgment  come  on  all ; 

But  Jesua  died  for  his  offence. 
To  raise  us  higher  than  our  full. 

Angels,  who  kept  their  first  eslale. 

Who  sinned  not,  knew  not  guilt  or  woe, 

In  bliss  beyond  expression  great, 
The  bliss  of  pardon  cannot  know. 

We,  born  in  sorrow  and  in  sin, 

Yet  by  a  new  and  living  way 
To  paradise  again  brought  in,  — 

May  taste  of  sweeter  joys  than  they. 

Ohl  through  eternity  to  trace 

How  much,  how  much  hath  been  forgiven, 
The  riches  of  redeeming  grace, 

That,  that  must  be  the  heaven  of  heaven. 

Lord  Jesua  Christ,  who,  for  our  sake, 
Wert  pleased  a  child  like  us  to  be, 

Of  every  soul  possession  take, 
And  new-create  us  all  like  thee. 
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VAIN  CONFIDENCE  AND   SELF  DECEPTION. 

Let  not  the  strong,  the  rich,  the  wise. 
Of  knowledge,  wealth,  or  power  be  vain, 

"What  mortals  covet  most,  most  prize. 
When  won,  how  few  can  long  retain  ! 

Heaven's  noblest  gift  may  prove  a  snare, 

Unsanctified  by  faith  and  prayer. 

He  slept  on  pleasure's  lap,  and  woke 

Shorn  of  his  strength !  Poor  Samson  found 

The  Lord  had  left  him,  when  he  broke 
The  vow  with  which  his  life  was  bound ; 

Blind,  chained,  enslaved,  returning  strength 

Brought  death  with  his  revenge  at  length. 

The  wily  traitor  was  betrayed 

In  his  own  craft ;  though  woven  well, 

The  net  which  for  his  king  he  laid 
Entangled  wise  Achitophel ; 

Folly  o'erruled  what  wisdom  planned, 

He  perished  by  his  own  false  hand. 

"  Soul,  take  thine  ease  ;  eat,  drink,  rejoice, 
Through  length  of  years,'*  the  rich  man  said  j 

"  Thou  fool !  this  night,"  replied  the  voice 
That  calls  the  living  to  the  dead, 

"  Thy  soul  shall  be  required  of  thee, 

Whose  then  shall  all  thy  treasures  be  ?  *' 

Wise  to  salvation  through  his  word. 
And  rich  in  faith  his  kingdom's  heir, 
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Strong  in  the  streogth  of  Christ  my  Lord ; 

Be  this  my  portion  1  't  is  ray  prayer : 
For  this  would  I  count  all  thinga  loss, 
And  glory  only  in  tho  cross. 


FOB  GDABDIANSHIP  THROUGH  LIFE  AND 
DEATH.— AoM,  xvii.  28. 

To  thee  in  whom  we  live  and  move, 

And  have  our  being  here, 
A  higher,  holier  state  to  prove, 

Through  Christ  let  us  draw  near. 
Though  born  in  sin,  to  trouble  born, 

Transgressors  from  the  womb, 
Leave  not  thine  offspring  thus  forlorn. 

In  error,  doubt,  and  gloom. 
Send  out,  good  Lord,  thy  tight  and  truth, 

Through  each  advancing  st^e. 
To  guard  in  childhood,  guide  in  youth. 

And  comfort  us  in  age. 
Darkness  for  light  may  we  not  choose, 

For  falsehood  truth  forego. 
Nor  things  that  are  eternal  lose 
s  below. 


Teach  us  to  number  so  our  days, 
That  we  our  hearts  apply 

To  walk  in  wisdom's  pleasant  ways, 
In  them  to  live  and  die. 
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Living,  prepared  with  every  breath 

Our  spirits  to  resign ; 
Dying,  lay  hold  on  life  in  death. 

And  so  be  ever  thine. 


COVENANTING  TO  SERVE  THE  LORD. 

Come,  ye  that  fear  the  Lord, 
And  love  him  while  ye  fear ; 

Come,  and  with  heart  and  hand  record 
Your  vow  and  covenant  here. 

Vow  to  be  his  alone 

Who  bought  you  with  a  price ; 
Now  render  back  to  God  his  own, 

By  free-will  sacrifice. 

Here  to  his  altar  brought, 

Your  covenant  renew. 
To  be  in  word,  and  deed,  and  thought, 

Faithful  to  him  and  true. 

And  true  and  faithful  he 

To  you  will  ever  prove. 
Though  hills  were  swept  into  the  sea, 

And  mountains  should  remove. 

Then  be  his  law  our  choice. 

The  joy  of  young  and  old. 
As  sheep  that  hear  their  shepherd's  voice. 

And  follow  to  the  fold. 
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So  shaL  his  alaff  and  rod 
Conduct  UB  and  defend  ; 

God  is  a  covenant-keeping  God, 
Aod  loves  unto  the  end. 


'I  WILL  BLESS  THEE,  — AND  THOU  SHALT  BE 

A  BLESSING."  —  Gen.  xil.  2. 

Where'er  the  patriarch  pitched  his  tent. 

He  buiit  aa  altar  to  his  God, 
And  saoctified,  where'er  he  went, 

With  faith  and  prajer,  the  ground  he  trod. 
Through  all  the  East,  for  riches  famed, 

Heaven's  gifla,  he  set  his  heart  on  Done  j 
Nor,  when  the  dearest  was  reclaimed, 

Withheld  his  son,  his  only  son. 
Wherefore,  in  blessing,  he  was  blest ; 

Friendless,  the  friend  of  God  became  ; 
Long-wandering,  everywhere  found  rest; 

Long  childless,  nations  bear  his  name. 
Nor  nations  bom  of  blood  alone. 

The  father  of  the  faithful  he ; 
Where'er  his  promised  seed  is  known, 

Faith's  heirs  are  his  posterity. 
My  God,  what  thou  hast  made  my  home, 

Let  me  thy  sanctuary  make  j 
My  God,  if  called  by  thee  lo  mam. 

Glad  may  I  all  for  thee  forsake. 
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Thy  law,  thy  love,  be  my  delight, 
Whate'er  I  do,  or  think,  or  am, 

Walking  by  faith,  and  not  by  sight, 
Like  a  true  child  of  Abraham. 


THE   CHRISTIAN  SOLDIER. 

The  Christian  warrior,  —  see  him  stand 
In  the  whole  armor  of  his  God : 

The  Spirit's  sword  is  m  his  hand ; 
His  feet  are  with  the  gospel  shod ; 

In  panoply  of  truth  complete, 

Salvation's  helmet  on  his  head : 
With  righteousness,  a  breastplate  meet ; 

And  faith's  broad  shield  before  him  spread. 

He  wrestles  not  with  flesh  and  blood, 

But  principalities  and  powers. 
Rulers  of  darkness,  like  a  flood, 

Nigh,  and  assailing  at  all  hours. 

Nor  Satan's  fiery  darts  alone. 

Quenched  on  his  shield,  at  him  are  hurled ; 
The  traitor  in  his  heart  is  known. 

And  the  dire  friendship  of  this  world. 

Undaunted  to  the  field  he  goes ; 

Yet  vain  were  skill  and  va^r  there, 
Unless,  to  foil  his  legion  foes. 

The  trustiest  weapon  were  "  all-prayer." 
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With  thia  omnipotence  be  moves, 

From  this  the  alien  armies  flee, 
Till  more  than  conqueror  he  provea, 

Through  Christ  who  gives  him  victory. 
Thus,  strong  in  hia  Redeemer's  strength. 

Sin,  death,  and  hell,  he  tramples  down, 
Fights  the  good  fight,  and  wins  at  length, 

Through  mercy,  an  immortal  crown. 


THE    PEACEFUL   SUMMONS    OF    SALVATION 
OFTOSBD  TO  THE  BoviiDS  ot  WAR.  —  ( Annlveraarj.) 
Not  by  the  brazen  trumpet's  voice, 

But  the  sweet  sky-lark's  early  lay, 
Our  tribes  are  summoned,  to  rejoice 

In  God  their  Saviour  on  this  day. 
Not  to  the  battle-field  we  throng. 

With  deadly  steel  in  murderous  hands, 
But  on  our  hill  of  peace  the  song 

Of  triumph  bursts  from  all  our  bands. 
Then,  in  the  temples  of  the  Lord, 

Assembling  round  a  throne  of  grace 
We  sing,  and  pray,  and  hear  the  word, 

And  meet  our  Maker  face  to  &ce. 
Salvation's  silver  trumpet  brings 

Heaven's  richest  music  to  our  ears ; 
Happy,  whose  heart  with  rapture  springs. 

At  the  first  welcome  note  he  hears. 
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He,  when  the  last  dread  trumpet's  tone 
The  dead  to  second  life  shall  call, 

May  stand  unmoved  before  the  throne. 

Though  stars,  like  lightnings,  round  him  falL 

He,  where  eternal  sabbaths  shine. 
Where  all  by  God  himself  are  taught, 

Lessons  shall  learn  of  truth  divine, 
Of  power  and  love,  surpassing  thought. 


MOSES  IN  THE  DESERT. 

Go  where  a  foot  hath  never  trod. 
Through  unfrequented  forests  flee : 

The  wilderness  is  full  of  Grod, 

His  presence  dwells  in  every  tree. 

To  Israel  and  to  Egypt  dead, 

Moses  the  fugitive  appears ; 
Unknown  he  lived,  till  o'er  his  head 

Had  fallen  the  snow  of  fourscore  years. 

But  God  the  wandering  exile  found, 
In  his  appointed  time  and  place ; 

The  desert  sand  grew  holy  ground, 
And  Horeb's  rock  a  throne  of  grace. 

The  lonely  bush  a  tree  became, 
A  tree  of  beauty  and  of  light. 

Involved  with  unconsuming  flame. 
That  made  the  moon  around  it  night. 

Then  came  the  Eternal  Voice  that  spake 
Salvation  to  the  chosen  seed ; 
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Tbence  went  die  Almighty  arm  that  brake 
Proud  PLaraoh's  yoke,  and  Israel  freed. 

By  Moses,  old  and  slow  of  speech, 
These  mighty  miracles  were  shown ; 

Jehovah'e  messenger!  to  teacb 
That  power  belongs  to  God  alone. 


THE  DEATH  OF  MOSES. 
He  climbed  the  mountain  ;  and  behold ! 

The  land  before  him  lay  : 
Here  Jordan's  bounding  waters  rolled, 

There  Carmel  stretched  away. 
From  northern  Lebanon,  outspread. 

To  Araby  the  wild, 
Where  strangers'  lives  the  Patriarchs  led, 

Their  promised  Canaan  smiled  : 
A  land  of  fountains  and  of  rills, 

Where  milk  and  honey  flowed ; 
Whose  stones  were  iron  ;  from  whose  hills 

Brass  in  the  furnace  glowed: 
A  land  of  corn,  and  wine,  and  oil. 

Whose  trees  with  fruitage  hung. 
While  birds,  to  soothe  the  laborers'  toil. 

Amid  the  branches  sung. 
Valleys  stood  thick  with  golden  grain, 

Goats  bounded  on  the  rocks, 
And  white  and  dark,  on  slope  and  plain. 

Roamed  pasturing  herds  and  flocks. 
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But  all  the  soil  with  blood  was  stained, 
Revenge  and  rapine  strove ; 

Pagan  abominations  reigned 
In  every  haunted  grove. 

From  cities  populous  and  proud 
The  shrieks  of  children  came, 

Where  drums  and  cymbals  led  the  crowd, 
Eound  Moloch's  altar-flame. 

The  vision  changed ;  —  then  Moses  saw 

The  Idols  overthrown, 
God  out  of  Zion  giving  law, 

God  worshipped  there  alone. 

And  still  the  vision  grew  more  bright ; 

On  humble  Bethlehem  shined 
The  star  of  Jacob,  and  a  light 

To  lighten  all  mankind. 

In  silent  trance  the  prophet  gazed : 

"  It  is  enough,"  he  cried  ; 
His  hands  with  holy  rapture  raised, 

Saw  the  Lord's  Christ,  and  died. 

His  spirit  returned  to  God  who  gave ; 

His  body,  nowhere  found, 
Shall  keep  the  secret  of  its  grave 

Till  the  last  trumpet  sound. 


THE  THREE  MOUNTAINS. 

When  on  Sinai's  top  I  see 
God  descend  in  majesty, 
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To  proclaim  his  holj  law, 
All  my  spirit  einks  with  awe. 
When,  in  ecstasy  sublime, 
Tabor's  glorious  steep  I  climb. 
At  the  too-tran sporting  light, 
Darkness  rushes  o'er  my  sight. 
When  on  Calvary  I  rest, 
God,  in  flesh  made  manifest. 
Shines  in  mj  Redeemer's  face. 
Full  of  beauty,  truth,  and  grace. 
Here  I  would  for  ever  stay, 
Weep  and  gaze  my  soul  away ; 
Thou  art  heaven  on  earth  to  me, 
Lovely,  mournful  Calvary. 


CHOOSING  THE  HERITAGE  OF  GOD'S  PEOPLE. 
People  of  the  living  God, 

I  have  sought  the  world  around, 
Paths  of  sin  and  sorrow  trod, 

Peace  and  comfort  nowhere  found. 
Now  to  you  my  spirit  turns, 

Turns,  a  fugitive  unblessed ; 
Brethren,  where  your  allar  burns, 

0  receive  me  into  rest ! 
Lonely  I  no  longer  roam, 

Like  the  cloud,  the  wind,  the  wave ; 
Where  you  dwell  shall  be  ray  home, 

Where  you  die  shall  be  ray  grave  j 
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Mine  the  God  whom  you  adore, 
Your  Redeemer  shall  be  mine ; 

Earth  can  fill  my  heart  no  more, 
Every  idol  I  resign. 

Tell  me  not  of  gain  or  loss, 

Ease,  enjoyment,  pomp,  and  power ; 
Welcome  poverty  and  cross. 

Shame,  reproach,  affliction's  hour : 
"  Follow  me !  "  —  I  know  the  voice; 

Jesus,  Lord,  thy  steps  I  see ; 
Now  I  take  thy  yoke  by  choice. 

Light  thy  burden  now  to  me. 


A   VISIT  TO  BETHLEHEM  IN  SPIRIT. 

The  scene  around  me  disappears, 
And,  borne  to  ancient  regions. 

While  Time  recalls  the  flight  of  years, 
I  see  angelic  legions 

Descending  in  an  orb  of  light. 

Amidst  the  dark  and  silent  night ; 
I  hear  celestial  voices. 

**  Tidings,  glad  tidings  from  above 

To  every  age  and  nation  ; 
Tidings,  glad  tidings,  —  God  is  love. 

To  man  he  sends  salvation : 
His  Son  beloved,  his  only  Son, 
The  work  of  mercy  hath  begun ; 

Give  to  his  name  the  glory." 


Through  David's  city  I  am  leil ; 

Here  all  around  are  sleeping ; 
A  light  directs  to  yon  poor  shed, 

There  lonely  watch  is  keeping  ; 
I  enter ;  — ah  !  what  glories  shine  ! 
Is  this  Immanuel's  earthly  ahrine  ? 

Messiah's  infant  temple  F 
It  h,  it  is ;  and  I  adore 

This  Stranger  meek  ond  lowly, 
As  saints  and  seraphs  bow  before 

The  throne  of  God  thrice  holy : 
Faith  through  the  veil  of  flesh  can  see 
The  face  of  thy  divinity, 

My  Lord,  my  God,  my  Saviour! 


THE  THREE  MARYS. 
Uakt,  ths  Hother  or  Juui. 
LiSK  Mary,  when  the  angel  came 

To  hail  her  from  on  high ; 
We,  when  God's  messengers  proclaim 

Glad  tidings,  would  rejily, — 
"Behold  the  handmaid  of  the  Lord, 
Be  it  according  to  thy  word." 
Come,  Holy  Ghost,  thy  power  impart, 
Form  Christ  in  every  heart. 

Mart,  tub  Sistrr  or  Lazarus. 
Like  Mary,  placed  at  Jesus'  feet. 
We  hear  his  words  with  joy ; 
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Nor  would  we  change  our  humble  seat 

For  Martha's  hard  employ. 
Now,  too,  like  Mary,  when  she  shed 
The  precious  spikenard  on  his  head, 
Sweet  fall  our  tears  from  grateful  eyes, 
While  prayers  like  incense  rise. 

Mart  Magdalene. 

Like  Mary  at  the  sepulchre. 

Our  risen  Lord  we  seek : 
Jesus,  reveal  thyself:  —  like  her. 

Oh !  might  we  hear  thee  speak ! 
Thy  look,  thy  voice,  thy  love  the  same, 
Call  each  poor  handmaid  by  her  name ; 
While,  with  full  heart  and  kindling  eye. 

All,  all,  "  Rabboni !  "  cry. 


THE   GOOD   SHEPHERD  AND   HIS  FLOCK. 

Green  pastures  and  clear  streams. 

Freedom  and  quiet  rest, 
Christ's  flock  enjoy,  beneath  his  beams, 

Or  in  his  shadow  rest. 

The  mountain  and  the  vale, 
Forest  and  field,  they  range  ; 

The  morning  dew,  the  evening  gale. 
Bring  health  in  every  change. 

Secure  amidst  alarms. 
From  violence  or  snares. 
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The  lambs  hs  gathers  in  his  anna, 

And  in  his  bosom  bears. 
The  wounded  and  the  weak 

He  comforts,  heals,  and  binds  ; 
The  lost  he  came  from  heaven  to  seek, 

And  saves  them  when  he  finds. 
Through  wilds  of  brier  and  thorn. 

In  darkness  if  they  stray. 
They  wander  not  like  waifs  forlorn  ; 

Their  Shepherd  is  their  way. 
Should  storms  of  trouble  blow, 

Warned  of  the  coming  shock, 
They  to  the  Rock  of  Ages  go ; 

Their  Shepherd  is  their  Rock. 
Let  earth  and  hell  oppose, 

Let  Satan  take  the  lield ; 
Quenched  are  the  darts  of  all  their  foes 

Their  Shepherd  is  their  shield. 
Death  may  ussail ;  but  death 

Is  vanquished  in  the  strife  ; 
Their  moment  of  departing  breath. 

Begins  eternal  life. 
Conflicts  and  trials  done, 

His  glory  they  behold. 
Where  Jesus  and  his  flock  are  one, 

One  Shepherd  and  one  fold- 
When  the  last  trump  shall  sound. 

And  graves  break  up  their  sleep. 
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At  his  right  hand  may  we  be  found, 
Among  the  chosen  sheep. 


THE  CHRISTIAN  ISRAEL. 

Thus  far  on  life's  perplexing  path, 

Thus  far,  thou,  Lord,  our  steps  hast  led ; 

Snatched  from  the  world's  pursuing  wrath. 
Unharmed,  though  floods  hung  o'er  our  head ; 

Like  ransomed  Israel  on  the  shore, 

Here,  then,  we  pause,  look  back,  adore. 

Strangers  and  pilgrims  here  below, 

Like  all  our  fathers  in  their  daj, 
We  to  the  land  of  promise  go. 

Lord,  by  thine  own  appointed  way : 
Still  guide,  illumine,  cheer  our  flight, 
In  cloud  by  day,  in  fire  by  night. 

Safety  thy  presence  is,  and  rest ; 

While, — as  the  eagle,  o'er  her  brood 
Flutters  her  pinions,  stirs  the  nest, 

Covers,  defends,  provides  them  food. 
Bears  on  her  wings,  instructs  to  fly,— 
Thy  love  prepares  us  for  the  sky. 

Protect  us  through  the  wilderness 
From  fiery  tempest,  plague,  and  foe ; 

With  bread  from  heaven  thy  people  bless, 
And  living  streams  where'er  we  go : 

Nor  let  our  rebel  hearts  repine. 

Or  follow  any  voice  but  thine. 
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Thy  holy  law  to  ua  proclaim, 

But  not  from  Sinai's  top  alone  ; 
Hid  ID  ttie  rock-clef^  be  thy  name. 

Thy  power  and  all  thy  goodnesa  Ehowni 
And  may  we  never  bow  the  knee, 
Or  worship  any  God  but  thee. 
When  we  have  numbered  all  our  years, 

And  atand,  at  length,  on  Jordan's  brink, 
Though  the  fleeh  fail  with  mortal  fears, 

O  let  not  then  the  spirit  sink  j 
But,  sirong  in  faith,  and  hope,  and  love, 
Plunge  through  the  stream  to  rise  above. 


THE  WATERS   OP  LIFE.— Nnmben  xzi. 

Spring  up,  0  well!  sweet  fountain,  spring! 

And  fructify  the  desert  sand  j 
Sing  ye  that  drink  ;  the  waters  sing. 

They  dance  along  the  smiling  land; 
With  flowers  adorn,  with  verdure  bless. 
The  waste  and  howhng  wilderness. 
Ho,  every  one  tliat  thirsts  draw  nigh, 

With  sickness  fainting,  worn  with  toil ; 
■  Let  him  that  hath  no  money  buy. 

Buy  milk  and  honey,  wine  and  oil, 
The  foutfold  streams  of  Paradise, 
Priceless,  because  above  all  price. 
Come  to  the  pools,  ye  lame  and  blind  ; 

Te  lepers,  to  this  Jordan  come  ; 
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Sight,  strength,  and  healing  each  may  find : 
Approach  the  waves,  ye  deaf  and  dumb ; 
Their  joyful  sound  ye  soon  shall  hear, 
And  your  own  voice  delight  your  ear. 

In  every  form  the  waters  run. 
Rill,  river,  torrent,  lake,  jand  sea ; 

Through  every  clime  beneath  the  sun. 
Free  as  the  air,  as  daylight  free, 

Till  earth's  whole  face  the  floods  o'erweep, 

As  ocean's  tides  the  channelled  deep. 

As  moved  with  mighty  wings  outspread, 
God's  Spirit  o'er  the  formless  void. 

So  be  that  Spirit's  influence  shed 
To  new-create  a  world  destroyed  ; 

Till  all  that  died  through  Adam's  fall 

Revive  in  Christ,  who  died  for  all. 


A  FOUNTAIN  OPENED  FOR  SIN  AND 

UNCLEANNESS. 

Come  to  Calvary's  holy  mountain. 
Sinners  ruined  by  the  fall ; 

Here  a  pure  and  healing  fountain 
Flows  to  you,  to  me,  to  all, 

In  a  full,  perpetual  tide. 

Opened  when  our  Saviour  died. 

Come  in  poverty  and  meanness, 
Come  defiled,  without,  within ; 
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From  iofection  and  uncleanness, 

From  the  leprosy  of  sin, 
Wash  your  robes  and  make  them  nhite : 
Ye  shall  walk  with  God  in  light. 
Come,  in  sorrow  and  conlrilion, 

Wounded,  impotent,  and  blind  ; 
Here  the  guilty  free  remission, 

Here  the  troubled  peace  may  find  ; 
Health  this  fountain  will  restore, 
He  that  drinks  shall  thirst  no  more;  — 
He  that  drinks  shall  live  for  ever ; 

Tia  a  soul-renewing  flood: 
God  is  faithful  i  —  God  will  never 

Break  his  covenant  in  blood, 
Signed  when  our  Redeemer  died, 
Sealed  when  he  was  glorified. 


CHRIST'S  MISSION. 
The  woild  in  condemnation  lay. 

And  death,  from  Adam  reigning, 
O'er  man  maintained  remorseless  away, 

While  sin  his  soul  enchaining 
Foredoomed  the  second  death  to  all 
That  shared  the  ruins  of  the  fall ; 

But  Christ's  triumphant  mission 

Redeemed  us  from  perdition. 
Then  round  his  manger  let  ub  throng, 

Attend  him  in  temptation, 
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Carry  our  cross  with  joy  along 

His  path  of  tribulation  ; 
With  him  to  Olivet  retire, 
On  Calvary  at  his  feet  expire  ; 
Then,  on  Mount  Zion  seated. 
Our  bliss  shall  be  completed. 


THE  PRINCE  OF  PEACE. 

When  war  on  earth  suspended 

His  wild  career  of  woes, 
The  Prince  of  Peace  descended, 

A  guiltier  strife  to  close : 
Vain  battles  worms  were  waging 

With  their  Creator  God  : 
He  came,  and  wrath  assuaging. 

Made  peace  with  his  own  blood. 

The  storm  that  flamed  and  lowered. 

Was  calm  at  his  command  ; 
The  rod  of  justice  flowered. 

Like  Aaron's,  in  his  hand : 
That  sceptre,  love-revealing, 

Rebels  approach  and  kiss  ; 
Its  leaves  are  for  your  healing, 

Its  fruits  —  immortal  bliss. 


CHRIST  OUR  EXAMPLE  IN  SUFFERING. 

Go  to  dark  Gethsemane, 

Ye  that  feel  the  tempter's  power ; 
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Your  Kedeeiuer's  conflict  see, 

Watch  with  him  one  bitter  hour: 
Turn  not  from  his  griefs  away, 
Learn  of  Jesus  Christ  to  pray. 
Follow  to  the  judgmeDi^hall, 

View  the  Lord  of  Life  airaigned  ; 
O  the  wormwood  and  the  gall ! 

0  the  pangs  his  soul  sustained  ; 
Shun  not  suffering,  shame,  or  loss  j 
Learn  of  him  to  bear  the  cross. 
Calrarj's  mournful  mountain  climb, 

There,  adoring  at  his  feet, 
Mark  that  miracle  of  time, 

God's  own  sftcrillce  complete : 
"  It  is  finished  ; "  —  hear  the  cry  ; 
Learn  of  Jesus  Christ  to  die. 
Early  hasten  to  the  tomb, 

Where  they  laid  his  breathless  clay : 
All  is  solitude  and  gloom  ; 

Who  hath  taken  him  away  ? 
Christ  is  risen  ! —  He  meets  our  eyes. 
Saviour,  teach  us  so  to  rise. 


CHRIST'S  PASSION. 
The  morning  dawns  upon  the  place 

Where  Jesus  spent  the  night  in  prayer; 
Through  yielding  glooms  behold  his  face, 

Nor  form  nor  comeliness  is  there. 
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Last  eve,  by  those  he  called  his  own, 
Betrayed,  forsaken,  or  denied, 

He  met  his  enemies  alone. 

In  all  their  malice,  rage,  and  pride. 

Brought  forth  to  judgment,  now  he  stands 
Arraigned,  condemned,  at  Pilate's  bar : 

Here,  spurned  by  fierce  praetorian  bands. 
There,  mocked  by  Herod's  men  of  war. 

He  bears  their  buffeting  and  scorn. 
Mock  homage  of  the  lip  and  knee, 

The  purple  robe,  the  crown  of  thorn. 
The  scourge,  the  nail,  the  accursed  tree. 

No  guile  within  his  mouth  is  found,  ♦ 
He  neither  threatens  nor  complains : 

Meek  as  a  lamb  for  slaughter  bound. 
Dumb  'midst  his  murderers  he  remains. 

But  hark !  he  prays,  —  't  is  for  his  foes ; 

He  speaks,  —  't  is  comfort  to  his  friends ; 
Answers,  —  and  Paradise  bestows  ; 

He  bows  his  head  ;  the  conflict  ends. 

Truly  this  w^as  the  Son  of  God  ! 

Though  in  a  servant's  mean  disguise ; 
And,  bruised  beneath  the  Father's  rod. 

Not  for  himself — for  man  he  dies. 
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WHAT  IS   PRATER  t 
Fbateb  ia  the  eoul's  sincere  desire, 

Utl«red  or  unexpressed. 
The  motion  of  a  hidden  fire 

That  trembles  in  the  breast. 
Prayer  is  the  burden  of  a  sigh, 

The  falling  of  a  tear ; 
The  upward  glancing  of  an  eye, 

When  none  but  God  is  near. 
Prayer  is  the  simplest  form  of  speech 

That  infant  lips  can  tr^, 
Prayer  the  sublimest  strains  that  reach 

The  Majesty  on  high. 
Prayer  is  the  contrite  sinner's  voice 

Returning  from  bis  ways, 
While  angels  in  their  songs  rejoice, 

And  cry,  "  Behold  he  prays  !  " 
Prayer  is  the  Christian's  vital  breath. 

The  Christian's  native  air, 
His  watchword  at  the  gates  of  death; 

He  enters  heaven  with  prayer. 
The  saints  in  prayer  appear  as  one 

In  word,  and  deed,  and  mind, 
While  with  the  Father  and  the  Son 

Sweet  fellowship  they  find. 
Nor  prayer  is  made  by  man  alone. 

The  Holy  Spirit  pleads, 


54  ORIGIKAL   hymns; 


4 


And  Jesus,  on  the  eternal  throne, 
For  sinners  intercedes. 

O  thou  by  whom  we  come  to  God, 
The  life,  the  truth,  the  way  I 

The  path  of  prayer  thyself  hast  trod ; 
Lord,  teach  us  how  to  pray. 


THE  LORD'S  PRAYER. 

Our  heavenly  Father!  hear  our  prayer; 
Thy  name  be  hallowed  everywhere  ; 
Thy  kingdom  come ;  thy  perfect  will, 
In  earth  as  heaven,  may  all  fulfil ;  — 

Give  this  day's  bread,  that  we  may  live ; 
Forgive  our  sins  as  we  forgive ; 
Lead  us  temptation's  snares  to  shun, 
And  save  us  from  the  evil  one : 

Now,  and  for  ever,  unto  thee. 
The  kingdom,  power,  and  glory  be  ! 
Thus,  as  our  Saviour  taught  to  say, 
Li  truth  and  spirit,  let  us  pray. 


WANTS  AND  WISHES  IN  PRAYER. 

What  shall  we  ask  of  God  in  prayer  ? 

Whatever  good  we  want ; 
Whatever  man  may  seek  to  share, 

And  God  in  mercy  grant. 
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Father  of  all  our  mercies,  tLou 

In  whom  we  move  and  live, 
Hear  us  in  heaven  thy  dwelling  now, 

And  answer  apd  forgive. 
When,  bound  with  sins  and  trespasses, 

From  wrath  we  fiu'n  would  flee, 
Lord,  cancel  our  unrighteousness, 

And  set  the  captive  free. 
When,  harassed  by  ten  thousand  foes, 

Our  helplessness  we  feel, 
0  give  the  weary  soul  repose. 

The  wounded  spirit  heal. 
When  dire  temptations  gather  round, 

And  threaten  or  allure, 
By  storm  or  calm,  in  thee  be  found 

A  refuge  strong  and  sure. 
When  age  advances,  may  we  grow 

In  faith,  and  hope,  and  love, 
And  walk  in  holiness  below. 

To  holiness  above. 
When  earthly  joys  and  cares  depart. 

Desire  and  envy  cease. 
Be  thou  the  portion  of  our  heart, 

In  thee  may  we  have  peace. 
When  flames  these  elements  destroy, 

And  worlds  in  judgment  stand, 
May  we  lift  up  our  heads  with  joy. 

And  meet  at  thy  right  hand. 
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THE  PREPARATION  OF  THE  HEART. 

Lord,  teach  us  how  to  pray  aright, 
With  reverence  and  with  fear ; 

Though  dust  and  ashes  in  thy  sight, 
We  may,  we  must  draw  near. 

» 

We  perish  if  we  cease  from  prayer ; 

Oh !  grant  us  power  to  pray ; 
And  when  to  meet  thee  we  prepare, 

Lord,  meet  us  by  the  way. 

Burdened  with  guilt,  convinced  of  sin, 
In  weakness,  want,  and  woe. 

Fightings  without,  and  fears  within, 
Lord,  whither  shall  we  go  ? 

God  of  all  grace,  we  bring  to  thee 

A  broken,  contrite  heart ; 
Give,  what  thine  eye  delights  to  see, 

Truth  in  the  inward  part. 

Give  deep  humility ;  the  sense 

Of  godly  sorrow  give  ;       * 
A  strong,  desiring  confidence 

To  hear  thy  voice  and  live  ;  — 

Faith  in  the  only  Sacrifice 

That  can  for  sin  atone  ; 
To  cast  our  hopes,  to  ^x  our  eyes 

On  Christ,  on  Christ  alone  ;  — 

Patience  to  watch,  and  wait,  and  weep, 
Though  mercy  long  delay ; 
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Courage,  our  fainting  souls  to  keep. 
And  trust  thee  though  thou  slay. 

Give  these,  and  then  thy  will  be  donej 
Thus,  strengthened  with  all  might, 

We,  through  lliy  Spirit  and  thy  Son, 
Shall  pray,  and  pray  aright. 


ASKING,   SEEKING,  FIMDINO.  —Matt.  vii.  T,  8. 
Ask,  and  ye  ehall  receive ; 

Oo  this  my  hope  I  build: 
I  ask  forgivenegs,  and  believe 

My  prayer  shall  be  fulfilled. 
Seek,  and  expect  to  find: 

Wounded  to  death  ia  soul, 
I  8eek  the  Saviour  of  mankind  ; 

His  touch  can  make  me  whole. 
Knock,  and  with  patience  wait, 

Faith  shall  free  entrance  win : 
I  stand  and  knock  at  mercy's  gate ; 

Lord  Jesus  !  let  me  in. 
How  should  I  ask  in  vain  ? 

Seek,  and  not  find  thee,  Lord  ? 
Knock,  and  yet  no  admittance  gala  ? 

Is  it  not  in  thy  word  ? 
Time,  ruin,  change,  decay, 

The  lines  can  never  blot. 
Though  heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away. 

Thy  word,  O  God  !  shall  not. 
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0  THOU,  THAT  HEAREST  PRAYER  !"-Ps.  Ixv.  2 

Thou,  God,  art  a  consuming  fire, 

Yet  mortals  may  find  grace, 
From  toil  and  tumult  to  retire, 

And  meet  thee  face  to  face. 

Though  "  holy,  holy,  holy,  Lord ! " 

Seraph  to  seraph  sings. 
And  angel-choirs,  with  one  accord. 

Worship,  with  veiling  wings ;  — 

Though  earth  thy  footstool,  heaven  thy  throne, 

Thy  way  amidst  the  sea, 
Thy  path  deep  floods,  thy  steps  unknown. 

Thy  counsels  mystery :  — 

Yet  wilt  thou  look  on  him  who  lies 

A  suppliant  at  thy  feet; 
And  hearken  to  the  feeblest  cries 

That  reach  thy  mercy-seat. 

Between  the  cherubim  of  old 

Thy  glory  was  expressed  ; 
But  God,  through  Christ,  we  now  behold 

In  flesh  made  manifest. 

Through  him  who  all  our  sickness  felt, 

Who  all  our  sorrows  bare, 
Through  him  in  whom  thy  fulness  dwelt 

We  offer  up  our  prayer. 

Touched  with  a  feeling  of  our  woes, 
Jesus,  our  High  Priest  stands ; 


OB  I  GIN  AL   HYMNS. 

All  our  infirmities  he  know?, 

Our  Bouls  are  in  his  hands. 
He  bears  them  up  with  strength  divine, 

When  al  thy  feet  we  fall ; 
Lord,  cause  thy  face  on  us  to  shlue  ; 

Hear  us,  —  on  thee  we  call. 


SCRIPTURAL  PRATERS. 
With  wandering  Jacob,  let  us  say  — 
"  If  God  will  keep  me  by  the  way, 
Guide  and  defend  me,  clothe  and  feed, 
Then  God  shall  be  my  God  indeed." 
With  him  who  led  the  ransomed  flock 
Through  the  Bed  Sea  to  Sinai's  rock, 
Be  this  our  one  supreme  request, 
"Thy  presence  with  us  go  or  rest." 
Join  we  God's  people  from  OQr  youth, 
Quit  the  vain  world  like  humble  Ruth ; 
With  them  reeolved  our  lot  to  try, 
Rejoice  or  suffer,  live  or  die. 
Like  Joshua  through  this  war  of  life, 
Victor  in  many  a  deadly  strife. 
May  each  this  solemn  pledge  record, 
"  I  and  my  house  will  serve  the  Lord." 
When  prayers  and  vows  to  heaven  we  make, 
The  words  of  Solomon  we  11  lake, 
Freely  for  every  blessing  call, 
Tet  ask  forgiveness  with  them  alL 
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And  now,  O  Lord  our  Grod  !  to  thee 
This  sum  of  our  petition  be, 
The  language  of  thy  blessed  Son, 
"  Father !  thj  will,  not  mine,  be  done." 


SOLOMON'S  PRAYER  FOR  WISDOM. 

Almighty  God,  in  humble  prayer, 

To  thee  our  souls  we  lift. 
Do  thou  our  waiting  minds  prepare 

For  thy  most  needful  gift 

We  ask  not  golden  streams  of  wealth, 

AJong  our  path  to  flow. 
We  ask  not  undecaying  health. 

Nor  length  of  years  below. 

We  ask  not  honors  which  an  hour 

May  bring  or  take  away  ; 
We  ask  not  pleasure,  pomp,  or  power, 

Lest  we  should  go  astray. 

We  ask  for  wisdom  :  —  Lord,  impart 
The  knowledge  how  to  live  ; 

A  wise  and  understanding  heart 
To  all  before  thee  give. 

For  we,  like  children,  born  in  sin. 
Know  not  till  thou  hast  taught, 

How  to  go  out,  or  how  come  in. 
By  word,  or  deed,  or  thought. 

The  young  remember  thee  in  youth. 
Before  the  evil  days  ; 


The  old  be  guided  by  thy  fnith, 
In  wisdom's  pleasant  ways. 


PBATER  FOE  IHCREASE  OF  HOLY  WISDOM. 
0  FOR  the  wisdom  from  above, 

Pure,  gentle,  peaceable,  and  mild, 
The  innocency  of  the  dove, 

The  meeknesa  of  a  little  child. 
Wise  may  we  be  to  know  the  truth, 

Revealed  in  every  Scripture  page  ; 
Wise  to  salvation  from  our  youth,  ' 

And  wiser  giuw  from  stage  to  stage. 
Then  if  to  riper  years  we  rise. 

And  well  the  work  of  grace  be  wrought 
Within  ourselves,  —  we  shall  be  wise 

To  teach  in  turn  what  we  were  taught. 
Yet  Btiil  be  learning,  day  by  day, 

More  of  God's  word,  God's  way,  Gfod's  will  j 
His  law,  rejoicing  to  obey, 

Pleased  his  whole  pleasure  to  fulfil. 
Wise  to  win  souls,  if  thus  we're  led. 

How  blest  will  be  our  lot  below. 
Blessings  to  share,  and  blessings  shed 

On  all  with  whom  to  heaven  we  go. 
So  may  we  reach  that  home  at  length, 

And,  clad  in  righteousness  divine, 
Even  as  the  sun,  when  in  his  strength. 

And  as  the  stars,  for  ever,  shine. 
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PLEADING  IN  PRAYER. 

How  shall  a  coDtrite  spirit  pray, 

A  broken  heart  its  griefs  make  known, 

A  weary  wanderer  find  the  way 

To  peace  and  rest  ?  —  Through  Christ  alone. 

He  died  that  we  might  die  to  sin  ; 

He  rose,  that  we  to  Gt)d  might  rise; 
By  his  own  blood  he  entered  in 

The  holy  place  beyond  the  skies. 

There,  as  our  great  high-priest  he  stands, 
And  pleads  before  the  mercy-seat, 

Our  cause  is  in  his  faithful  hands, 
Our  enemies  beneath  his  feet. 

Father,  in  him  we  claim  our  part, 
For  thy  Son's  sake  accept  us  now, 

In  him  well  pleased  thou  always  art. 

Well  pleased  with  us  through  him  be  thou. 

O  look  on  thine  anointed  One; 

Thy  gift  in  him  is  all  our  plea. 
Our  righteousness,  —  what  he  hath  done ; 

Our  prayer  —  Ifts  prayer  for  us  to  thee. 

So,  while  he  intercedes  above, 
In  his  dear  name  may  we  believe, 

And  all  the  fulness  of  thy  love 
Into  our  inmost  souls  receive. 


ORIGINAL    HYMNS. 


68 


PERSEVERANCE  IN  PRAYER. 

Patient  prayer  has  power  with  God ; 
Thus,  while  Moses  raised  the  rod, 
Israel  o'er  the  foe  prevailed, 
But  grew  feeble  when  he  failed, 
Till,  by  Hur  and  Aaron's  care, 
Intercession  held  up  prayer. 

Pray  ye,  pray  and  never  faint, 
Mourning  sinner,  tempted  saint ! 
Faith  and  hope  your  hands  sustain. 
Victory  then  ye  must  obtain, 
Yea,  and  more  than  conquerors  prove 
Through  your  great  Redeemer's  love. 


THE  NAME  ABOVE  EVERY  NAME. 

Bow  every  knee  at  Jesus'  name, 

And  every  tongue  confess  ; 
Let  the  redeemed  with  joy  proclaim 

"  The  Lord  our  Righteousness." 

To  him  through  all  the  rounds  of  time 

Perpetual  prayer  be  made ; 
O'er  sea  and  land,  from  clime  to  clime, 

Homage  to  him  be  paid. 

From  young  and  old  with  every  breath 
Let  prayer  and  praise  arise ; 

Life  be  the  "  daily  offering  "  —  death 
"  The  evening  sacrifice." 


64  ORIGINAL   HTMNS. 

Let  heaven  and  earth  reply  "  Amen !  ** 
And  all  their  hosts  adore 

The  Lord  of  angels  and  of  men 
For  ever  evermore. 


THE  CONFIDENCE   OF  PRAYER.  —  Matt.  xiv.  22. 

Why  thus,  my  soul,  cast  down  ? 

And  why  disquieted  ? 
Black  though  the  tempest  frown, 

The  surge  pass  o'er  thy  head ; 
Wait  the  fourth  watch ;  —  for  One  who  saves 
Comes  to  thee,  walking  on  the  waves. 

Lord  1  Lord !  if  it  be  thou. 

Bid  me  come  down  to  thee  ; 
Jesus !  I  know  thee  now, 

Ajid  walk  upon  the  sea ; 
Faith  fails ;  ah  me  I  the  gulf  runs  high, 
Save,  Lord,  I  sink !  0  save,  I  die ! 

I  grasp  thy  outstretched  hand  ; 

We  climb  the  vessel's  side ; 
And  lo !  we  touch  the  land, 

The  storm  is  pacified  ; 
While  winds  and  waves  thy  voice  obey, 
Oh !  why  am  I  more  deaf  than  they  ? 

Why,  when  I  know  thy  will 

Is  my  salvation.  Lord, 
When  thou  says't  "  Peace,  be  still  I " 

How  can  I  doubt  thy  word  ? 
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Speak  with  that  all-commanding  might, 
Which  said  to  darkness,  —  "  Be  thou  light ! " 

Speak  with  that  power,  which  said 

To  Peter,  «  Follow  me ! " 
Called  Lazarus  from  the  dead ; 

Then  must  I  yield  to  thee, 
For  thee,  like  Peter,  all  forsake, 
Like  Lazarus,  from  the  dead  awake. 


CLOSET  PRAYER.— Matt.  vL  6. 

0 !  WHAT  a  privilege  to  kneel. 
Fall  down  and  worship  at  thy  feet. 

My  God !  my  Father  1  and  to  feel 

With  thee  communion  high  and  sweet :  — 

To  pour  my  spirit  out  in  prayer. 
Or,  on  the  wings  of  praise  ascend, 

Like  Moses  to  the  mount,  and  there 
Commune  with  thee,  as  friend  with  friend. 


DAILY  PRAYER. —Luke  xviii.  1. 

Come  to  the  morning  prayer. 
Come  let  us  kneel  and  pray ; 

Prayer  is  the  Christian  pilgrim's  staff 
To  walk  with  God  all  day. 

At  noon,  beneath  the  Rock 
Of  Ages,  rest  and  pray ; 
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Sweet  is  that  shadow  from  the  heat, 
When  the  sun  smites  by  day. 

At  eve,  shut  to  the  door. 

Hound  the  home-altar  pray, . 

And  finding  there  "  the  house  of  God," 
At  "  heaven's  gate  "  close  the  day. 

When  midnight  seals  our  eyes, 

Let  each  in  spirit  say, 
"I  sleep,  but  my  heart  waketh,  Lord, 

With  thee  to  watch  and  pray." 


A  PRAYER  FOR  EVERY  DAY  AND  ALL  DAY 

LONG. 

In  the  morning  hear  my  voice. 
Let  me  in  thy  light  rejoice ; 
God,  my  Sun  1  my  strength  renew. 
Send  thy  blessing  down  like  dew. 

Through  the  duties  of  the  day, 
Grant  me  grace  to  watch  and  pray ; 
Live  as  always  seeing  thee, 
Knowing,  "  Thou,  God !  seest  me." 

When  the  evening  skies  display 
Richer  pomp  than  noon's  array, 
Be  the  shades  of  death  to  me 
Bright  with  inmiortality. 

When  the  round  of  care  is  run, 
And  the  stars  succeed  the  sun, 
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Songs  of  praise  with  prayer  unite, 
Crown  the  day,  and  hail  the  night. 

Thus  with  thee,  my  Grod  !  my  Friend ! 
Time  begin,  continue,  end. 
While  life's  joys  and  sorrows  pass 
Like  the  changes  of  the  grass. 


FOR  GRACE  TO  SURRENDEB  ALL  TO  CHRIST. 

Jesus,  our  best-beloved  friend, 
Draw  out  our  souls  in  pure  desire, 

Jesus,  in  love  to  us  descend, 
Baptize  us  with  thy  Spirit's  fire. 

On  thy  redeeming  name  we  call. 
Poor  and  unworthy  though  we  be  : 

Pardon  and  sanctify  us  all ; 
Let  each  thy  full  salvation  see. 

Our  souls  and  bodies  we  resign. 
To  fear  and  follow  thy  commands ; 

0  take  our  hearts  —  our  hearts  are  thine, 
Accept  the  service  of  our  hands. 

Firm,  faithful,  watching  unto  prayer. 
May  we  thy  blessed  will  obey ; 

Toil  in  thy  vineyard  here,  and  bear 
The  heat  and  burden  of  the  day. 

Yet,  Lord,  for  us  a  resting-place. 
In  heaven  at  thy  right  hand  prepare ; 

And  till  we  see  thee  face  to  face. 
Be  all  our  conversation  there. 
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FOR  THE  GIFT  OF  THE  HOLY  SPHilT. 

Power  from  on  high,  O  God,  impart, 
Power  in  thy  gospel  to  believe ; 

Power  to  surrender  our  whole  heart, 
Power  all  thy  mercy  to  receive. 

The  word  to  us  in  srain  were  given, 
We  hear,  we  read,  we  learn  in  vain ; 

In  vain  thy  Son  came  down  from  heaven, 
If  thou  "  the  Spirit's  might "  restrain. 

Here  be  his  sacred  influence  felt, 

With  searching,  cleansing,  quickening  force, 
Till  souls  of  millstone-hardness  melt. 

And  flow  like  waters  from  their  source. 

Convinced  and  humbled  in  the  dust 
Beneath  the  burden  of  our  guilt. 

We  own  thy  law's  dread  sentence  just, 
But  plead  the  blood  of  pardon  spilt. 

Thy  Spirit  witness  with  that  blood, 
And  Christ  our  Saviour  glorify ; 

While  we,  as  children  born  of  God, 
With  rapture,  "  Abba !    Father ! "  cry. 


RESIGNA.TION. 

One  prayer  I  have,  —  all  prayers  in  one. 

When  I  am  wholly  thine ; 
Thy  will,  my  God,  thy  will  be  done, 

And  let  that  will  be  mine. 


ORIGINAL    HYMNS.  69 

All-wise,  all-mighty,  and  all-good, 

In  thee  I  firmly  trust ; 
Thy  ways,  unknown  or  understood, 

Are  merciful  and  just. 

Is  life  with  many  comforts  crowned, 

Upheld  in  peace  and  health. 
With  dear  affections  twined  around. 

Lord,  in  my  time  of  wealth,  — - 

May  I  remember,  that  to  thee, 

Whate'er  I  have  I  owe ; 
And  back  in  gratitude  from  me, 

May  all  thy  bounties  flow. 

Thy  gifts  are  only  then  enjoyed, 

When  used  as  talents  lent ; 
Those  talents  only  well  employed. 

When  in  thy  service  spent. 

And  though  thy  wisdom  takes  away, 

Shall  I  arraign  thy  will  ? 
No,  let  me  bless  thy  name,  and  say, 

"  The  Lord  is  gracious  still." 

A  pilgrim  through  the  earth  I  roam, 

Of  nothing  long  possest. 
And  all  must  fail  when  I  go  home. 

For  this  is  not  my  rest. 

Write  but  my  name  upon  the  roll 

Of  thy  redeemed  above. 
Then  heart,  and  mind,  and  strength  and  soul, 

I  *11  love  thee  for  thy  love. 
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EXHORTATION  TO  PRAISE  AND 
THANKSGIVING. 

Stand  up,  and  bless  the  Lord, 

Ye  people  of  his  choice : 
Stand  up,  and  bless  the  Lord  your  God 

With  heart,  and  soul,  and  voice. 

Though  high  above  all  praise. 

Above  all  blessing  high. 
Who  would  not  fear  his  holy  name, 

And  laud  and  magnify  ? 

O  for  the  living  flame, 

From  his  own  altar  brought, 

To  touch  our  lips,  our  minds  inspire. 
And  wing  to  heaven  our  thought ; 

There,  with  benign  regard. 
Our  hymns  he  deigns  to  hear ; 

Though  unrevealed  to  mortal  sense. 
The  spirit  feels  him  near. 

Grod  is  our  strength  and  song. 

And  his  salvation  ours  ; 
Then  be  his  love  in  Christ  proclaimed 

With  all  our  ransomed  powers. 

Stand  up  and  bless  the  Lord, 
The  Lord  your  God  adore ; 

Stand  up,  and  bless  his  glorious  name 
Henceforth  for  evermore. 
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THE  SONG  OF  SONGS. 

Come  let  us  sing  the  song  of  songs, 
The  song  which  saints  in  glory  sing ; 

l^he  homage  which  to  Christ  belongs, 
Today  let  babes  and  sucklings  bring. 

Youth  in  its  prime,  and  failing  age. 

With  hearts  and  voices  swell  the  strain, 

To  cheer  their  steps  on  pilgrimage, 

"  "Worthy  the  Lamb,  for  he  was  slain  I " 

Slain  to  redeem  us  by  his  blood, 
To  cleanse  from  every  sinful  stain. 

And  make  us  kings  and  priests  to  God, 
"  Worthy  the  Lamb,  for  he  was  slain !  " 

To  him  who  suffered  on  the  tree, 
Our  souls  at  his  souVs  price  to  gain. 

Blessing,  and  praise,  and  glory  be  : 
*'  Worthy  the  Lamb,  for  he  was  slain !  " 

To  him,  enthroned  by  filial  right. 

All  power  in  heaven  and  earth  pertain. 

Honor,  and  majesty,  and  might : 

"  Worthy  the  Lamb,  for  he  was  slain ! " 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  from  on  high. 
Our  faith,  our  hope,  our  love  sustain, 

Living  to  sing,  and  dying  cry, 

"  Worthy  the  Lamb,  for  he  was  slain  ! " 

Yea,  in  eternity  of  bliss. 

If  called  through  grace  with  him  to  reign, 
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Our  song  —  our  song  of  songs,  be  this, 
"  Worthy  the  Lamb,  for  he  was  slain ! " 


GLORY  TO   GOD  IN  THE  HIGHEST.— Luke  u.  18 

Songs  of  praise  the  angels  sang, 
Heaven  with  hallelujahs  rang. 
When  Jehovah's  work  begun, 
When  he  spake,  and  it  was  done. 

Songs  of  praise  awoke  the  mom. 
When  the  Prince  of  Peace  was  bom : 
Songs  of  praise  arose,  when  he 
Captive  led  captivity. 

Heaven  and  earth  must  pass  away, 
Songs  of  praise  shall  crown  that  day ; 
God  will  make  new  heavens,  new  earth. 
Songs  of  praise  shall  hail  their  birth. 

And  can  man  alone  be  dumb, 
Till  that  glorious  kingdom  come  ? 
No ;  —  the  church  delights  to  raise 
Psalms,  and  hymns,  and  songs  of  praise. 

Saints  below,  with  heart  and  voice. 
Still  in  songs  of  praise  rejoice  ; 
Learning  here,  by  faith  and  love, 
Songs  of  praise  to  sing  above. 

Borne  upon  their  latest  breath. 
Songs  of  praise  shall  conquer  death  ; 
Then,  amidst  eternal  joy, 
Songs  of  praise  their  powers  employ. 


L 
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ANGELS  WITH  MEN,  REJOICING  IN  GOD. 

Give  glory  to  the  Lord, 

Extol  his  holy  name. 
Let  men  and  angels'  tongues  record 

His  everlasting  fame. 

While  we  his  love  relate, 
Who  saves  the  lost  from  hell, 

O  ye  who  kept  your  first  estate, 
His  sovereign  power  forth  tell ! 

Among  our  fallen  race, 

The  living  yet  are  we  ; 
This  is  our  day,  —  our  day  of  grace, 

The  last  we  e'er  may  see. 

Confess  we  then  our  sin. 

Repent,  believe,  and  pray ; 
Strive  the  strait  gate  to  enter  in, 

And  force  the  narrow  way. 

The  Lord  delights  to  bless 

The  valiant  for  the  truth. 
And  crown  their  age  with  happiness. 

Who  serve  him  from  their  youth. 

Angels,  while  ye  on  high 
Rejoice  o'er  ransomed  men ; 

"  The  lost  is  found,"  we  too  would  cry, 
"  The  dead  alive  again.'* 
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GOD  UNIVERSALLY  WORSHIPPED. 

All  thy  works,  with  one  accord 
Magnify  thee,  mighty  Lord  ! 
While  the  heavens  thy  glory  show, 
Earth  extols  thy  love  below. 

Day  to  day  doth  utter  speech, 
Night  to  night  thy  knowledge  teach : 
Nature's  universal  frame 
Answers  —  "  Hallowed  be  thy  name.** 

Life,  through  all  its  breathing  forms, 
Death,  from  darkness,  dust,  and  worms. 
In  ten  thousand  wondrous  ways, 
Fearfully  set  forth  thy  praise. 

Here,  the  lips  of  infancy 
Sweet  hosannas  sing  to  thee ; 
Youth  and  age,  in  louder  lays, 
Joyful  hallelujahs  raise. 

While  adoring  seraphim 
Thine  eternal  godhead  hymn, 
Saints  redeemed,  with  glory  crowned, 
Calvary's  cross,  won  triumphs  sound. 

May  thy  church  from  age  to  age, 
In  her  house  of  pilgrimage, 
Train  for  thee  her  convert-throngs, 
And  thy  statutes  be  their  songs. 
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TE  DEUM  LAUDAMUS. 

0  God  !  we  praise  thee,  and  we  own, 

Thou  art  the  Lord,  and  thou  alone ; 

Let  the  whole  earth  thy  name  adore, 

Father  of  all  1  for  evermore. 

Thee,  —  cherubim  and  seraphim. 

The  heavens  and  all  the  powers  therein, 

Thee  —  angels  laud  with  voices  high. 

And  Holy !  holy !  holy !  cry, 

Lord  God  of  Hosts !  whose  splendors  shine 

Through  heaven  and  earth,  for  these  are  thine, 

The  apostles'  glorious  company. 

The  prophets'  fellowship,  praise  thee ; 

The  martyrs'  noble  army  raise 

To  thee  triumphant  songs  of  praise ; 

The  holy  church  ascribes  to  thee 

Eternal  power  and  majesty ; 

Father  of  ages  unbegun, 

Thine  only,  true,  anointed  Son, 

And,  sent  by  him  from  thee  to  her, 

The  Holy  Ghost,  the  Comforter. 

Hail,  King  of  Glory !  Christ  the  Lord, 

God's  everlasting  Son,  —  the  Word ! 

Thou,  to  retrieve  man's  mortal  doom. 

Didst  not  abhor  the  Virgin's  womb  ; 

And,  having  overcome,  for  us. 

Death's  sharpness,  on  the  accursed  cross, 

Open'dst  heaven's  kingdoms,  to  receive 

All  those  who  in  thy  name  believe. 
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At  God's  right  hand,  exalted  there, 

Thou  dost  the  Father's  glory  share ; 

And  thence,  we  know,  when  comes  the  end, 

Thou  wilt,  to  be  our  judge,  descend. 

Help,  Lord,  thy  servants,  that  we  may 

Find  mercy  in  that  dreadful  day ; 

Redeemed  with  thy  most  precious  olood, 

And  numbered  with  thy  saints,  who  stood 

Firm  in  the  faith,  may  we  be  fouud, 

In  glory  everlasting,  crowned. 

Thy  people  save,  —  from  age  to  age, 

Govern  and  bless  thine  heritage  ; 

Daily  we  magnify  thy  name, 

World  without  end  thy  praise  proc)-  im. 

Vouchsafe  this  day  to  keep  from  8^*^ 

Our  going  out,  and  coming  in  : 

O  Lord !  have  mercy  on  us  all, 

Have  mercy  on  us  when  we  call ; 

Thy  mercy,  Lord,  to  us  extend. 

On  thee  alone  our  hopes  depend ; 

Lord,  we  have  put  our  trust  in  thei 

Confounded  let  us  never  be. 


HALLELUJAH. 


Hark  !  the  song  of  Jubilee : 
Loud  as  mighty  thunders  roar, 

Or  the  fulness  of  the  sea, 

When  it  breaks  upon  the  shore : 
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Hallelujah  !  for  the  Lord 

God  Omnipotent,  shall  reign ; 
Hallelujah  !  let  the  word 

Echo  round  the  earth  and  main. 

Hallelujah !  —  hark  1  the  sound 

From  the  depths  unto  the  skies, 
Wakes  above,  beneath,  around. 

All  creation's  harmonies ; 
See  Jehovah's  banner  furled, 

Sheathed  his  sword:  he  speaks  —  'tis  done. 
And  the  kingdoms  of  this  world 

Are  the  kingdoms  of  his  Son. 

He  shall  reign  from  pole  to  pole 

With  illimitable  sway ; 
He  shall  reign,  when  like  a  scroll 

Yonder  heavens  have  passed  away : 
Then  the  end  ;  —  beneath  his  rod, 

Man's  last  enemy  shall  fall ; 
Hallelujah !  Christ  in  God, 

Grod  in  Christ,  is  all  in  all. 


THE  LORD'S  DAY. 

This  is  the  day  the  Lord  hath  made, 
Let  young  and  old  rejoice  ; 

To  him  be  vows  and  homage  paid, 
Whose  service  is  our  choice. 

• 

This  is  the  temple  of  the  Lord, 
How  dreadful  is  this  place  I 
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With  meekness  let  us  hear  his  word, 
With  reverence  seek  his  face. 

This  is  the  homage  he  requires,  — 
The  voice  of  praise  and  prayer, 

The  soul's  affections,  hopes,  desires. 
Ourselves  and  all  we  are. 

While  rich  and  poor  for  mercy  call, 

Propitious  from  the  skies. 
The  Lord,  the  Maker  of  them  all. 

Accepts  the  sacrifice. 

•  Well-pleased  through  Jesus  Christ  his  Son, 
From  sin  he  grants  release  ; 
According  to  their  faith  't  is  done, 
He  bids  tliem  go  in  peace. 


PREPARATION  FOR  PUBLIC  WORSHIP. 

How  shall  we  come  before  the  Lord? 

And  how  approach  to  the  Most  High  ? 
Met  in  his  house  with  one  accord. 

At  his  commandment  we  draw  nigh. 

Not  hecatombs  he  now  requires. 

The  daily  blood  of  slaughtered  beasts ; 

Quenched  are  the  ancient  altar  fires, 
Extinct  the  line  of  typic  priests. 

Man's  only  Mediator  stands 

Before  tlie  Father's  throne  to  plead 

His  sole  atonement :  in  his  hands 
Our  cause  is  safe  ;  it  must  succeed. 
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The  broken  heart  in  sacrifice, 

The  contrite  spirit  let  us  bring, 
For  thou,  0  God !  wilt  not  despise 

Thine  own  appointed  offering. 


FOR  DIVINE  BLESSING  ON  THE  MINISTRY 

OF  THE  WORD. 

Assembled  in  thy  house  of  prayer, 

On  every  mind  instruction  seal ; 
Preacher  and  people,  Lord,  prepare 

To  seek  thy  face,  thy  presence  feel. 

From  earthen  vessels  we  receive 
The  living  streams  of  truth  divine ; 

The  spirit  with  the  letter  give, 
And  turn  the  water  into  wine. 

Enter  we  now  thy  gates  with  praise. 
With  reverence  at  thine  altar  bend. 

With  gladness  our  thanksgivings  raise, 
With  meekness  to  thy  Word  attend. 

So,  when  the  gospel,  in  thy  name. 
From  human  lips  salutes  our  ear. 

May  our  responding  hearts  exclaim, 
"  Speak  to  us.  Lord ;  thy  servants  hear." 

Paul  then  may  plant  the  precious  grain. 
For  thine  will  be  the  quickening  power ; 

Apollos  waters,  not  in  vain. 
For  thou  wilt  give  the  genial  shower. 
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The  scattered  seed  thus  sown  in  hope 

Shall  spring  and  spread  with  large  increase, 

And  yield  on  earth  a  heavenly  crop 
Of  love,  joy,  righteousness,  and  peace. 


FOR  A  SOLEMN  ASSEMBLY. 

Command  thy  blessing  from  above, 
O  God !  on  all  assembled  here ; 

Behold  us  with  a  father's  love, 
While  we  look  up  with  filial  fear. 

Command  thy  blessing,  Jesus !    Lord  ! 

May  we  thy  true  disciples  be ; 
Speak  to  each  heart  the  mighty  word. 

Say  to  the  weakest,  "  Follow  me." 

Command  thy  blessing  in  this  hour. 
Spirit  of  Truth  1  and  fill  this  place 

With  humbling  and  with  healing  power. 
With  killing  and  with  quickening  grace. 

0  thou,  our  Maker,  Saviour,  Guide, 

One  true  eternal  God  confest ! 
Whom  thou  hast  joined  let  none  divide. 

None  dare  to  curse  whom  thou  hast  blest 

With  thee  and  these  for  ever  found. 
May  all  the  souls  who  here  unite. 

With  harps  and  songs  thy  throne  surround, 
Rest  in  thy  love  and  reign  in  light. 
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FOB  THE  PEACE  AND  PROSPERITY  OF  THE 
CHURCH.— Ps.  cxxU.* 

Glad  was  my  heart  to  hear 

My  old  companions  say, 
Come,  —  in  the  house  of  Gk)d  appear, 

For  'tis  an  holy  day. 

Our  willing  feet  shall  stand 

Within  the  temple  door, 
While  young  and  old  in  many  a  hand 

Shall  throng  the  sacred  floor. 

Thither  the  tribes  repair, 

Where  all  are  wont  to  meet, 
And  joyful  in  the  house  of  prayer 

Bend  at  the  mercy-seat. 

Pray  for  Jerusalem, 

The  city  of  our  God ; 
The  Lord  from  heaven  be  kind  to  them 

That  love  the  dear  abode. 

Within  these  walls  may  peace 

And  harmony  be  found : 
Zion,  in  all  thy  palaces. 

Prosperity  abound. 

Grod  scorns  not  humble  things ; 

These,  though  the  proud  despise. 
The  children  of  the  King  of  kings. 

Are  training  for  the  skies. 


*  Also  in  vol.  11.  p.  321,  but  without  stanzas  6,  7. 
TOL.  V.  6 
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May  none  who  thus  are  taught, 

From  glory  be  cast  down, 
But  all  through  faith  and  patience  brought 

To  an  eternal  crown. 

For  friends  and  brethren  dear, 
Our  prayer  shall  never  cease, 

Oft  as  they  meet  for  worship  here, 
God  send  his  people  peace. 


SABBATH  WORSHIP  IN  THE  SANCTUARY. 

Again,  on  this  rejoicing  day, 
God's  people  in  his  temple  meet, 

To  learn  his  will,  —  to  praise  and  pray,  — 
For  praise  is  comely,  prayer  is  sweet: 

And  meek  obedience  to  his  will 
Is  perfect  freedom  to  their  mind, 

Who  love  his  service  and  fulfil, 

With  heart  and  hand,  the  work  assigned. 

One  day,  Lord  God !  within  thy  courts. 
Is  better  than  a  thousand  spent 

In  vain  delights,  or  wanton  sports, 
That  leave  remorse  and  discontent 

Bather  we'll  choose  the  lowest  place, 
The  keepers  of  thy  doors  to  be, 

Than  dwell  where  sinners,  void  of  grace, 
Forget  themselves,  forgetting  thee. 

Our  willing  souls  we  now  would  yield 
To  thee,  as  thine  alone  to  live. 
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Assured  thou  wilt,  our  sun  and  shield, 
No  good  withhold,  —  all  blessing  give. 

So,  from  thy  sanctuary  shower 
On  young  and  old,  with  large  increase, 

Thy  heavenly  gifts,  and  from  this  hour, 
Lord !  send  prosperity  and  peace. 


PUBLIC   WORSHIP. 

Father  of  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord, 
Our  Father  too  through  him  art  thou, 

Met  in  his  name,  with  one  accord. 
Own  and  accept  thy  children  now. 

Jl  part  of  thy  great  family. 

Who  in  thy  house  have  found  their  home, 
Here  it  is  good  for  us  to  be ; 

Hence  let  no  more  our  footsteps  roam. 

All  we  like  sheep  have  gone  astray. 
Scattered,  and  torn,  and  tempest-tost. 

Each  one  had  turned  to  his  own  way. 
And  each  in  his  own  way  was  lost. 

But  the  good  Shepherd  from  above 
Came  down  into  the  wilderness. 

In  his  omnipotence  of  love. 
To  seek  and  save,  to  heal  and  bless. 

He  called  us  with  his  gentle  voice. 
Now  to  that  call  may  we  reply. 

And  make  his  staff  and  rod  our  choice. 
Amidst  hLs  flock  to  live  and  die. 
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For  his  soul's  travail  may  he  see 

Our  names  with  his  redeemed  enrolled, 

At  that  great  day,  when  there  shall  be, 
In  heaven,  one  Shepherd  and  one  fold. 


SPIRITUAL    WORSHIP. 

With  reverence  and  with  godly  fear. 
Father  of  mercies !  may  we  now 

In  spirit  and  in  truth  draw  near, 
And  humbly  at  thy  footstool  bow. 

Such  worshippers  thou  dost  require. 
Such,  round  thine  altar  make  us  all ; 

Thou,  God,  that  answerest  by  fire ! 
Let  that  baptismal  blessing  fall. 

AU  gods  beside  thee  we  disown. 
Henceforth  all  idols  we  forsake ; 

Thou  Lord  art  God,  thou.  Lord,  alone ; 
Thy  vows  upon  our  souls  we  take. 

Bind  thou  in  heaven  what  thus  we  bind 

On  earth,  in  great  infirmity, 
But  put  thy  laws  within  our  mind. 

These  shall  our  strength,  our  safeguard  be. 

We  seek  salvation,  in  the  name 

Of  Jesus  thy  beloved  Son  ; 
We  plead  his  prayer ;  we  urge  his  claim  ; 

With  thee  and  him  let  us  be  one. 

Now,  while  in  fellowship  we  meet, 
The  earnest  of  thy  Spirit  send, 
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And  here  our  union  to  complete, 
Seal  it  on  high,  world  without  end. 


WAITING  UPON  GOD  IN  HIS  HOUSE. 

All  hearts  are  open  to  thy  view, 
All  things  are  naked  in  thj  sight ; 

Now  may  the  eye  that  looks  us  through, 
Show  us  ourselves  in  its  pure  light. 

Then,  while  with  awe  we  look  to  thee, 
The  High,  the  Holy  One,  the  Just, 

With  self-abhorrence,  Lord,  may  we 
Repent  in  ashes  and  in  dust 

But,  lest  we  perish  in  thine  ire, 
—  For  woe  are  we,  unclean,  undone  I 

Our  God  is  a  consuming  fire,  — 
May  we  behold  thee  through  thy  Son. 

In  him  love,  mercy,  truth,  and  grace. 
The  fulness  of  the  Godhead  dwells ; 

And  the  bright  shining  of  his  face 

Darkness,  and  doubt,  and  fear  dispels. 

So  be  it :  —  round  thy  throne  we  meet, 
With  faith  and  hope,  in  self-despair. 

To  pour  our  souls  out  at  thy  feet ; 
Hear  us,  —  0  thou  that  hearest  prayer  I 
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FOR  THE  GREAT  CONGREGATION. 

God  is  in  his  holy  temple, 
All  the  earth  keep  silence  here ; 

Worship  him  in  truth  and  spirit, 
Reverence  him  with  godly  fear ; 

Holy,  holy, 
Lord  of  Hosts,  our  Lord,  appear. 

God  in  Christ  reveals  his  presence, 
Throned  upon  the  mercy-seat : 

Saints,  rejoice  !  and  sinners,  tremble ! 
Each  prepare  his  God  to  meet ; 

Lowly,  lowly, 
Bow  adoring  at  his  feet. 

Hail  him  here  with  songs  of  praises. 
Him  with  prayers  of  faith  surround ; 

Hearken  to  his  glorious  gospel. 
While  the  preacher's  lips  expound ; 

Blessed,  bless^. 
They  who  know  the  joyful  sound. 

Though  the  heaven,  and  heaven  of  heavens, 

O  thou  great  Unsearchable ! 
Are  too  mean  to  comprehend  thee. 

Thou  with  man  art  pleased  to  dwell ; 
Welcome,  welcome, 

God  with  us,  Immanuel. 
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FOR  GRACE  TO  KNOW  OURSELVES. 

Here  young  and  old,  here  great  and  small. 
Here  rich  and  poor  together  meet : 

The  Lord,  the  Maker  of  them  aU, 
Gives  audience  from  the  mercy-seat. 

While  faith  may  see  him  eye  to  eye, 
And  guilt  in  vain  would  shun  the  light, 

The  hidden  things  of  darkness  lie 
Naked  and  open  to  his  sight. 

Not  as  to  others  we  may  seem, 

Who  look  but  on  the  outward  guise ; 

Or  of  ourselves  we  fondly  dream, 
A  foolish  people  and  unwise :  — 

But  what  we  are  in  heart  and  soul, 

His  sin-abhorring  eyes  discern  ; 
On  him  we  wait,  the  true,  the  whole 

Sad  secret  of  ourselves  to  learn. 

Taught  by  his  Son,  may  we  believe 

In  him  our  Father  reconciled ; 
Led  by  his  Spirit,  each  receive 

His  kingdom  as  a  little  child. 

With  reverence,  then,  and  godly  fear. 

While  prayer  and  praise  our  tongues  employ, 

0  that  we  all  may  now  draw  near 
To  God,  as  our  exceeding  joy  ! 
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THE  COMMUNION  OF  SAINTS.— Heb.  xii.  18— 26. 

Not  to  the  Mount  that  burned  with  fire, 
To  darkness,  tempest,  and  the  sound 

Of  trumpet  sounding  higher  and  higher, 
Nor  voice  of  words  that  rent  the  ground, 

While  Israel  heard  with  trembling  awe 

Jehovah  thunder  forth  his  law :  — 

But  to  Mount  Zion  we  are  come, 

The  citj  of  the  living  God, 
Jerusalem  our  heavenly  home, 

The  courts  by  angel-legions  trod ; 
Where  meet  in  everlasting  love 
The  church  of  the  first-bom  above :  — 

To  God,  the  judge  of  quick  and  dead. 

The  perfect  spirits  of  the  just, 
Jesus,  our  great  new  covenant  Head, 

The  blood  of  sprinkling,  —  from  the  dust, 
That  better  things  than  Abel's  cries, 
And  pleads  a  Saviour's  sacrifice. 

O  hearken  to  the  healing  voice, 

That  speaks  from  heaven,  in  tones  so  mild ; 
To-day,  are  life  and  death  our  choice ; 

To-day,  through  mercy  reconciled, 
Our  all  to  God  we  yet  may  give ; 
Now  let  us  hear  his  voice,  and  live. 
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THE   COVENANT  OF  PEACE  RENEWED 
BETWEEN  CHRISTIANS. 

The  peace  of  God  surpassing  thought, 
From  heaven  into  our  minds  come  down, 

That  peace  on  earth  which  Jesus  brought, 
When  for  the  cross  he  left  his  crown :  — 

That  peace  with  God,  which  Jesus  made, 
Our  daysman  and  our  surety  he. 

Whose  outstretched  hands  on  both  were  laid, 
The  sinner  and  the  Deity :  — 

That  peace  be  ours  ;  so  shall  we  prove, 
As  faith,  and  hope,  and  love  increase. 

That  Christ's  disciples  live  and  move 
In  the  pure  element  of  peace. 

Assembling  here,  an  humble  band, 

Our  covenantal  pledge  to  take. 
We  pass  the  cup  from  hand  to  hand. 

From  heart  to  heart,  for  his  dear  sake. 

Jesus,  thyself  to  us  draw  nigh. 

And  speak  thy  salutation  word. 
Say  "  Peace  be  with  you !  "  while  we  cry. 

Like  those  of  old,  —  "  It  is  the  Lord  I " 

Our  Lord !  our  God  !     Thy  Spirit's  seal 

Impress  on  our  recorded  vow, 
And  may  our  peaceful  lives  reveal 

The  truth  of  what  we  witness  now. 
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FOR  CHRIST-LIKENESS. 

Son  of  the  living  God,  display 

Thy  glory  in  this  place, 
While  for  new  hearts,  new  souls  we  pray, 

And  early  seek  thy  face. 

Wert  thou  obedient  unto  death. 

That  we  might  never  die  ? 
Didst  thou,  as  man,  resume  thy  breath 

To  plead  for  us  on  high  ? 

And  wilt  thou  in  thine  image  mould 
Those  whom  thy  blood  hath  bought  ? 

As  God,  in  us  the  clay  behold  ; 
In  us  the  change  be  wrought :  — 

Till  heart  in  hand  ourselves  we  give, 
No  longer  deemed  our  own  ; 

Baptized  into  thy  death  to  live,  — 
To  live  to  thee  alone. 

So  when  this  earthly  house  we  leave, 

For  mansions  built  above. 
Our  Spirits  to  the  arms  receive 

Of  thine  eternal  love. 


ASSURANCE  AND  ENCOURAGEMENT. 
Matt  vii.  7,  8. 

While  these  commands  endure. 
These  promises  are  sure  ; 
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And  't  is  an  easy  task 
To  knock,  to  seek,  to  ask  : 
Sinner,  hast  thou  the  willing  mind  ? 
Saint,  art  thou  thus  inclined  ? 
Dost  thou  expect,  desire,  believe  ? 
Then  knock  and  enter,  seek  and  find. 
Ask  and  receive. 


THE  HOUSE  OF  PRAYER.  —  Isaiah  Ivi.  7. 

"  Mine  house  shall  be  an  house  of  prayer 
For  all  that  live,  to  worship  there  :  " 
Thus  saith  the  Lord :  —  how  answer  we  ? 
"  Thine  house,  our  house  of  prayer  shall  be." 

"  Wherever  X  my  name  record, 
There  will  I  meet  thee,"  saith  the  Lord  ; 
Thee  in  thine  house  of  prayer  we  meet ; 
Now  bless  us  from  the  mercy-seat. 

Thus  spake  the  Lord  —  "  My  Son,  to  thee 
Swear  every  tongue,  bow  every  knee  : " 
Father,  by  us  thy  will  be  done. 
We  bow  the  knee  and  "  Kiss  the  Son." 

His  throne  and  kingdom  thus  advance. 
The  world  be  his  inheritance  ; 
Then,  for  all  people  everywhere. 
Thine  house  shall  be  an  house  of  prayer. 
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EFFICACY  OF  UNITED  AND  FAITHFUL 

PRAYER. 

Come  to  the  throne  of  grace  :  —  it  stands 

At  all  times,  everywhere ; 
"With  humbled  hearts  and  holy  hands, 

Let  us  assemble  there. 

On  the  whole  earth's  expanded  face, 

'T  is  best  to  tarry  there. 
For  nearest  heaven  must  be  the  place, 

Where  Grod  meets  man  in  prayer. 

In  the  same  moment,  at  that  tjirone, 
Were  all  who  breathe  the  air, 

In  multitude,  or  each  alone. 

Found  offering  faithful  prjiyer :  — 

No  thought,  no  word,"  no  sigh,  in  vain. 

Conceived,  or  uttered  there. 
Could  miss  the  mark ;  like  genial  rain 

Blessings  would  fall  on  prayer. 

When  field  and  forest,  plant  and  flower 

The  dews  of  morning  share, 
Blajde,  bud,  leaf,  blossom,  in  one  hour, 

Alike  are  watered  there. 

To-day  while  countless  Sabbath  bands 

Are  gathering  everywhere, 
Let  us  with  them  lifl  hearts  and  hands, 

And  all  unite  in  prayer. 
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A  DAY  IN  THE  LORD'S   COURTS. 

To  thy  temple  I  repair, 
Lord,  I  love  to  worship  there, 
When  within  the  veil  I  meet 
Christ  before  the  mercy-seat. 

Thou  through  him  art  reconciled, 
I  through  him  become  thy  child ; 
Abba  I  Father !  give  me  grace. 
In  thy  courts  to  seek  thy  face. 

While  thy  glorious  praise  is  sung, 
Touch  my  lips,  unloose  my  tongue, 
That  my  joyful  soul  may  bless 
Thee,  the  Lord  my  righteousness. 

While  the  prayers  of  saints  ascend, 
God  of  love,  to  mine  attend ; 
Hear  me,  for  thy  Spirit  pleads. 
Hear,  for  Jesus  intercedes. 

While  I  hearken  to  thy  law. 
Fill  my  soul  with  humble  awe. 
Till  thy  Gospel  bring  to  me 
Life  and  immortality. 

While  thy  ministers  proclaim 
Peace  and  pardon  in  thy  name. 
Through  their  voice,  by  faith,  may  I 
Hear  thee  speaking  from  the  sky. 

From  thine  house,  when  I  return. 
May  my  heart  within  me  bum, 


^  I 
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And  at  evening  let  me  say, 

"  I  have  walked  with  God  to-day." 


WAITING  ON  THE  LORD. 

Joyful  in  thy  house  of  prayer, 
Shall  thy  chosen  people  be  ; 

God  of  mercy,  meet  me  there. 
While  my  spirit  waits  on  thee. 

There,  with  strength  renewed,  the  saint 

As  on  eagle  wings  shall  fly. 
Walk  and  run,  and  never  faint, 

Fight  and  conquer,  —  so  would  L 

There,  with  faces  Zion-ward, 
When  transgressors  ask  the  way 

To  tlie  city  of  the  Lord, 

Each  shall  hear  the  watchman  say :  — 

To  the  cross  direct  thine  eyes. 
Thither  from  destruction  flee, 

For  the  gates  of  paradise 
Open  stand  on  Calvary. 

"  He  who  bore  a  sinner  thence, 

As  a  trophy  of  his  death, 
There  will  pardon  thine  offence, 

There  receive  thy  latest  breath." 

There,  where  my  Redeemer  died, 

Humbly  in  the  dust  I  faU ; 
Jesus,  and  him  crucified. 

Now  shall  be  mine  all  in  all. 
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PSALM  CXXXIX.  23,  24. 

All  hearts  to  thee  are  open  here  ; 

All  our  desires  are  known  ; 
And  we  are  that  which  we  appear 

To  thee,  good  Lord,  alone. 

No  eye  of  man  can  penetrate 

Another's  secret  mind, 
Nor  well  discern  his  own  estate, 

Naked,  and  poor,  and  blind. 

The  entrance  of  thy  word  gives  light : 

Let  it  so  shine  within. 
That  each  may  tremble  at  the  sight 

Of  his  unbosomed  sin. 

With  godly  sorrow  make  him  grieve, 
Tin  hope  spring  out  of  grief. 

And  cry  with  tears,  "  Lord,  I  believe, 
Help  thou  mine  unbelief." 

Ah !  then  reveal  thy  pard'ning  love, 
•  To  young,  to  old,  to  all. 
And  raise  thy  banished  ones  above 
The  misery  of  their  fall. 

As  sinners  to  thy  house  we  came : 

As  saints  may  we  depart. 
In  humbler,  holier,  happier  frame 

Of  soul,  and  mind,  and  heart. 
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THE  DAY  OF  GRACE. 

Another  day,  a  day  of  grace 

Is  given  us  from  on  high ; 
Tho  sun  rejoicing  runs  his  race 

Of  glory  round  the  sky. 

We  love  to  hail  him  on  the  way, 

With  healing  in  his  wings, 
For  every  time  he  brings  a  day, 

A  day  of  grace  he  brings ;  — 

Of  grace  to  weaiy  ones,  who  sleep 

As  homeless  Jacob  slept ; 
Of  grace  to  penitents,  who  weep 

As  fallen  Peter  wept ;  — 

Grace,  such  as  humble  Mary  moved 

To  choose  the  better  part, 
Saul's  slaughter-breathing  zeal  reproved. 

And  opened  Lydia's  heart 

Such  grace  be  ours,  however  the  past 

Have  well  or  ill  been  spent ; 
To-day,  —  since  this  may  be  our  last,  — 

To-day  let  us  repent. 

Now  young  and  old,  now  great  and  small, 

Seek  we  our  Saviour's  face. 
That  each  henceforth  this  day  may  call 

A  day  indeed  of  grace. 
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INVITATION  TO  SEEK  THE  BETTER  COUNTRY. 

Come,  let  us  go  to  heaven ;  —  the  way, 
Like  darkness,  opens  into  day, 
When  from  the  turning-point  of  night, 
Breaks  the  first  beam  of  morning  light. 

Come,  let  us  go  to  heaven  ;  —  our  guide 
Is  Christ  who  lived,  is  Christ  who  died, 
And  rose  again ;  his  staff  and  rod, 
Through  life  and  death,  will  lead  to  God. 

Come,  let  us  go  to  heaven ;  —  forsake 
Sin,  earth,  and  hell,  and  gladly  take 
His  easy  yoke,  his  pleasant  load, 
And  brave  the  dangers  of  the  road. 

Come,  let  us  go  to  heaven  ;  —  and  press 
On  through  the  howling  wilderness  ; 
Yet  fear  not,  little  flock,  though  foes 
Without,  within,  your  course  oppose. 

Come,  let  us  go  to  heaven,  —  no  pow«r. 
Not  Satan  roaring  to  devour. 
Nor  all  his  hosts,  can  harm,  for  ye, 
Through  Christ,  shall  more  than  conquerors  be. 

Come,  let  us  go  to  heaven ;  —  and  meet 
Once  and  for  ever,  round  his  feet ; 
Yea,  in  Christ's  kingdom,  as  his  own, 
Sit  down  with  him  upon  his  throne. 

Can  these  things  be  ?  —  they  are,  are  sure 
To  all  who  to  the  end  endure ; 
VOL.  V.  7 
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While  unbelief  cries,  "  can  they  be  ?  " 
Come,  let  us  go  to  heaven  and  see. 


THE  IMAGE  OF  CHRIST. 

To  me  to  live,  let  it  be  Chi'ist, 
To  me  to  die  wiU  then  be  gain, 

If  here  into  his  death  baptized, 
His  resurrection  I  attain* 

As  he  was  in  the  world,  let  me. 
Bom  from  above,  my  course  fulfil ; 

My  meat,  my  drink,  my  business  be 
To  do  my  heavenly  Father's  wiU. 

So,  when  he  comes,  with  glory  crowned. 
To  claim  his  own,  and  seal  them  his, 

I  in  his  likeness  shall  be  found. 
For  I  shall  see  him  as  he  is. 


THE   GRACE  OF  OUR  LORD  JESUS  CHRIST 

We  know  the  condescending  grace 
Of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ :  —  we  know 

He  came  to  seek  and  save  our  race 
From  sin,  and  death,  and  endless  woe. 

Rich  ere  the  world  began,  —  on  earth 
Impoverished  to  retrieve  our  loss, 

And,  from  the  manger  at  his  birth, 
Exalted  only  to  the  cross. 
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Yet  in  that  humble  crib  was  he 

God  in  the  flesh  made  manifest : 
And,  on  that  ignominious  tree, 

Grod  over  all,  for  ever  blest. 

Then,  at  his  manger  let  us  meet, 

In  spirit  our  Immanuel  own, 
Or  round  the  cross,  beneath  his  feet, 

Hail  him  as  on  the  Father's  throne. 

That  throne  and  cross  united  here 

Time  nor  eternity  can  part, 
As  one  henceforth  the  twain  appear. 

Seen  only  by  the  pure  in  heart :  — 

The  pure  in  heart,  for  they  alone 

Can  on  the  cross's  glory  gaze. 
Where  the  Lamb  slain  amidst  the  throne 

Adoring  saints  and  angels  praise. 


''HIMSELF  HE  COULD  NOT  SAVE."— Mark  xv.  81. 

"  He  saved  others,"  scorners  cried, 
Beholding  Jesus  crucified ; 
"  Is  this  the  Son  of  God  with  power  ? 
Lo,  in  his  own  afflictive  hour, 
Himself  he  cannot  save.'* 

He  w<is  the  Son  of  God  with  power. 
He  "  came  unto  that  very  hour ; " 
I'll  joy  in  his  reproach  and  shame, 
" He  saved  others ; "  I'll  exclaim, 
"  Himself  he  could  not  save." 
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His  agony  and  bloody  sweat, 
His  cross  and  passion  paid  my  debt ; 
He  saved  others  when  he  fell, 
Yet,  —  who  the  mystery  can  tell  ? 
Himself  he  could  not  save. 

Love,  love  unthroned  the  Son  of  God ; 
Love  bruised  him  with  the  Father's  rod ; 
Love  gave,  and  love  reclaimed  his  breath ; 
He  saved  others  by  his  death  ; 
Himself  he  could  not  save. 

Were  love  and  Deity  at  strife  ? 
No,  —  freely  he  resigned  his  life ; 
God  freely  sent  him  from  above  ; 
Love  is  of  God,  for  God  is  love ; 
Himself  he  could  not  save. 

Have  I  hope  beyond  the  grave ; 
'T  is  this,  himself  he  could  not  save ; 
Hope  full  of  immortality ; 
He  saved  others,  saved  me ; 
Himself  he  could  not  save. 


CHRIST  JESUS  OUR  PATTERN  IN  DOING 
AND  SUFFERING. 

And  did  the  Son  of  God  appear 
A  man  of  toil  and  suffering  here  ? 
Him  let  us  then  our  pattern  make. 
Who  toiled  and  suffered  for  our  sake. 


^ 
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Though  holj,  harmless,  undefiledy 
He  learned  obedience,  from  a  child ; 
Through  youth  in  grace  and  wisdom  grew, 
As  man  the  tempter's  wiles  overthrew. 

Glad  tidings,  when  he  went  to  preach. 
How  mild  and  healing  was  his  speech  I 
Though  with  authority  he  taught, 
And  miracles  of  mercy  wrought 

Rebuke  and  scorn  he  meekly  bore. 
The  more  reviled  he  loved  the  more  ; 
Thus  he  delighted  to  fnlfil 
Love's  law,  —  his  heavenly  Father's  wilL 

O'er  land  and  sea,  whate'er  the  cost. 
He  came  to  seek  and  save  the  lost ; 
For  this  he  hungered,  thirsted,  sighed, 
Watched,  prayed  and  labored,  lived  and  died. 

Taught  by  the  Holy  Spirit  may  we 
In  all  things  like  our  pattern  be  ; 
By  his,  our  words  and  actions  frame. 
And  bear  his  cross,  who  bear  his  name. 


THE  POWER  OF  CHRIST'S  RESURRECTION. 

Come  see  the  place  where  Jesus  lay, 
For  he  hath  left  his  gloomy  bed ; 

What  angel  rolled  the  stone  away  ? 

What  spirit  brought  him  from  the  dead  ? 

By  his  omnipotence  he  rose. 
By  his  own  Spirit  lived  again, 


102  ORIGINAL   HTMN8. 

To  crush  for  ever  all  his  foes, 
To  raise  for  ever  ruined  men. 

Those  who  his  image  here  partake, 

Though  worms  in  dust  their  flesh  consume. 

Shall  sleep  in  Jesus,  and  awake 
To  life  eternal  from  the  tomb. 

What  shall  restore  a  world  from  death. 
Where  Satan  holds  his  murderous  reign  ? 

Spirit  of  Jesus !  with  thy  breath 

Shake  the  dry  bones,  revive  the  slain. 

Dead  while  they  live  are  Adam's  race. 
By  nature,  since  their  Father's  fall ; 

But  lo !  the  messengers  of  grace 
Proclaim  the  gospel-hope  to  all. 

Hear  it  ye  dead,  of  every  clime, 
Before  the  second  death  begins ; 

Come  forth  to  this  new  life  in  time. 
This  resurrection  from  your  sins. 


THE  RESUREECTION. 

Morning  of  the  Sabbath  day, 
O  thou  sweetest  hour  of  prime  I 

Dart  a  retrospective  ray 

O'er  the  eastern  hills  of  time ; 

Daybreak  let  my  spirit  see 

At  the  foot  of  Calvary. 

Joseph's  sepulchre  is  nigh ; 
Here  the  seal  upon  the  stone. 
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There  the  sentinel,  with  eye, 

Star-like,  fixed  on  that  alone ; 
All  around  is  calm  and  clear, 
Life  and  death  keep  Sabbath  here. 

Bright  and  brighter,  beam  on  beam. 

Now,  like  first  created  light. 
From  the  rock-cleft,  gleam  by  gleam, 

Shoots  athwart  the  waning  night. 
Till  the  splendor  grows  intense, 
Overpowering  mortal  sense. 

Glory  turns  with  me  to  gloom, 
Sight,  pulsation,  thought  depart, 

And  the  stone  that  closed  the  tomb. 
Seems  to  lie  upon  my  heart ; 

With  that  shock  the  vision  flies ; 

Christ  is  risen ;  —  and  I  may  rise  :  — 

Rise,  like  him,  as  from  this  trance. 
When  the  trumpet  calls  the  just 

To  the  saints'  inheritance. 

From  their  dwellings  in  the  dust : 

By  thy  resurrection's  power, 

Jesus,  save  me  in  that  hour. 

Sabbath  morning,  hail  to  thee ; 

0  thou  sweetest  hour  of  prime  I 
From  the  foot  of  Calvary, 

Now  to  Zion's  top  I  climb. 
There  my  risen  Lord  to  meet, 
In  his  temple,  at  his  feet. 
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"THIS  DO  IN  REMEMBRANCE  OF  ME/ 

Luke  xxii.  19. 

According  to  thy  gracious  word, 

In  meek  humility, 
This  will  I  do,  my  dying  Lord  I 

I  win  remember  thee. 

Thy  body,  broken  for  my  sake, 
My  bread  from  heaven  shall  be ; 

Thy  testamental  cup  I  take. 
And  thus  remember  thee  I 

Gethsemane  can  I  forget  ? 

Or  there  thy  conflict  see, 
Thine  agony  and  bloody  sweat, 

And  not  remember  thee  ? 

When  to  the  cross  I  turn  mine  eyes 

And  rest  on  Calvary, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  my  sacrifice  I 

I  must  remember  thee  :  — 

Remember  thee,  and  all  thy  pains. 

And  all  thy  love  to  me ; 
Yea,  while  a  breath,  a  pulse  remains, 

Will  I  remember  thee. 

And  when  these  failing  lips  grow  dumb, 

And  mind  and  memory  flee. 
When  thou  shalt  in  thy  kingdom  come, 

Jesus,  remember  me. 
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THE  LORD'S  SUPPER. 

Communion  of  my  Saviour's  blood, 
In  him  to  have  my  lot  and  part, 

To  prove  the  virtue  of  that  flood 

Which  burst  on  Calvary  from  his  heart ; 

To  feed  by  faith  on  Christ,  my  bread, 

His  body  broken  on  the  tree, 
To  live  in  him,  my  living  head, 

Who  died,  and  rose  again  for  me  ; 

This  be  my  joy  and  comfort  here. 
This  pledge  of  future  glory  mine : 

Jesus,  in  spirit  now  appear. 

And  break  the  bread,  and  pour  the  wine. 

From  thy  dear  hand,  may  I  receive 

The  tokens  of  thy  dying  love, 
And,  while  I  feast  on  earth,  believe 

That  I  shall  feast  with  thee  above. 

Ah !  there,  though  in  the  lowest  place, 
Thee  at  thy  table  could  I  meet, 

And  see  thee,  know  thee,  face  to  face. 
For  such  a  moment  death  were  sweet. 

What  then  will  their  fruition  be, 
Who  meet  in  heaven  with  blest  accord  ? 

A  moment  ?  —  No,  eternity ! 
Tliey  are  for  ever  with  the  Lord. 
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CHRIST  IN  THE  MIDST  OF  HIS  PEOPLE. 

On  the  first  Christian  Sabbath  eve, 

When  his  disciples  met, 
O'er  his  lost  fellowship  to  grieve, 

Nor  knew  the  Scriptures  yet, 

Lo,  in  their  midst  his  form  was  seen. 
The  form  in  which  he  died,  — 

Their  Master's  marred  and  wounded  mien, 
His  hands,  his  feet,  his  side. 

Then  were  they  glad  their  Lord  to  know, 
And  worshipped,  yet  with  fear  ; 

Jesus,  again  thy  presence  show  ; 
Meet  thy  disciples  here. 

Be  in  our  midst ;  —  let  faith  rejoice 

Our  risen  Lord  to  view. 
And  make  our  spirits  hear  thy  voice, 

Say,  "  Peace  be  unto  you." 

Then,  while  we  hearken,  O  unfold 
The  Scriptures  to  our  mind  : 

Their  mysteries  let  us  now  behold ; 
Their  hidden  treasures  find. 

Thee  it  behooved  to  suffer  thus, 

And  to  thy  glory  rise ; 
Instruct,  confirm,  and  strengthen  us, 

And  make  thy  servants  wise  ;  — 

Wise  to  win  souls,  may  we  reveal 
Thy  love  to  all  around, 
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And  in  ourselves  its  influence  feel 
Yet  more  and  more  abound. 

And  while  with  thee,  in  socia]  hours, 

We  commune  through  thy  word, 
May  our  hearts  burn,  and  all  our  powers 

CJonfess,  "  It  is  the  Lord.* 


FOB  ASCENSION  DAY. 

[Paraphrased,  in  the  original  metre,  from  a  Dutch  hymn.] 
Praise  the  Lord  through  every  nation ; 
His  holy  arm  hath  wrought  salvation  ; 

Exalt  him  on  his  Father's  throne : 
Praise  your  King,  ye  Christian  legions. 
Who  now  prepares,  in  heavenly  regions, 
Unfailing  mansions  for  his  own : 
With  voice  and  minstrelsy, 
Extol  his  majesty ; 
Hallelujah  I 
His  praise  shall  sound  —  all  nature  round. 
Where'er  the  race  of  man  is  found. 

God  with  God,  dominion  sharing. 
And  man  with  man,  our  image  bearing, 
Gentiles  and  Jews  to  him  are  given  ; 
Praise  your  Saviour,  ransomed  sinners, 
Of  life,  through  him,  immortal  winners ; 
Nor  longer  heirs  of  earth  but  heaven : 
Oh  I  beatiflc  sight, 
To  view  his  face  in  light  I 
Hallelujah  I 
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And  while  we  see  —  transformed  to  be, 
From  bliss  to  bliss  eternally. 

Jesus,  Lord,  our  Captain  glorious  I 
O'er  sin,  and  death,  and  hell  victorious ; 

Wisdom  and  might  to  thee  belong ; 
We  confess,  proclaim,  adore  thee, 
We  bow  the  knee,  we  fall  before  thee, 
Thy  love  henceforth  shall  be  our  song ; 
The  cross  meanwhile  we  bear. 
The  crown  ere  long  to  wear ; 
Hallelujah ! 
Thy  reign  extend  —  world  without  end. 
Let  praise  from  all  to  thee  ascend. 


THE  PARTING  OF  CHRISTIAN  FRIENDS. 

Once  more  to  Bethany,  —  once  more 
His  little  flock  the  Saviour  led ; 

And  while  their  hearts  and  eyes  ran  o'er, 
These  were  the  gracious  words  he  said :  — 

"  Go  into  all  the  world  ;  —  proclaim 
Pardon  throughout  the  rebel  host ; 

Baptize  believers  in  the  name 
Of  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 

"  Power  shall  be  given  you  from  on  high  ; 

The  Father's  promise  I  will  send ; 
But  tarry,  for  the  hour  is  nigh  ; 

Lo  1  I  am  with  you  to  the  end.*' 
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Thus  while  he  blessed  them,  they  saw 
A  cloud  that  caught  him  from  their  view  ; 

The  heavens  received  him  ;  —  dumb  with  awe, 
They  gazed,  they  worshipped,  and  withdrew. 

Such  was  that  parting ;  —  here  we  meet 

« 

In  fellowship  of  Christian  love, 
And  sit  as  at  our  Master's  feet, 

And  hear  him  speaking  from  above. 

Lord  Jesus  I  so  thy  servants  teach, 
That  when  we  from  each  other  part. 

Our  lips  and  lives  to  all  may  preach 
The  gospel  graven  on  our  heait. 


THE  DESCENT  OF  THE  SPIRIT.  —Acts  ii.  1 

Lord  God,  the  Holy  Ghost, 

In  this  accepted  hour. 
As  on  the  day  of  Pentecost, 

Descend  in  all  thy  power ; 
We  meet  with  one  accord 

In  our  appointed  place, 
And  wait  the  promise  of  our  Lord, 

The  Spirit  of  all  grace. 

Like  mighty  rushing  wind 

Upon  the  waves  beneath. 
Move  with  one  impulse  every  mind, 

One  soul,  one  feeling  breathe : 
TTie  young,  the  old  inspire 

With  wisdom  from  above ; 
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And  give  us  hearts  and  tongues  of  fire 
To  pray,  and  praise,  and  love. 

Spirit  of  light,  explore, 

And  chase  our  gloom  away, 
^With  lustre  shining  more  and  more 

Unto  the  perfect  day  : 
Spirit  of  truth,  be  thou 

In  life  and  death  our  guide ; 
O  Spirit  of  adoption,  now 

"Maj  we  be  sanctified. 


GIFTS. —1  Cor.  xiii. 

CouiiD  I  command  with  voice  or  pen 
The  tongues  of  angels  and  of  men, 
A  tinkling  cymbal,  sounding  brass 
My  speech  and  preaching  would  surpass ; 
Vain  were  such  eloquence  to  me 
Without  the  grace  of  charity. 

Could  I  the  martyr's  flame  endure, 
Give  all  my  goods  to  feed  the  poor ;  • 
Had  I  the  faith  from  Alpine  steep 
To  hurl  the  mountain  to  the  deep. 
What  were  such  zeal,  such  power  to  me, 
Without  the  grace  of  charity  ? 

Could  I  behold  with  prescient  eye 
Things  future  as  the  things  gone  by ; 
Could  I  all  earthly  knowledge  scan, 
And  mete  out  heaven  with  a  span, 
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Poor  were  the  chief  of  gifts  to  me 
Without  the  chiefest  —  charity. 

Charity  suffers  long,  is  kind, 
Charity  hears  a  humble  mind, 
Rejoices  not  when  ills  befall, 
But  glories  in  the  weal  of  all ; 
She  hopes,  believes,  and  envies  not, 
Nor  vaunts,  nor  murmurs  o'er  her  lot. 

The  tongues  of  teachers  shall  be  dumb, 
Prophets  discern  not  things  to  come, 
Knowledge  shall  vanish  out  of  thought. 
And  miracles  no  more  be  wrought. 
But  charity  shall  never  fail. 
Her  anchor  is  within  the  veil. 


BARNABAS.  —  Acts  xi.  22-26. 

Op  him  the  sacred  record  saith, 
He  was  a  good  man,  full  of  faith, 
Who  by  the  Holy  Spirit  led, 
Rejoiced  to  see  the  gospel  spread :  — 

Spread  by  the  saints  where'er  they  went 
From  martyrdom  to  banishment ; 
The  cross  through  every  region  bore, 
And  more  oppressed,  prevailed  the  more. 

From  doomed  Jerusalem  cast  forth, 
Eastward  and  westward,  south  and  north. 
On  fertile  field,  and  barren  clod. 
They  sowed  the  seed,  the  Word  of  God. 
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To  heathen  Antioch,  when  they  came, 
And  first  received  their  Master's  name. 
They  gloried  in  it,  and  bequeathed 
The  inheritance  to  aU  that  breathed :  — 

To  all  that  breathed  by  second  birth, 
Children  of  God,  though  sons  of  earth. 
For  "  Christians,"  Christians  such  shall  be 
Till  time  becomes  eternity. 

Well  then  might  Barnabas  rejoice. 
And  aid  the  work  with  heart  and  voice, 
For  though  by  earth  and  heU  assailed. 
The  truth  grew  mighty  and  prevailed. 

Ye  faithful  souls,  from  age  to  age. 
Transmit  your  heavenly  heritage, 
Christ's  easy  yoke  with  meekness  wear. 
And  bear  his  cross  whose  name  ye  bear :  — 

That  all  the  living,  in  that  day. 
When  heaven  and  earth  must  pass  away, 
Redeemed  from  sin,  through  grace  restored, 
May  be  caught  up  to  meet  the  Lord. 


THE  UNIVERSAL   CHURCH.  — Isa.  btvi.  12,  25. 

Thus  saith  the  Lord,  —  "  My  church,  to  thee 

Peace,  like  a  river,  I  will  send ; 
The  Gentiles,  in  a  stream,  shall  see 

My  mercy  flowing  without  end. 

The  isles,  that  never  heard  my  fame. 
Nor  knew  the  glory  of  my  might, 
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They  shall  be  taught  to  fear  my  name, 
Called  out  of  darkness  into  light 

And  it  shall  come  to  pass,  that  vows 

From  Sabbath  unto  Sabbath  day, 
From  moon  to  moon,  in  mine  own  house. 

All  nations,  tribes,  and  tongues  shall  pay." 


THE  LORD'S  PRAYER 
Our  Heavenly  Father  I  hear 

The  prayer  we  offer  now ; 
Thy  name  be  hallowed  far  and  near. 

To  thee  all  nations  bow : 
Thy  kingdom  come  ;  thy  will 

On  earth  be  done  in  love. 
As  saints  and  seraphim  fulfil 

Thy  perfect  law  above. 

Our  daily  bread  supply, 

While  by  thy  word  we  live ; 
The  guilt  of  our  iniquity, 

Forgive  as  we  forgive ; 
From  dark  temptation's  power. 

From  Satan's  wiles  defend. 
Deliver  in  the  evil  hour. 

And  guide  us  to  the  end. 

Thine  then  for  ever  be 
Glory  and  power  divine  ; 

The  sceptre,  throne,  and  majesty 
Of  heaven  and  earth  are  thine : 
VOL.  V.  8 
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Thus  humbly  taught  to  pray 

By  thy  beloved  Son, 
Through  him  we  come  to  thee,  and  say 

All  for  his  sake  be  done  I 


PROVIDENCE  AND   GRACE. 

Lord  of  all  power  and  might  I 
All  want  and  weakness  we, 

For  food  and  raiment,  life  and  light, 
Daily  look  up  to  thee. 

Thy  providence  commands 

The  blessing  from  above 
Upon  the  labors  of  our  hands. 

And  offices  of  love. 

When  low  by  sickness  brought, 
Through  frailty  of  the  flesh. 

Amidst  the  travail  of  our  thought, 
Thy  comforts  us  refresh. 

In  darkness  though  we  stray. 
Where  tempted  saints  have  trod, 

'T  is  good  for  us,  like  them  to  stay 
Our  souls  upon  our  God. 

In  thee  we  live  and  move. 
And  have  our  being  still ; 

So  teach  thou  us  to  know  and  prove, 
To  choose  and  do  thy  will. 

Thy  word,  which  cannot  fail. 
Thy  strength  in  weakness  shown, 
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Thy  grace,  which  ever  must  prevail, 
Shall  make  thy  glory  known. 

That  glory  be  our  aim, 

Our  hope  and  crown  of  joy ; 
And  to  extol  thy  holy  name. 

Our  first,  last,  sole  employ. 


THE  LIGHT-HOUSE. 

The  light-house  founded  on  a  rock. 
Casts  o*er  the  flood  its  radiant  eye. 

Firm  amidst  ocean's  heaviest  shock, 
Serene  beneath  the  stormiest  sky. 

Though  winds  and  waters  rage  and  foam, 
Though  darkness  lowers  like  Egypt's  night. 

Here  peace  and  safety  find  a  home ; 
In  this  small  Goshen  there  is  light. 

Nor  for  itself  it  stands  alone, 

The  seaman's  friend,  it  shines  from  far, 
As  though  an  angel  from  the  throne 

Came  down  to  be  his  leading  star. 

It  warns  to  shun  the  breakers  near. 
Smooth  into  port  the  vessel  guides. 

Points  where  a  wider  course  to  steer, 
Shows  how  to  'scape  conflicting  tides. 

Thus  built  upon  eternal  truth, 

High  in  mid-heaven,  o'er  land  and  sea, 

Christ's  church  holds  forth  to  age  and  youth 
A  beacon  and  a  sanctuary. 
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Light,  peace,  and  safety  dwell  within. 
Abroad  its  sunbright  beams  display, 

Clear  from  the  rocks  and  shoals  of  sin, 
Through  life  and  death,  the  one  good  way. 


CHOOSING  THE  BETTER  PART. 

The  one  thing  needful  be  our  choice, 
To  sit  at  our  Redeemer's  feet ; 

And  meekly  hearken  to  his  voice, 
That  still  small  voice  divinely  sweet 

Divinely  sweet,  and  yet  of  power 
To  quell  the  tempest,  calm  the  waves. 

And  even  in  his  expiring  hour 

To  rend  the  rocks,  unclose  the  graves. 

"  Come  unto  me,  all  ye  that  mourn, 
Weary,  hard  laden,  sore  opprest ; 

Your  griefs  and  sorrows  I  have  borne, 
O  come,  and  I  will  give  you  rest ! " 

For  us  heaven's  glory  he  forsook ; 

To  seek  and  save  the  lost  he  came ; 
Himself  our  feeble  nature  took, 

Endured  the  cross,  despised  the  shame. 

And  shall  we  not  for  him  forsake 

Earth's  toys,  sin's  bondage,  Satan's  snare, 

His  cross,  an  easy  yoke  to  take, 
His  shame,  a  burden  light,  to  bear  ? 

Ah  !  then  be  ours  that  better  part. 
Which  Mary  chose,  his  words  to  hear, 
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And  hide  as  treasures  in  our  heart, 
Dearer  than  life  itself  is  dear. 


A.CKNOWLEDGMBNT  THAT  DIVINE   PEOVI. 
DENCE  CHOOSES  OUR  LOT. 

Father  of  lights  !  from  whom  alone, 
All  good  and  perfect  gifts  descend ; 

To  thee  our  utmost  wants  are  known, 
To  us  thy  benefits  extend. 

Thy  power,  thy  wisdom,  and  thy  grace 
Bestowed  our  being,  life,  and  breath, 

Fixed  our  condition,  time  and  place. 
The  moment  of  our  birth  —  our  death. 

Though  poor  our  lot,  thou  didst  not  leave 
Thy  children  in  their  low  estate. 

In  helpless  misery  to  grieve. 
Or  frolic  on  the  brink  of  fate. 

Thy  servants  took  us  by  the  hand. 

Led  to  the  school,  the  church,  and  thee ; 

Surely  in  Britain's  chosen  land, 
A  goodly  heritage  have  we. 

0  may  we  know  in  this  our  day. 
The  things  of  our  eternal  peace  ! 

From  strength  to  strength  pursue  our  way ; 
In  faith  and  holiness  increase. 

Still  with  long  suffering,  goodness,  truth. 
Conduct  us  through  this  vale  of  tears  ; 
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With  loving-kindness  guard  our  youth, 
With  tender  mercies  crown  our  years. 


CHANGE  AND  PROGRESS   IN  NATURE  ASD 

GRACE. 

A  RACE  on  earth,  a  race  we  run, 

And  hold  a  prize  in  view. 
More  bright  than  if  we  chased  the  sun 

Through  heaven's  eternal  blue. 

Changes  we  prove,  and  vanish  soon,  — 
Changes  from  youth  to  age,  — 

Transient  as  those  that  shape  the  moon 
On  her  brief  pilgrimage. 

Like  constellations  on  their  way. 
That  meet  the  morning  light. 

We  travel  up  to  higher  day. 
We  pass  through  deeper  night. 

Their  tasks  the  heavenly  hosts  fulfil, 
Ere  long  to  shine  their  last ; 

We,  if  we  do  our  Father's  will. 
Shall  shine  when  they  are  past. 

Ejait  like  the  social  stars  in  love, 
Fair  as  the  moon,  and  clear 

As  yonder  sun,  enthroned  above, 
Christians  through  life  appear. 
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PRAYER  FOR  POWER  TO  GIVE  OUR  HEARTS 

TO   GOD. 

*^  Mt  Sod,  give  me  thine  heart,  and  let 
Thine  eyes  observe  my  ways  1 " 

Our  hearts  are  thine,  we  own  the  debt  — 
Happy  the  child  that  pays ! 

But  Lord  I  we  cannot  give,  unless 

Thou  take  what  is  thine  own ; 
Come,  then,  our  conquered  hearts  possess, 

In  each  erect  thy  throne. 

There  wield  thy  sceptre,  Prince  of  Peace, 

With  kind  and  gentle  sway. 
And  may  thy  kingdom  still  increase. 

While  Satan's  falls  away. 

Where  sin  abounded,  there  let  grace 

Abound  yet  more  and  more. 
Till  life  and  freedom  take  the  place 

Of  bonds  and  death  before. 

Thy  word  our  law,  thy  will  our  choice, 

Thy  fear  all  fear  expel ; 
Thy  joy  our  strength,  let  us  rejoice 

With  joy  unspeakable. 

And  O !  to  make  us  wholly  thine. 

Thy  perfect  love  impart ; 
Thus  warm,  illumine,  raise,  refine, 

And  hallow  every  heart. 
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THE  FELLOWSHIP  OF  THOSE   WHO  FEAR 
THE  LORD.— Malachiiii.  16-18;  iv.  1. 

When  those  who  feared  the  Lord  of  old 
Met  oft,  and  spoke  with  one  accord, 

A  book  was  written,  and  enrolled 

Their  faithful  names  before  the  Lord. 

They  shall  be  mine,  Jehovah  said, 

And  as  a  signet  on  my  hand, 
A  crown  of  glory  for  my  head, 

Among  my  chosen  jewels  stand. 

And  I  will  spare  them  in  that  day, 
Even  as  a  father  spares  his  son, 

When  all  the  proud  are  swept  away, 
The  wicked,  root  and  branch,  undone. 

Then  shall  my  righteousness  be  shown ; 

Then,  by  their  good  or  evil  lot, 
The  sinner  and  the  saint  be  known. 

Who  served  the  Lord,  who  served  him  not 

Lord,  we  are  taught  thy  name  to  fear, 

O  may  we  tremble  to  offend  ; 
Lord,  we  are  taught  to  serve  thee  here. 

May  we  be  faithful  to  the  end. 

Our  names  are  on  thy  church's  rolls, 
But  in  thy  book  our  pardon  write : 

Rich  was  the  ransom  of  our  souls. 
May  they  be  precious  in  thy  sight 
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RECEPTION   INTO  CHURCH   FELLOWSHIP.  —  t 

Come  in,  thou  blessed  of  the  Lord, 

Stranger  nor  foe  art  thou  ; 
We  welcome  thee  with  warm  accord, 

Our  friend,  our  brother  now. 

The  hand  of  fellowship,  the  heart 

Of  love,  we  offer  thee  ; 
Leaving  the  world,  thou  dost  but  part 

From  lies  and  vanity. 

The  cup  of  blessing  which  we  bless, 

The  heavenly  bread  we  break, 
(Our  Saviour's  blood  and  righteousness,) 

Freely  with  us  partake. 

In  weal  or  woe,  in  joy  or  care, 

Thy  portion  shall  be  ours  5 
Christians  their  mutual  burden  share, 

They  lend  their  mutual  powers. 

Come  with  us,  we  will  do  thee  good. 

As  God  to  us  hath  done, 
Stand  but  in  him,  as  those  have  stood, 

Whose  faith  the  victory  won. 

And  when  by  turns  we  pass  away. 

As  star  by  star  grows  dim, 
May  each,  translated  into  day, 

Be  lost  and  found  in  him. 
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RECEPTION  INTO   CHURCH  FELLOWSHIP.  — II 

Head  of  thy  church,  her  glorious  head 
Bought  with  thj  blood  upon  the  tree, 

The  fulness  of  thy  blessing  shed 
On  thine  assembled  family. 

For  thee,  accounting  all  things  loss. 
This  evil  world  we  would  forsake. 

And  glorying  only  in  thy  cross, 

Thy  joy  and  sufferings  both  partake. 

Oh !  gather  in,  from  east  to  west. 
From  north  to  south,  oh !  gather  in 

Thine  own  elect,  and  give  them  rest, 
Within  thy  sanctuary,  from  sin. 

Him  whom  we  now  as  thine  receive. 
Thyself  confess  before  the  throne  ; 

So  may  he  with  the  heart  believe. 
And  live  and  die  to  thee  alone. 

On  him  in  loving-kindness  look. 

And  while  his  name  we  here  record. 

Inscribe  it  in  thine  own  blest  book 
Among  the  ransomed  of  the  Lord. 


SYMBOLS  OF  CHRISTIAN  FELLOWSHIP. 

Union  of  faith,  and  hope,  and  love, 
Union  of  heart,  and  soul,  and  mind. 

Affections  fixed  on  things  above. 

As  one  on  earth,  God's  children  bind. 
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Stones,  built  on  Christ,  the  corner  stone, 
A  spiritual  temple,  lo  !  they  rise, 

While  sweet  ascends,  before  the  throne, 
Praise  in  perpetual  sacrifice. 

Branches  in  Christ,  the  one  true  vine, 
Nourished  by  him  alone  they  thrive  ; 

From  him  the  leaf,  the  fruit,  the  wine, 
Each  in  its  season,  all  derive. 

Members  ^of  Christ,  the  church's  head. 
Who  lives  himself  through  every  limb. 

To  sin,  the  world,  and  Satan  dead. 
Their  life  in  God  is  hid  with  him. 

Thus  young  and  old,  thus  great  and  small, 
O  might  their  multitude  increase !  — 

Who  Christ  their  Lord  and  Master  call, 
Whatever  their  lot  —  in  him  have  peace. 


FELLOW  TRAVELLERS   ON  HEAVEN'S 

HIGHWAY. 

Come  on,  companions  of  our  way, 
Who  travel  to  eternal  day 

Through  this  poor  world  of  night ; 
Give  to  the  Lord,  in  noble  songs, 
The  praise  that  to  his  name  belongs, 

As  children  of  the  light. 

Called  out  of  darkness,  by  his  voice, 
Be  that  clear  shining  path  our  choice. 
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Which  Christ  our  Captain  trod ! 
Whether  with  flowers  and  fragrance  crowned, 
Or  thorns  and  thistles  interwound, 

It  leads  the  soul  to  God. 

Though  pilgrims  in  a  vale  of  woes, 
Thick-strown  with  snares,  and  thronged  with  foes; 

Since  Jesus  journeyed  through, 
Plant  but  your  steps  where  his  have  preat 
The  ground  once  curst,  —  that  ground  now  blest, 

Is  heaven's  highway  for  you. 

To  heaven,  to  heaven  then  march  we  on, 
Go  where  our  conquering  Lord  hath  gone ! 

Thus  where  he  is^  shall  we 
In  joy  behold  him  face  to  face, 
And,  changed  by  glorifying  grace, 

Resemble  him  we  see. 


THE  BOND  OF  THE  COMMUNION  OF  SAINTS. 

The  grace  of  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord, 
The  Father's  love,  with  sweet  accord, 
The  Holy  Ghost's  communion  be 
Our  bond  of  peace  and  amity. 

Our  fellowship  on  earth  begun. 
Be  with  the  Father  and  the  Son ; 
And  may  the  Holy  Spirit's  might, 
Our  souls  as  one  man's  soul,  unite. 

Then  to  the  church,  the  Saviour's  pride, 
Our  hearts'  afiections  be  allied ; 
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And  these,  like  his,  the  sinner's  friend, 
To  all  for  whom  he  died,  extend. 

So  may  we,  like  the  saints  above, 
Live  in  an  element  of  love, 
And  every  fruit  in  season  show, 
Of  faith,  hope,  charity  below. 

Tin,  as  these  frames  return  to  dust. 
Our  reasoning  souls  among  the  just, 
Shall  with  the  Lord  our  God  be  found 
In  life's  eternal  bundle  bound. 


WORKING   THE  WORKS  OF  GOD. 

"WoKK  while  it  is  to-day  I 
This  was  our  Saviour's  rule  ; 

With  docile  minds  let  us  obey, 
As  learners  in  his  school. 

We,  as  he  did,  should  do. 

Who  practised  what  he  taught ; 

By  precept  and  example  too 
Our  Master  spake  and  wrought. 

To  work  the  works  of  God, 

Was  his  divine  employ. 
And  we  must  tread  the  path  he  trod. 

Or  enter  not  his  joy. 

The  night  will  come  full  soon, 
Life's  day  with  morn  may  end ; 

While  many  a  sun  goes  down  ere  noon, 
Few  to  their  west  descend. 
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Lord,  Christ,  we  humbly  ask 
Of  thee  the  power  and  will, 

With  fear  and  meekness,  every  task 
Of  duty  to  fulfil. 

Our  own  salvation  be 

Our  first  and  constant  aim, 

Then  far  and  wide,  o'er  land  and  sea, 
Glad  tidings  to  proclaim. 

At  home  by  word  and  deed, 
Adorn  redeeming  grace, 

And  sow  abroad  the  precious  seed 
Of  truth  in  every  place. 

That  thus  the  wilderness 
May  blossom  like  the  rose. 

And  trees  spring  up  of  righteousness, 
Where'er  life's  river  flows. 

For  thee  our  all  to  spend, 
Still  may  we  watch  and  pray. 

And  persevering  to  the  end. 
Work  while  it  is  to-day. 


"VALIANT  FOR  THE  TRUTH." 

Fight  the  good  fight ;  lay  hold 

Upon  eternal  life ; 
Keep  but  thy  shield,  be  bold, 

Stand  through  the  hottest  strife  ; 
Invincible  while  in  the  field. 
Thou  canst  not  fail,  unless  thou  yield. 
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No  force  of  earth  or  hell, 

Though  fiends  with  men  unite, 
Truth's  champion  can  compel, 

However  pressed,  to  fiigbt; 
Invincible  upon  the  field, 
He  cannot  fall,  unless  he  yield. 

ApoUjon's  arm  may  shower 

Darts  thick  as  hailf  and  hide 
Heaven's  face,  as  in  the  hour. 

When  Christ  on  Calvary  died ; 
No  powers  of  darkness  in  the  field 
Can  tread  thee  down,  unless  thou  yield. 

Trust  in  thy  Saviour's  might ; 

Yea,  till  •thy  latest  breath. 
Fight,  and  like  him  in  fight, 

By  dying  conquer  death ; 
And  all-victorious  in  the  field. 
Then  with  thy  sword,  thy  spirit  yield. 

Great  words  are  these,  and  strong ; 

Yet  Lord,  I  look  to  thee, 
To  whom  alone  belong 

Valor  and  victory : 
With  thee,  my  Captain  in  the  field, 
I  must  prevail,  I  cannot  yield. 


FOR  SPIRITUAL  HELP  AND  HEALXa 

Lord  I  give  us  ears  to  hear 
What  thy  good  Spirit  saith, 
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With  reverence  and  with  godly  fear, 
With  meekness  and  with  faith ; 

That  so,  the  joyful  sound, 

Our  willing  minds  may  learn, 

And,  where  iniquities  abound. 
Things  excellent  discern. 

Lord,  give  us  eyes  to  see 

The  wonders -of  thy  law, 
Its  justice,  truth,  and  purity ; 

That  touched  with  holy  awe. 
Conscience  no  longer  dumb, 

Sin's  guilt  and  curse  may  own ; 
Then  from  the  storm  of  wrath  to  come. 

Cling  to  the  cross  alone* 

Lord,  give  us  hearts  to  feel 

The  bliss  of  pardoning  love. 
The  Spirit's  witness,  and  the  seal 

Of  sonship  from  above ; 
So  shall  our  lips  express. 

So  in  our  actions  shine. 
The  beauty  of  true  holiness, 

The  proof  that  we  are  thine. 


THE   CHANGE  OF  HEART. 

What  is  our  life  ?  —  a  breath,  a  span, 
A  spark  struck  out,  then  lost  in  night; 

Amidst  thy  works.  Lord,  what  is  man, 
That  thou  in  him  shouldst  take  delight? 
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Thou  self-existent,  thou  alone, 

Father  of  endless  ages  art  I 
Earth  is  thy  footstool,  heaven  thy  throne, 

Yet  scorn'st  thou  not  a  broken  heart. 

That  drear  and  desolate  domain, 

By  evil  spirits  long  possest. 
Will  bloom  like  Eden  in  thy  reign 

Of  love  and  joy,  of  peace  and  rest. 

Oh !  wouldst  thou  deign  to  visit  mine, 
With  thy  sweet  presence  fill  the  place, 

How  would  that  new  creation  shine, 
With  all  the  glory  of  thy  grace ! 

Then  life  no  more  a  breath  would  be, 
A  span,  a  spark,  absorbed  in  night, 

Life  would  be  immortality, 

And  darkness  everlasting  light. 


THE  GOOD   SHEPHERD  AND  HIS  FLOCK. 

To-DAT  the  Lord  our  Shepherd  leads 
To  living  streams  his  little  flock. 

In  green  and  flowery  pastures  feeds, 
And  shades  at  noon  beneath  the  rock. 

To-day  we  hear  our  Shepherd's  voice, 
And  gladly  answer  to  his  call ; 

For  him,  unseen,  our  hearts  rejoice, 
Who  knows,  and  names,  and  loves  us  all 
VOL.  V.  9 
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Far  from  his  fold  we  went  astraj ; 

The  howling  wilderness  he  crossed, 
From  Satan  plucked  us  as  a  prey, 

Nor  spared  himself  to  save  the  lost. 

Beneath  his  eye  no  vain  alarms, 

No  ravening  wolves  our  walks  infest ; 

The  lambs  he  gathers  in  his  arms. 
And  bears  the  feeble  on  his  breast. 

By  him  conducted,  though  we  tread 
Death's  valley,  darkening  on  the  view, 

No  evil  there  our  spirits  dread, 

His  rod  and  staff  will  guard  us  through. 

When  the  Chief  Shepherd  shall  appear, 
And  small  and  great  before  him  stand, 

Oh  I  be  the  flock,  assembling  here, 
•Found  with  the  sheep  on  his  right  hand. 


WATCH  AND  PRAY.  — Mark  xiv.  38. 

OxJK  Saviour's  words  are  "Watch  and  Pray:' 

Lord,  make  us  willing  to  obey  ; 

Lord,  make  us  able  to  fulfil 

Thy  counsel  —  give  both  power  and  will. 

The  wisdom  from  above  impart, 
To  keep  our  hand,  and  tongue,  and  heart, 
In  thought,  word,  deed,  —  that  so  we  may 
Pray  whilst  we  watch,  watch  while  we  pray* 

Lest  while  we  watch,  and  fear  no  snare, 
We  fall  into  neglect  of  prayer  ; 
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Or,  while  we  pray,  and  watch  not,  sin 
Creep  like  a  subtil  serpent  in. 

When  by  an  evil  world  beset, 
Allurements  smile,  or  terrors  threat. 
Well  may  we  watch  our  Master's  eye, 
And  pray  for  faith  to  fight  or  fly. 

Our  strength  be  his  omnipotence. 
His  truth  our  sole  and  sure  defence. 
His  grace  will  aid  the  feeble  saint 
To  watch  and  pray,  and  never  faint 

For  he  who  hath  commanded  thus. 
Oil  watched  and  prayed  on  earth  for  us ; 
And  still  with  interceding  love. 
Watches  and  prays  for  us  above. 


GRACE  AND  GLORY. 

The  Lord  will  grace  and  glory  give 
To  those  who  humbly  seek  his  face ; 

We  live  for  glory  while  we  live, 
And  seek  it  in  the  paths  of  grace. 

For  grace  is  glory  here  begun. 
And  till  the  heavenly  prize  is  won. 
The  Christian  finds,  through  all  his  race, 
That  grace  is  glory,  glory  grace. 
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THE   CHRISTLAJ^  GRACES.  —  I  Cor.  xiii.  la 

Faith,  hope,  and  charity,  —  these  three, 
Yet  is  the  greatest  charity  I 
Father  of  lights,  these  gifts  impart 
To  mine  and  every  human  heart :  — 

Faith,  that  in  prayer  can  never  fail, 
Hope,  that  o'er  doubting  must  prevail, 
And  charity,  whose  name  above 
Is  God*s  own  name,  for  "  God  is  love.' 


» 


The  morning  star  is  lost  in  light. 
Faith  vanishes  at  perfect  sight ; 
The  rainbow  passes  with  the  storm, 
And  hope  with  sorrow's  fading  form :  — 

But  charity,  serene,  sublime, 
Beyond  the  range  of  death  and  time, 
Like  the  blue  sky's  all-bounding  space. 
Holds  heaven  and  earth  in  its  embrace. 


CHRIST  IN  VARIOUS   CHARACTERS. 

Father  1  reveal  thy  Son  in  me. 
To  my  soul's  eye,  unclouded ; 

The  fulness  of  the  Deity, 

In  mortal  semblance  shrouded. 

When,  for  a  name  o'er  every  name. 

He  bore  the  cross,  despised  the  shame. 
And  rose  —  the  world's  Redeemer. 
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Him  then  as  mine,  may  I  confess, 

With  all  my  powers  adore  him, 
And,  as  the  Lord  my  Righteousness, 

Most  humbly  walk  before  him, 
Hail  him,  mine  Advocate,  on  high 
Extol  his  priesthood,  and  rely 

Upon  his  sole  atonement. 

All  things  for  him,  may  I  forsake  ; 

In  poverty  and  weakness. 
His  gentle  burden  on  me  take, 

And  wear  his  yoke  with  meekness ; 
So  shall  I  find  in  labor  rest. 
In  suffering,  peace,  —  of  Christ  possessed 

In  me  the  hope  of  glory. 


RENEWAL  IN  THE  IMAGE  OF  CHRIST. 

Dust  and  ashes,  sin  and  guilt,  — 
Christ,  for  me  thy  blood  was  spilt ; 
Cleanse  thou  me  from  guilt  and  sin, 
Make  me  pure  without,  within  ; 
Soul  and  body,  at  thy  word. 
Be  to  saving  health  restored. 

Flesh  and  blood,  this  mortal  frame ; 
Thou  wert  pleased  to  wear  the  same ; 
Though  thy  nature  was  divine. 
Thou  didst  condescend  to  mine  ; 
Let  me,  for  thy  mercy's  sake, 
Thy  divinity  partake. 
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From  the  ruins  of  the  fall, 
Me  to  grace  and  glory  call : 
Me,  O  Lord  my  righteousness  ! 
With  thine  image  re-impress  ; 
Thou  didst  stoop  to  earth  for  me ; 
Raise  me  up  to  heaven  with  thee. 


THE  WALK  OF  FAITH. 

Humbly,  my  God,  with  thee  I  walk, 
And  sweet  communion  hold  ; 

With  thee  in  my  souFs  silence  talk, 
And  all  my  heart  unfold. 

But  what  a  heart  for  thee  to  look 

Into  its  depths,  and  read. 
As  in  the  volume  of  a  book, 

The  thoughts  which  thence  proceed! 

Its  vain  imaginations,  vain 

Affections  and  desires, 
Its  thirst  for  glory,  grandeur,  gain. 

False  hopes,  false  fears,  false  fires  :— 

These  would  I  not  from  thee  conceal. 

Nor  thus  myself  deceive ; 
No,  grant  me,  Lord,  my  sins  to  feel. 

To  feel  them  and  to  grieve  :  — 

Grieve,  and  with  penitence  confess. 
Till  thou  art  pleased  to  show 
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Mercy  on  my  unrighteousness, 
And  give  me  joy  for  woe. 

How  blest  my  lot  no  tongue  can  tell, 

If  such  my  walk  might  be. 
As  seeing  thee,  invisible, 

For  ever  seeing  me. 


THE  SURRENDER  OF  THE  HEART. 

Upon  thine  altar,  Lord,  I  lay 
My  poor,  my  only  sacrifice  ; 

Thou  wilt  not  turn  thy  face  away, 
Wilt  not  a  broken  heart  despise. 

Though  hard  as  stone,  cold  as  the  clod, 
Mine,  —  for  thy  tender  mercies'  sake. 

Not  with  the  vengeance  of  thy  rod. 
But  by  thy  loving-kindness  break. 

Break  it,  and  bind  it,  wound  and  heal, 
Yea  kill  to  make  alive  again  ; 

Impress  it  with  thy  Spirit's  seal. 
The  sacrifice  were  perfect  then. 

Perfect,  yet  all  unworthy  still : 
But  while  in  Jesus  I  believe,* 

Who  ciime  on  earth  to  do  thy  will, 
From  his  dear  hands  my  gift  receive. 

Receive  it,  with  his  blood  bedewed, 
Receive  it,  offered  with  his  prayers, 


136  ORIGINAL   HYMNS. 

And,  in  thine  image  thus  renewed, 
Enroll  me  with  thy  kingdom's  heirs. 


SELF-KNOWLEDGE. 

Thine  eye,  Lord  God,  alone  can  see 
The  soul  through  every  secret  part ; 

The  mystery  of  iniquity 

Hid  in  the  hollow  of  man's  heart. 

Myself  unto  myself  reveal. 

Light  let  me  see  in  thy  pure  light ; 
The  eye  of  unbelief  unseal, 

Change  doubt  to  faith,  and  faith  to  sight: 

By  inward  vision  to  discern 
The  misery  of  my  fallen  estate. 

And  from  that  sad  disclosure  learn 
Life's  hardest,  lesson,  ere  too  late :  — 

Life's  hardest  lesson,  but  its  best ! 

The  source  of  all  my  ills  to  trace 
Through  the  dark  windings  of  ray  breast. 

Or  in  the  world's  deceitful  face. 

How  long,  how  far  on  pilgrimage 
To  Zion  have  I  feigned  to  go, 

Yet  went  astray  at  every  stage, 
Snared  or  smit  down  by  every  foe ! 

Now,  a  poor  wayworn  traveller. 

With  slower  speed,  and  failing  strength 

At  every  step  I  fear  to  err. 
And  be  a  cast-away  at  length. 
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Thou  light,  that  lightenest  every  one 
Who  toils  through  this  bewildering  path, 

Shine  on  my  soul,  that  I  may  shun 

The  broad,  dark,  downward  road  to  wrath. 

So  let  that  narrow  path  be  mine, 

Which,  level  as  the  morning  ray, 
Like  it,  shall  upward  tend,  and  shine, 

From  earth's  faint  dawn  to  heaven's  full  day. 


SELF-DISCOVERIES. 

Lord,  when  we  search  the  human  heart. 
We  find  a  fallen  world  within  ; 

There  is  no  health  in  any  part. 

Sin  reigns  throughout,  and  death  by  sin. 

Large  provinces  are  pagan  still. 
Where  other  lords  dominion  share ; 

Idols  of  mind,  affection,  will. 

The  power  of  darkness  triumphs  there. 

Here,  the  false  prophet's  wild  domains, 
Where  lust,  and  cruelty,  and  hate, 

With  baleful  passions  fire  the  veins. 
And  seal  the  conscience  up  in  fate. 

'Midst  all,  the  stubborn,  stiff-necked  Jew, 
Blind,  like  his  kindred,  prone  to  roam, 

Denies  the  Saviour  whom  he  slew, 

Mammon  his  God,  and  earth  his  home. 

The  smallest  portion  of  the  whole 

Some  beams  of  heavenly  truth  pervade  ; 
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Slowly  the  day-spring  o'er  the  soul 

Breaks  through  the  fogs  of  nature's  shade. 

I  know  a  bosom,  which  within 

Contains  the  world's  sad  counterpart ; 

*T  is  here,  —  the  reign  of  death  and  sin ; 
O  God  1  evangelize  my  heart  I 

Then  will  I  strive  through  earth's  whole  round, 
Thy  name,  thy  knowledge  to  diffuse ; 

And  send  the  Gospel's  joyful  sound 
To  pagans,  infidels,  and  Jews. 

From  Christian  hearts  divinely  changed, 
Were  the  world's  likeness  thus  to  part. 

That  world,  from  God  no  more  estranged. 
Would  soon  be  like  the  Christian's  heart. 


"I  HAVE   SINNED  AGAINST  THE  LORD." 

2  Sam.  xu.  13. 

I  LEFT  the  God  of  truth  and  light, 
I  left  the  God  who  gave  me  breath, 

To  wander  in  the  wilds  of  night. 
And  perish  in  the  snares  of  death. 

Sweet  was  his  service,  and  his  yoke 
Was  light  and  easy  to  be  borne ; 

Through  all  his  bands  of  love  I  broke, 
I  cast  away  his  gifts  with  scorn. 

I  danced  in  folly's  giddy  maze. 

And  drank  the  sea,  and  chased  the  wind; 
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But  falsehood  lurked  in  all  her  ways, 
Her  laughter  left  remorse  behind. 

I  dreamed  of  bliss  in  pleasure's  bowers, 
While  pillowing  roses  stayed  my  head ; 

But  serpents  hissed  among  the  flowers ; 
I  woke,  and  thorns  were  all  my  bed. 

In  riches,  when  I  sought  for  joy, 
And  placed  in  sordid  gain  my  trust, 

I  found  that  gold  was  all  alloy. 
And  worldly  treasure  —  fleeting  dust. 

I  wooed  ambition,  climbed  the  pole. 
And  shone  among  the  stars,  —  but  fell, 

Headlong  in  all  my  pride  of  soul, 
Like  Lucifer,  from  heaven  to  hell. 

Heart-broken,  friendless,  poor,  cast  down, 
Where  shall  the  chief  of  sinners  fly. 

Almighty  Vengeance  !  from  thy  frown  — 
Eternal  Justice  !  from  thine  eye  ? 

Lo,  through  the  gloom  of  guilty  fears, 
My  faith  discerns  a  dawn  of  grace ; 

The  Sun  of  Righteousness  appears 
In  Jesus'  reconciling  face. 

My  suffering,  slain,  and  risen  Lord, 

In  sore  distress  I  turn  to  thee, 
I  claim  acceptance  on  thy  word. 

My  God !  my  God !  forsake  not  me. 

Prostrate  before  the  liiercy  seat, 
I  dare  not«  if  I  would,  despair ; 
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None  ever  perished  at  thy  feet, 
And  I  will  lie  for  ever  there. 


"0   SAVE  ME  FOli  THY  MERCIES'   SAKE." 

Ps.  vi.  4. 

Mercy  alone  can  meet  my  case  ; 

For  mercy,  Lord,  I  cry  ; 
Jesus !  Redeemer  !  show  thy  face 

In  mercy,  or  I  die. 

Save  me,  for  none  beside  can  save ; 

At  thy  command  I  tread, 
With  failing  step,  life's  stormy  wave ; 

The  wave  goes  o'er  my  head. 

I  perish,  and  my  doom  were  just ; 

But  wilt  thou  leave  me  ?  No  : 
I  hold  thee  fast,  my  hope,  my  trust, 

I  will  not  let  thee  go. 

Still  sure  to  me  thy  promise  stands, 

And  ever  must  abide  ; 
Behold  it  written  on  thy  hands, 

And  graven  in  thy  side. 

To  this,  this  only,  will  I  cleave, 

Thy  word  is  all  my  plea  ; 
Thy  word  is  truth,  and  I  believe  : 

Have  mercy,  Lord,  on  me. 
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THE  ASSURANCE  OF  HOPE.  — Isaiah  Uv.  10. 

''The  mountains  shall  depart^ 
The  hills  shall  be  removed, 
Faithful,  O  Lord !  thou  art. 
Faithful  hast  ever  proved. 
And  faithful  to  eternity. 
Thy  word  of  promise  stands  to  me. 

"  That  blessed  word  I  prove, 

I  know  thee  as  thou  art ; 

Thy  kindness  will  not  move. 

Nor  can  thy  truth  depart ; 

With  me,  thy  covenant  of  peace 

Is  sealed,  is  sure,  and  shall  not  cease.^ 

Thus  may  the  mourner  say 

In  the  dark  hour  of  grief. 

When  the  first  trembling  ray 

Of  comfort  darts  relief , 

Into  the  dungeon  of  his  soul, 

Till  love,  joy,  peace,  illume  the  whole. 

Down,  then,  the  dungeon  falls, 
A  palace  straight  upsprings. 
Salvation  guards  the  walls, 
And  lo  I  the  King  of  kings 
Enters  with  all  his  glorious  train, 
For  ever  in  that  soul  to  reign. 
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THE  ICIEST  OF  ALL  THE  COMMANDMENTS. 

Mark  xii.  30. 

I  WILL  love  the  Lord ;  for  he 
From  eternity  loved  me  ; 
I  will  love  the  Lord,  who  gave 
His  own  Son  my  soul  to  save, 
And  sends  down,  in  love  divine, 
His  good  Spirit  to  strive  with  mine. 

I  will  love  the  Son  ;  for  he 
Loved,  and  gave  himself  for  me ; 
I  will  love  him  on  his  cross. 
And  for  him  count  all  things  loss ; 
I  will  love  him  on  his  throne, 
When  I  know  as  I  am  known. 

I  will  love  the  Spirit ;  for  he 

Deigns  in  love  to  dwell  with  me ; 

I  will  love  him  on  my  knees, 

Helping  mine  infirmities, 

Till  my  joyful  lips  record 

"  Abba,  Father ! "  "  Jesus,  Lord  I " 

Thee,  o'er  all  for  ever  blest, 

One,  true,  only  God  confest, 

I  would  love,  with  heart  and  mind, 

Soul  and  strength ;  —  but  what  can  bind* 

0  my  God  I  my  love  to  thee  ! 

This  alone,  thy  love  to  me. 
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FOR  FEACE  OF  MIND.— Job  xxui.  3,  4,  10,  16. 

O  THAT  I  knew  where  I  might  find 

My  righteous  Judge's  seat, 
To  pour  out  all  my  troubled  mind 

In  prayer  before  his  feet ! 

Not  with  the  thunder  of  thy  power 
Wouldst  thou  against  me  plead ; 

No,  thy  good  Spirit,  in  that  hour, 
For  me  would  intercede. 

For  me,  thy  Son  himself  would  pray. 

Thy  well-beloved  Son ; 
Father  !  thou  couldst  not  turn  away 

From  thine  anointed  one. 

Thine  own  unutterable  grace. 

Thy  love,  —  thy  love  to  me. 
Constrain  me  thus  to  seek  thy  face. 

And  cast  my  cares  on  thee. 

Hear,  then,  the  voice  of  my  desire, 

My  griefs,  my  fears  behold  ; 
Search  me  and  try  me,  as  with  fire. 

And  bring  me  forth  like  gold. 

Lord  !  thou  hast  troubled  my  repose. 

Thy  chastisements  I  feel ; 
Thine  hand  hath  touched  my  heart — it  glows, 

It  melts,  —  impress  thy  seal. 

Stamp  tliine  own  image  on  my  soul. 
Lift  from  the  dust  mine  head  : 
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Lord !  thou  hast  wounded,  —  make  me  whole ; 
Hast  slain,  —  now  raise  the  dead. 


IN  AFFLICTION. 

"  Father  I  thy  will,  not  mine,  be  done !  ^ 
So  prayed  on  earth  thy  suffering  Son , 

So,  in  his  name  I  pray : 
The  spirit  fails,  the  flesh  is  weak ; 
Thy  help  in  agony  I  seek ; 
0 !  take  this  cup  away. 

If  such  be  not  thy  sovereign  will, 
Thy  wiser  purpose  then  fulfil ; 

My  wishes  I  resign. 
Into  thine  hands  my  soul  commend, 
On  thee  for  life  or  death  depend; 

Thy  will  be  done,  not  mine. 


SURRENDER  OF  ALL  TO   GOD. 

Body  and  soul  to  thee  I  give. 
As  a  thank-offering  free, 

Living,  —  to  thee,  my  God,  to  live, 
Dying,  —  to  die  to  thee. 

Then  shall  my  tongue  confess 
The  virtue  of  thy  name, 

My  heart  believe  to  righteousness. 
My  life  thy  love  proclaim. 
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Yea,  death  itself  shall  be 

My  passport  of  release, 
And  the  grave's  vaunted  victory, 

The  sign  and  seal  of  peace,  — 

The  end  of  mortal  strife  ; 

In  Jesus  I  shall  sleep, 
Who,  till  I  wake  to  endless  life, 

My  soul  will  safely  keep. 

Sing  —  blessed  are  the  dead, 

Who  from  their  labors  rest, 
Through  him  who  was  their  life,  their  head, 

Of  perfect  bliss  possest 


A  COMPLAINT. 

In  spirit  when  I  took  my  flight 
Above  the  mount,  to  see 

My  Lord  transfigured  in  the  light 
Of  his  own  Deity :  — 

I  cried,  not  knowing  what  I  said, 
"  *T  is  good  to  tarry  here ! " 

But,  when  the  heavenly  vision  fled. 
Transport  gave  way  to  fear. 

No  longer  counting  all  things  loss. 

To  glory  in  his  name, 
I  thought  it  hard  to  bear  the  cross, 

Hard  to  despise  the  shame. 
VOL.  V.  10 
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Ah  !  thus,  mj  soul,  it  should  not  be ; 

Lord  Jesus  !  hear  my  prayer ; 
Give  me  a  heart  to  follow  thee 

All  times,  and  everywhere. 

Let  but  thy  presence  with  me  go, 

Thy  love  be  my  delight, 
Then  shall  I  walk,  through  weal  or  woe, 

By  faith,  and  not  by  sight. 


DESPONDENCY. 

Him  wilt  thou  keep  in  perfect  peace, 
Whose  mind  is  stayed  on  thee  ; 

Me,  Lord,  from  pining  care  release, 
And  vain  perplexity. 

'Tis  not  the  bleeding  wounds  of  grief. 

Whose  anguish  I  bemoan ; 
An  evil  heart  of  unbelief, 

A  cold,  hard  heart  of  stone ;  — 

O'er  this,  in  loneliness,  I  wake. 

And  darkness  to  be  felt, 
Since  Sinai's  thunders  cannot  break. 

Nor  Calvary's  sufferings  melt 

Uncheered  with  hopes,  unawed  by  fears, 
All  comfort  banished  hence, 

0  for  a  burst  of  contrite  tears  I 
A  pang  of  penitence ! 

O  for  one  grain  of  saving  faith, 
Upspringing  in  my  breast  1 
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"  Come  unto  me,"  my  Saviour  saith, 
"  And  I  will  give  thee  rest." 

I  hear,  I  know  the  joyful  sound ; 

I  fly  that  call  to  meet, 
And  find,  what  all  who  sought  have  found. 

Rest  at  his  blessed  feet. 


THE  IMAGE  OF  GOD. 

Father  of  eternal  grace, 

Glorify  thyself  in  me : 
Meekly  beaming  in  my  face, 

May  the  world  thine  image  see. 

Happy  only  in  thy  love, 

Poor,  unfriended,  or  unknown. 
Fix  my  thoughts  on  things  above. 

Stay  my  heart  on  thee  alone. 

Humble,  holy,  all-resigned. 

To  thy  will,  —  thy  will  be  done ; 

Give  me,  Lord,  the  perfect  mind 
Of  thy  well-beloved  Son. 

Counting  gain  and  glory  loss. 
May  I  tread  the  path  he  trod. 

Die  with  Jesus  on  the  cross. 
Rise  with  him  to  thee,  my  God ! 
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PSAJLM  CIX.  21 ;  Micah  ri.  9. 

Sweet  is  thy  mercy,  0  my  God ! 

When  humbled  at  thy  feet, 
I  learn  the  lessons  of  thy  rod, 

Thy  mercy.  Lord,  is  sweet. 

For  thou  dost  not  in  wrath  chastise, 

But  when  I  go  astray, 
"  Return,"  a  voice  behind  me  cnes, 

"  Walk  here  ;  —  this  is  the  way.'* 

Impatient  of  thine  easy  yoke. 

If  heedless  yet  I  roam, 
Some  sharp  affliction,  with  a  stroke 

Of  kindness,  warns  me  home. 

That  godly  sorrow  then  I  feel, 

Which  nothing  can  control, 
Until  the  hand  that  wounded,  heal. 

That  bruised  me,  make  me  whole. 

As,  at  thy  word,  the  winds  and  waves 

From  ocean  warfare  cease  ; 
That  word  my  soul  from  shipwreck  saveSj 

Thy  presence  brings  me  peace. 

"  Sweet  is  thy  mercy,  O  my  God !  '* 

'T  is  transport  to  repeat, 
When  thou  hast  thrown  aside  the  rod, 

"  Thy  mercy.  Lord,  is  sweet  I 


» 
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FOR  DIVINE  PROTECTION  ON  A  DAY'S 

JOURNEY. 

I  TAKE  the  journey  of  a  day, 

Thy  sun,  Lord,  gives  me  light ; 
The  moon  and  stars,  thy  voice  obey. 

And  watch  me  through  the  night 

For  mercies  every  hour  bestowed 

Unceasing  thanks  are  due  ; 
Now,  'midst  the  dangers  of  the  road. 

Lord,  bring  me  safely  through. 

Upheld  by  thine  Almighty  arm, 

And  guided  by  thine  eye, 
Storms  cannot  crush,  nor  lightnings  harm, 

Sickness  nor  plague  come  nigh. 

Thou  art  thy  people's  sun  and  shield. 

Their  glory  and  defence  ; 
All  elements  allegiance  yield 

To  sovereign  Providence. 

But  not  in  Providence  alone 

The  Godhead's  footsteps  shine, 
In  grace  are  mightier  wonders  shown, 

Of  love  and  power  divine. 

As  these  thus  far  on  pilgrimage, 

My  lengthened  course  attend. 
So  may  they  lead  me  stage  by  stage. 

To  mine  appointed  end. 

When  all  my  journey ings  here  must  cease. 
And  life  no  more  shall  be  ; 
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Lord,  let  me  then  depart  in  peace, 
From  every  thing  hut  thee. 


PRAYERS  ON  PILGRIM^VGE.  —  L 

In  the  hour  of  trial, 

Jesus,  pray  for  me, 
Lest,  by  base  denial, 

I  depart  from  thee  : 
When  thou  seest  me  waver, 

With  a  look  recall, 
Nor,  for  fear  or  favor, 

Suffer  me  to  fall. 

With  its  witchinjT  pleasures, 

Would  this  vain  world  charm. 
Or  its  sordid  treasures, 

S})read  to  work  me  harm ; 
Bring  to  my  remembrance 

Sad  Gethsemane, 
Or,  in  darker  semblance, 

Cross-crowned  Calvaiy. 

If,  with  sore  affliction, 

Thou  in  love  chastise. 
Pour  thy  benediction 

On  the  sacrifice ; 
Then,  upon  thine  altar. 

Freely  offered  up, 
Though  the  flesh  may  falter. 

Faith  shall  drink  the  cu|u 
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When  in  dust  and  ashes, 

To  the  grave  I  sink, 
While  heaven's  glory  flashes 

O'er  the  shelving  brink. 
On  thy  truth  relying. 

Through  that  mortal  strife, 
Lord,  receive  me,  dying, 

To  eternal  life. 


PRAYERS  ON  PILGRIMAGE. —  "LORD   HELP 
ME/'— Matt.  XV.  25.  —  IL 

Blessed  be  thy  name, 

Jesus  Christ !  —  the  same 

Yesterday,  to-day,  for  ever, 

What  from  thee  my  soul  shall  sever, 

While  I  hear  thy  voice. 

And  in  thee  rejoice  ? 

Guide  me  with  thine  eye ; 

Warn  to  fight  or  fly, 

When  the  foe,  a  lion  raging, 

Or,  with  serpent  guile  assuaging. 

Comes  in  wrath  to  tear. 

Or  by  fraud  ensnare. 

Hold  me  with  thine  hand, 

For  by  faith  I  stand  ; 

On  thy  strength  my  sole  reliance, 

In  thy  truth  my  whole  affiance ; 

Then  where'er  I  roam, 

I  am  travelling  home. 
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Lord,  thy  word  is  light ; 

Led  by  it  aright, 

When  a  pilgrim,  like  my  iathei'S, 

Life's  last  shadow  round  mc  gathers, 

May  its  brightening  ray 

Shine  to  perfect  day. 

With  my  latest  breath, 

Overcoming  death, 

From  the  body  disencumbered. 

With  thy  saints  in  glory  numbered, 

Jesus,  may  I  be 

Found  in  peace  with  thee. 


THE   HERITAGE  OF  THE  LORD'S  PEOPLE. 

Rev.  xxi.  5—7. 

"He  that  overcomes  through  me. 
Shall  an  heir  of  all  things  be, 
I  his  God,  and  he  my  Son," 
Saith  the  true  and  Holy  One. 

What  an  heritage  were  this  I 
An  eternity  of  bliss, 
Heaven  below  and  heaven  above, 
O  the  miracle  of  love  ! 

"  Abba !  Father ! "  then  might  I 
Through  the  Holy  Spirit  cry ; 
Heir  of  God,  with  Christ  joint-heir, 
Grace  and  glory  called  to  share. 


ORIGINAL    HTMNS. 


153 


Can  a  worm  such  gifts  receive  ? 
Fear  not,  faint  not,  but  believe, 
He  who  gave  bi;i  Son,  shall  he 
Any  good  withhold  fix)m  thee  ? 

Know  that  thus  the  Father  willed, 
Thus  the  Son  his  task  fulfilled, 
That  the  Holy  Ghost  might  thus 
Dwell  —  the  Deity  in  us. 

Amen !  true  and  faithful  One, 
So  in  me  thy  work  be  done  ; 
Into  nothing  let  me  fall. 
Thou,  my  God,  be  all  in  all. 


FOR  DIVINE  MANIFESTATIONS. 

Hid  in  the  rock-cleft,  let  me  stand, 

While  thou  art  passing  by. 
But  from  the  glory,  with  thine  hand, 

Lord,  screen  me,  or  I  die. 

On  Sinai  thy  pavilion  spread, 

Speak  from  the  fire  to  me, 
If  trembling  I  may  turn  my  head 

To  noon-dark  Calvary. 

Come  with  the  whirlwind,  eaithquake,  flame. 

Yet  shall  my  soul  rejoice, 
To  hear  them  followed  by  thy  name, 

Told  in  the  still  small  voice. 

Be  mercy  mingled  with  the  cup, 
My  father  gives  to  drink, 
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Lest  over-sorrow  swallow  up 
The  spirit  prone  to  sink. 

And  when,  before  the  great  white  throne, 

With  all  the  human  race, 
I  stand,  as  thQugh  I  stood  alone, 

My  God,  may  I  find  grace  I 


THE  BELIEVER'S  SURE  TRUST.  — Hab.  iU.17, 18 

Though  the  fig-tree's  blossom  fail, 

And  the  vines  should  bring  no  fruit ; 
Though  the  olive,  smit  with  hail. 

Cast  its  foliage  round  the  root ; 
Though  the  fields  should  yield  no  meat. 

And  the  herds  forsake  the  stall, 
In  the  folds  no  fiocks  should  bleat 

At  the  shepherd's  well-known  call :  — 

Yet  will  I  in  God  rejoice. 

In  Jehovah  I  will  trust, 
And  extol,  with  heart  and  voice. 

His  salvation  from  the  dust ; 
He  can  raise  my  fallen  head. 

He  can  all  my  sickness  cure ; 
God  will  give  his  children  bread, 

And  their  water  shall  be  sure. 


niE   STILL   SMALL  VOICE.  — 2  Kings  xix.  11, 12. 

The  wind  that  brake  the  rocks,  and  rent 
The  mountains  in  its  path ; 
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The  earthquake  and  the  fire  that  went 

Before  the  Lord  in  wrath, 
Came  not  as  spoilers  to  the  prey, 
But  heralds  to  prepare  his  way. 

Himself  the  still  small  voice  made  known, 

In  all  his  power  and  grace  ; 
So  be  to  me  his  mercy  shown, 

Terror  to  love  give  place : 
Then  will  I  hide  my  face,  and  stay 
To  hear  what  God  the  Lord  will  say. 


THE   CHURCH   MILITANT  LEARNING  THE 
CHURCH  TRIUMPIIANT'S   SONG. 

Sing  we  the  song  of  those  who  stand 

Around  the  eternal  throne. 
Of  every  kindred,  clime,  and  land, 

A  multitude  unknown. 

Life's  poor  distinctions  vanish  here  ; 

To-day  the  young,  the  old. 
Our  Saviour  and  his  flock  appear 

One  Shepherd  and  one  fold. 

Toil,  trial,  suffering,  still  await 

On  earth  the  pilgrim-throng, 
Yet  learn  we,  in  our  low  estate, 

The  church  triumphanfs  song. 

"  Worthy  the  Lamb  for  sinners  slain," 
Cry  the  redeemed  above, 
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"  Blessing  and  honor  to  obtain, 
And  everlasting  love." 

'*  Worthy  the  Lamb !  '*  on  earth  we  sing, 
"  Who  died  our  souls  to  save ; 

Henceforth,  O  Death  !  where  is  thy  sting? 
Thy  victory,  O  Grave  ?  " 

Then,  Hallelujah !  power  and  praise 
To  God  in  Christ  be  given ; 

May  all  who  now  this  anthem  raise 
Renew  the  strain  in  heaven  I 


PSALM  XCVI.  1,  2. 

SiNO  a  new  song  unto  the  Lord  ; 

His  mercies,  every  morning  new, 
His  truth  and  faithfulness  record ; 

Give  to  our  God  the  glory  due. 

God  is  the  Lord ;  around  his  throne 

In  heaven,  adoring  seraphim, 
And  ransomed  saints,  ascribe  alone 

All  power,  might,  majesty,  to  him. 

On  earth  his  church  impregnable, 
Built  on  the  rock  of  ages,  stands, 

And  yet,  against  the  gates  of  hell. 

Shall  send  salvation  through  all  lands. 

Thou,  by  whose  word  the  worlds  were  made, 
In  wisdom  and  in  goodness  framed. 

By  every  creature  be  obeyed, 

By  every  tongue  thy  praise  proclaimed. 
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Let  Britain's  children,  most  of  all 

Beholden  for  their  lot  of  grace, 
Rejoice  to  hear  their  Saviour's  call, 

And  seek  their  heavenly  Father's  face. 

So  the  new  song  we  now  begin 

Shall  never  cease  while  we  have  breath. 
Through  him  who  suffered  for  our  sin. 

And  by  his  death  abolished  death. 


FOR  THE   CENTENARY  JUBILEE   OF  A 
CHRISTIAN  CHURCH. 

Now  in  holy  convocation, 

Hands,  and  hearts,  and  voices  raise« 
In  one  hymn  of  jubilation. 

To  our  great  Redeemei-'s  praise  ; 
"  Ebenezer ! " 

He  hath  led  us  all  our  ways. 

"  Ebenezer !  *'    Those  before  us, 
•  Sang  at  every  onward  stage ; 
This  to-day  shall  swell  the  chorus 
In  our  house  of  pilgrimage  : 

May  our  children 
Sing  the  same  from  age  to  age  I 

So  in  heaven,  when  all  the  story 

Of  his  love  to  us  is  shown. 
Be  our  earliest  song  in  glory, 

"  Ebenezer ! "  round  the  throne  ; 
While  for  ever. 
We  shall  know  as  we  are  known. 
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THE  LAPSE  OF  TIME. 

Moments  and  minutes,  hours  and  days, 
To  weeks,  and  months,  and  years  amount ; 

Not  one  beyond  its  date  delays : 

For  these  we  each  must  soon  account. 

How  well,  how  ill,  how  e'er  employed, 
Our  health,  our  strength,  our  talents  lent; 

All  we  have  suffered  and  enjoyed, 
In  wisdom  or  in  folly  spent :  — 

The  secret  things  in  darkness  sealed. 
All  we  have  felt,  thought,  spoken,  done ; 

In  heaven's  pure  light  must  be  revealed, 
When  time's  last  act  puts  out  the  sun. 

With  every  twinkling  of  an  eye, 

With  every  step,  pulse,  motion,  breath ; 

The  longest  human  life  draws  nigh. 
And  nigher  to  the  gates  of  death. 

The  past  we  never  can  recaU, 

The  present  none  has  power  to  hold ; 

The  future  is  not  —  few  of  all 

The  millions  born  on  earth  grow  old. 

What,  then,  are  we,  and  whither  bent  ? 

Our  Saviour  calls  —  let  us  obey  ; 
This  moment,  minute,  hour,  repent, 

And  live  for  ever  from  this  day. 
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MERCIES  ACKNOWLEDGED. 

Less  than  the  least  of  all 
Thy  mercies,  Lord,  are  we ; 

Yet,  for  the  greatest  we  may  call, 
The  greatest  are  most  free. 

Thy  Son  thou  didst  not  spare, 

Yet  us  thou  sparest  still. 
Him  didst  thou  send  our  guilt  to  bear, 

Our  righteousness  fulfil. 

For  such  amazing  grace. 
What  can  poor  sinners  give  ? 

At  thy  command,  we  seek  thy  face, 
We  meet  our  Judge,  and  live. 

The  world  we  would  forsake, 

Our  all  to  thee  resign ; 
O  save  us  for  thy  mercies'  sake  I 

O  save  us,  —  we  are  thine  I 

Meanwhile,  as  pilgrims  here, 
Who  seek  our  home  above, 

Thee  may  we  serve,  with  holy  fean 
And  love,  with  child-like  love. 


PROVIDENCE. 

The  tender  mercies  of  our  Lord, 
And  his  long-suftering  grace. 

The  loving  kindness  of  his  word 
We  every  moment  trace. 
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Our  bread  is  given,  our  water  sure, 
Body  mid  soul  sustained, 

0 1  may  we  to  the  end  endure, 
Till  heaven  itself  is  gained  I 


THE  FAMILY  ALTAR. 

Food,  raiment,  dwelling,  health  and  friend?, 
Thou,  Lord,  hast  made  our  lot ; 

With  thee  our  bliss  begins  and  ends, 
As  we  are  thine,  or  not.  . 

For  these  we  bend  the  humble  knee, 

Our  grateful  spirits  bow ; 
Yet  from  thy  gifts  we  turn  to  thee  — 

Be  thou  our  portion.  Thou  I 


THE  FAMILY  TABLE. 

Be  known  to  us  in  breaking  bread. 

But  do  not  then  depart ; 
Saviour,  abide  with  us,  and  spread 

Thy  table  in  our  heart. 

There  sup  with  us  in  love  divine ; 

Thy  body  and  thy  blood. 
That  living  bread,  that  heavenly  wine. 

Be  our  immortal  food. 
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MORNING.  —  I. 

What  secret  hand,  at  morning-light, 
By  stealth,  unseals  mine  eye, 

Draw^  back  the  curtain  of  the  night. 
And  opens  earth  and  sky  ? 

Tis  thine,  my  God!  the  same  that  kept 
My  resting  hours  from  harm  ; 

No  ill  came  nigh  me,  for  I  slept 
Beneath  the  Almighty's  arm. 

Tis  thine,  —  my  daily  bi-ead  that  brings, 
Like  manna  scattered  round  : 

And  clothes  me,  as  the  lily  springs, 
In  beauty  from  the  ground. 

This  is  the  hand  that  shaped  my  frame. 

And  gave  my  pulse  to  beat ; 
That  bare  me  oft  through  flood  and  flame. 

Through  tempest,  cold,  and  heat. 

In  death's  dark  valley,  though  I  stray, 
'T  would  there  my  steps  attend. 

Guide  with  thy  staff  my  lonely  way, 
And  with  thy  rod  defend. 

May  that  dear  hand  uphold  me  still, 
Through  life's  uncertain  race, 

To  bring  me  to  thy  holy  hill, 
And  to  thy  dwelling  place ! 

VOL.  V.  11 


162  OBIOIKAX   HTMN9* 


MORNING.  — IL 

The  blessing  of  a  night's  repose 
Hath  been  vouchsafed  to  me  : 

Mine  eyes  from  slumber  I  unclose, 
And  find  myself  with  thee. 

The  living,  Lord  I  the  living,  they 
Shall  praise  thy  name  ;  —  the  dead 

Are  silenced  till  the  judgment-day, 
Each  resting  on  his  bed. 

Had  death's  dark  hand  at  midnight  broke 

The  seal  of  life,  and  freed 
My  spirit  from  this  earthly  yoke, 

Had  I  been  free  indeed  ? 

Free  from  the  ilesh,  and  all  its  ills, 

The  world  and  Satan  free, 
To  range  the  everlasting  hills 

In  sinless  liberty  ? 

Or,  having  sold  myself  for  nought. 

For  ever  rue  the  cost, 
Bound  on  the  wheel  of  one  dire  thought, 

"  My  soul,  my  soul  is  lost ! " 

O  God !  thy  people's  hope  of  old, 

Early  I  seek  thy  face ; 
And  bless  thy  name  that  I  behold 

Another  day  of  grace. 
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MORNING.  —  in. 

Mr  God,  beneath  thy  watching  eye, 

I  laid  me  down  and  slept ; 
Thy  tender  mercy,  ever  nigh. 

In  peace  my  spirit  kept 

Under  the  shadow  of  thy  wings, 

My  weary  limbs  reposed. 
And,  undisturbed  by  earthly  things, 

A  day  of  labor  closed. 

Safe  in  thine  everlasting  arms. 
That  compassed  me  around. 

Body  and  soul,  from  outward  harms, 
And  inward  fears  were  found. 

Thus,  till  the  morn  in  beauty  broke. 
My  sleep  was  sweet  to  me  ; 

Thy  voice  then  called  me,  I  awoke. 
And  found  myself  with  thee. 

Humbly  beside  my  couch  I  knelt. 
And  while  I  strove  to  pray. 

The  earnest  in  my  heart  I  felt 
Of  blessings  through  the  day. 

Oh !  oft,  to  cheer  me,  to  and  fro, 
By  restless  passions  driven. 

Such  nights  of  calm  from  care  and  woe, 
Such  days  of  hope  be  given. 
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NOON. 

Full  speed  along  the  world's  highway, 
By  crowds  of  eager  travellers  trod, 

My  soul,  my  soul,  a  moment  stay, 
To  hold  communion  with  thy  God. 

He  spake  with  Abraham  at  the  oak, 
He  called  Elisha  from  the  plough, 

David  he  from  the  sheep-folds  took ; 
Thy  day,  thy  hour  of  grace  is  now. 

Earth,  with  thy  vanities  depart ! 

My  God,  I  stand  alone  with  thee ; 
Thine  eye  is  looking  on  my  heart ; 

Oh  I  what  a  noon  is  risen  on  me ! 

Struck  to  the  ground,  like  conscious  Saul, 
And  blinded  with  the  sudden  view, 

Trembling,  astonished,  "  Lord,"  I  call, 
"  What  wouldst  thou  have  thy  servant  do  ? 

My  sins,  as  fresh-committed,  rise ; 

My  secret  sins,  by  darkness  scaled, 
Before  my  Judge's  flaming  eyes. 

Are  all  in  naked  guilt  revealed. 

Lord,  lay  thine  hand  upon  my  head ; 

A  touch,  a  word,  will  make  me  whole ; 
Speak  with  the  voice  that  wakes  the  dead, 

Peace,  pardon,  comfort,  to  my  soul. 

Then,  though  I  shudder  at  thy  sight. 
Through  him  who  my  offences  bore, 
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In  light,  as  God  is  in  the  light, 
I  walk  by  faith,  and  sin  no  more. 


A  NIGHT  THOUGHT. 

Thee,  in  the  watches  of  the  night. 
My  spirit  would  adore, 

0  God !  in  darkness,  as  in  light, 
Defend  me  evermore. 

Yet  not  in  Providence  alone. 

In  grace,  thyself  impart ; 
Erect  thy  temple,  fix  thy  throne, 

Rule  tliou  within  my  heart. 

The  morn  and  evening  sacrifice. 
The  noon  and  midnight  prayer, 

1  know  that  thou  wilt  not  despise, 
When  meekly  offered  there. 

Though  heaven  and  earth  thy  presence  fill, 

Thou  surely  art,  O  Lord, 
With  him  who  loves  and  does  thy  will, 

Who  hears  and  keeps  thy  word. 

Henceforth  be  this  the  aim  and  end 

Of  all  my  life  below, 
Till  to  the  tomb  my  dust  descend. 

To  thee  my  spirit  go. 
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THE  ISSUES  OF  LIFE  AND  DEATH. 

O  WHERE  shall  rest  be  found, 

Rest  for  the  weary  soal  ? 
'T  were  vain  the  ocean-depths  to  sound, 

Or  pierce  to  either  pole  ; 
The  world  can  never  give 

The  bliss  for  which  we  sigh ; 
•T  is  not  the  whole  of  life  to  live ; 

!Nor  all  of  death  to  die. 

Beyond  this  vale  of  tears, 

There  is  a  life  above, 
Unmeasured  by  the  flight  of  years; 

And  all  that  life  is  love ;  — 
There  is  a  death,  whose  pang 

Outlasts  the  fleeting  breath ; 
0  what  eternal  horrors  hang 

Axound  "  the  second  death  1 " 

Lord  God  of  truth  and  grace, 

Teach  us  that  death  to  shun, 
Lest  we  be  banished  from  thy  face, 

And  evermore  undone : 
Here  would  we  end  our  quest ; 

Alone  are  found  in  thee. 
The  life  of  perfect  love,  —  the  rest 

Of  immortality. 
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LIFE,  DEATH,  AND  JUDGMENT. 
Job  xiv.   1—3,  11  —  13. 

Few,  few  and  evil  are  thy  days, 

Man,  of  a  woman  born ; 
Peril  and  trouble  haunt  thy  ways  ; 

Forth,  like  a  flower  at  morn, 
The  tender  infant  springs  to  light, 

Youth  blossoms  to  the  breeze, 
Age,  withering  age,  is  cropt  ere  night ; 

Man  like  a  shadow  flees. 

And  dost  thou  look  on  such  an  one  ? 

Will  God  to  judgment  call 
A  worm,  for  what  a  worm  hath  done 

Against  the  Lord  of  all  ? 
As  fail  the  waters  from  the  deep. 

As  summer-brooks  run  dry, 
Man  lieth  down  in  dreamless  sleep. 

His  life  is  vanity. 

Man  lieth  down,  no  more  to  wake. 

Till  yonder  arching  sphere 
Shall,  with  a  roll  of  thunder,  break, 

And  nature  disappear. 
0  hide  me,  till  thy  wrath  be  past. 

Thou  who  canst  slay  or  save !  * 

Hide  me,  where  hope  may  anchor  fast, 

In  my  Redeemer's  grave. 
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PAST,  PRESENT,  FUTURE. 

A  HUNDRED  years  ago,  not  one 

Of  us  had  sprung  to  birth ; 
A  hundred  years  to  come,  and  none 

Can  hope  to  walk  this  earth. 

We  are,  we  were  not !  here  our  mind 
Looks  round  with  hopes  and  fears ; 

This  point  is  time ;  before,  behind, 
Eternity  appears. 

'Tis  yet,  through  grace,  within  our  power, 
To  choose  what  we  would  be ; 

On  the  decision  of  an  hour, 
Depends  eternity. 

This  hour,  this  moment,  let  us  take 

The  narrow  upward  path ; 
This  hour,  this  moment,  all  forsake 

The  broad  down  road  to  wrath. 

O  Lord,  our  Shepherd !  lest  like  sheep, 

Thy  children  go  astray, 
Feed  us  with  knowledge,  guide  and  keep 

Our  souls  in  thy  right  way. 

So,  when  a  hundred  years  are  fled. 
Remembering  this  day's  choice, 

On  earth,  though  numbered  with  the  dead, 
Li  heaven,  may  we  rejoice. 
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THE  MEASURES  OF  TIME. 

A  CHILD,  a  youth,  a  man, 

The  whole  of  life  below  ! 
Our  time  a  breath,  our  course  a  span ; 

Whence  come  we  ?  whither  go  ? 

Whence  come  we  ?  —  From  the  womb 

Of  dark  eternity  ; 
And  thither  go  we,  through  the  tomb,  — 

Behold  a  mystery ! 

For  though  with  worms  and  dust 

His  mortal  relics  lie, 
Death  may  not  hold  or  harm  the  just ; 

The  spirit  cannot  die. 

On  angels*  wings  afar, 

'Tis,  by  a  path  unknown. 
Beyond  the  range  of  sun  or  star, 

Caught  up  before  the  throne :  —  >, 

At  rest  in  paradise. 

With  him  in  bliss  to  live. 
Who  bought  it  with  so  great  a  price. 

Heaven  could  no  higher  give :  — 

Till  at  the  trumpet's  sound. 

When  soul  and  body  meet, 
They  twain  are  one  again,  and  found 

In  Christ,  a  saint  complete. 

By  his  good  Spirit  taught. 

While  trained  on  earth,  may  wo 
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Be  thus  by  grace  to  glory  brought. 
And  immortality. 


MAIL'S  BIRTH,  DEATH,  AND  JUDGMENT. 

Nothing  into  this  world  we  brought, 
And  nothing  can  we  take  away ; 

Oft  be  the  themes  of  earnest  thought, 
Man's  birth,  man's  death,  man's  judgment-daj. 

For  each  belongs  to  each  of  us ; 

Time  past,  time  present,  time  to  be, 
To  young  and  old,  determine  thus 

The  issues  of  eternity. 

All  are  born  poor,  howe'er  unlike, 

Their  lot  through  life ;  and  all  go  down 

Poor  to  the  dust :  —  the  darts  that  strike 
The  slave,  strike  him  who  wears  a  crown. 

That  name  which  each  on  earth  has  borne, 
Renowned,  inglorious,  or  obscure. 

E'en  from  his  gravestone  shall  be  worn ; 
Nought  under  heaven  can  endure. 

In  the  Lamb's  book  of  life  alone, 

The  everlasting  page  records, 
In  open  view  before  the  throne. 

The  names  of  those  who  are  the  Lord's. 

When  on  the  volume  of  that  book 

While  small  and  great  are  gathered  round, 

The  judge  of  quick  and  dead  shall  look. 
Be  all  our  names  unblotted  found. 
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LIFE  WITH  ITS  INFINITE  ALTERNATIVES. 

On  our  span-long  pilgrimage, 
Youthy  maturity,  old  age, 
What  is  life  ?  —  a  passing  breath : 
Time  ?  —  a  step  from  birth  to  death. 

On  that  step,  that  breath,  that  span. 

Hang  the  destinies  of  man  ; 

Not  on  this  poor  earth  alone, 

But  through  worlds  unseen,  unknown. 

Here  a  paradise  of  bliss. 
There  a  bottomless  abyss, 
At  the  saint's  or  sinner's  feet, 
Fi*aught  with  joys  or  terrors  meet 

While  we  walk  by  faith  below, 
Grace  direct  the  way  we  go, 
Through  thy  gloom,  Gethsemane ! 
O'er  thy  height,  sad  Calvary ! 

Thus  in  travelling  from  afar. 
Be  Christ's  cross  our  leading  star. 
And  his  garden-grave  our  rest, 
When  life's  sun  goes  down  the  west. 

There  in  hope  our  dust  be  found, 
When  the  years  have  filled  their  round. 
Sown  in  weakness,  raised  with  power, 
In  thejiew  creation's  hour. 
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PREPARATION  THROUGH  LIFE  UNTO  DEATH 

The  end  of  all  things  is  at  hand, 

Sober,  and  watchful  let  us  be, 
And  firm  to  our  profession  stand, 

In  faith  and  hope  and  charity. 

Satan,  our  adrersaiy  knows 

The  limit  of  his  lawless  power, 
Yet  like  a  roaring  lion  goes 

Forth,  seeking  whom  he  may  devour. 

The  shield  of  faith  then  let  us  take ; 

From  his  assaults  to  guard  our  hearts, 
And  quench,  though  from  the  burning  lake. 

The  force  of  all  his  fiery  darts. 

The  gospel-liope  be,  too,  our  stay. 
When  doubt  and  unbelief  prevail, 

Our  comfort  in  the  evil  day, 

Our  strength  when  flesh  and  spirit  fail. 

And  charity,  that  bond  of  peace, 

The  source  and  soul  of  pure  delights, 

Sweet  charity,  that  shall  not  cease, 

But  man  with  God,  through  Christ,  unites :  — 

That  holiest  unction  from  above 

Be  shed  on  our  affections  here, 
Till  all  are  perfected  in  love. 

And  perfect  love  hath  cast  out  fear. 
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THE  FLIGHT  OF  TIME  AN  INCENTIVE  TO 
RELIGIOUS  DILIGENCE. 

To-DAT  is  added  to  our  time, 

Yet  while  we  sing,  it  glides  away ; 
How  soon  shall  we  be  past  our  prime ; 

For  where,  alas  I  is  yesterday  ? 

Gone  —  gone  into  eternity : 

There,  every  day  in  turn  appears ; 
To-morrow  —  O  'twill  never  be. 

If  we  should  live  a  thousand  years  ! 

Our  time  is  all  to-day,  to-day. 

The  same,  though  changed ;  —  and  while  it  flics, 
With  still  small  voice  the  moments  say  — 

"  To-day,  to-day,  be  wise,  be  wise ! " 

Then  wisdom  from  above  impart, 

Lord  God !  send  fortii  thy  light  and  truth. 

To  guide  our  feet,  inform  our  heart. 
And  make  us  Christians  from  our  youth. 


THE  BODY  DIES;  THE  SOUL  SUFFERS  NO 

DECAY. 

Time  grows  not  old  with  length  of  years ; 

Changes  he  brings,  but  changes  not ; 
New  born  each  moment  he  appears  ; 

We  run  our  race,  and  are  forgot. 

Stars  in  perennial  rounds  return, 
As  from  eternity  they  came. 
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And  to  eternity  might  burn  ; 

We  are  not  for  one  hour  the  same. 

Spring  flowers  renew  their  glad  perfume, 
But  ere  a  second  spring  they  fly  ; 

Our  life  is  longer  than  their  bloom. 
Our  bloom  is  sweeter,  —  yet  we  die. 

Stars,  like  spring-flowers,  shall  pass  away ; 

Time,  like  the  stars,  must  cease  to  roll : 
We  have  what  never  can  decay,  — 

Like  flowers  and  stars  and  time,  —  a  soul. 

Lord  God  I  when  time  shall  end  his  flight. 
Stars  set  and  flowers  revive  no  more ; 

May  we  behold  thy  face  in  light. 
Thy  love  in  Jesus  Christ  adore. 


THE  VALUE  OF  A  MOMENT. 

At  every  motion  of  our  breath, 
Life  trembles  on  the  brink  of  death, 
A  taper's  flame  that  upward  turns, 
While  downward  to  the  dust  it  burns. 

A  moment  ushered  us  to  birth. 
Heirs  to  the  commonwealth  of  earth ; 
Moment  by  moment  years  are  past, 
And  one  ere  long  will  be  our  last 

*Twixt  that,  long  fled,  whidi  gave  us  light, 
And  that  which  soon  shall  end  in  night, 
There  is  a  point  no  eye  can  see, 
Yet  on  it  hangs  eternity. 
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This  is  that  moment, —  who  can  tell 
Whether  it  leads  to  heaven  or  hell  ? 
This  is  that  moment,  —  as  we  choose, 
The  immortal  soul  we  save  or  lose. 

Time  past  and  time  to  come  are  not ; 
Time  present  is  our  only  lot ; 
O  God  !  henceforth  our  hearts  incline 
To  seek  no  other  love  than  thine. 


TRANSLATION  OF  A  PARAPHRASE  OF  PART 
OF  CHAP.  XXXI.  OF  JEREMIAH. 

BTTHB  LATE  FELIX  NEFF,  PASTOR  OP  THE  HIGH  ALPS:  SUNG 
AT  HIS  BEDSIDE,  A  LITTLE  BEFOBE  HIS  DEATH,  BY  SOME 
OP  HIS  FRIENDS. 

Weep  no  more,  Zion,  dry  thy  streaming  tears, 
The  eternal  is  thy  God,  dismiss  thy  fears ; 
Rest  in  the  land  of  peace  for  thee  remains, 
Jehovah  leads  thee,  Israel's  strength  sustains. 

He  will  restore  thee,  even  as  from  the  dead, 
O'er  ruined  heaps  the  vine  and  olive  spread ; 
He  will  rebuild,  as  in  thy  happiest  hours. 
Thy  city  walls,  thy  battlements  and  towers. 

A  day  will  come,  a  day  when  from  on  high, 
Mount  Ephraim's  watchmen  to  the  tribes  shall  cry. 
Return,  ye  rebels ;  'tis  your  sovereign's  will 
That  calls  you ;  come  and  climb  his  holy  hill. 

Rise,  unforgotten  by  thy  Lord  above, 
He  loved  thee  with  an  everlasting  love  ; 


17G  ORIGINAL    HYMNS. 

That  love,  at  trumpet's  sound,  in  joyful  throngs, 
Thy  sons,  O  Zion !  now  extol  in  songs. 


THE  LIVING  AND  THE  DEAD. 

Where  are  the  dead  f    In  heaven  or  hell, 
Their  disembodied  spirits  dwell ; 
Their  buried  forms  in  bonds  of  clay. 
Reserved  until  the  judgment-day. 

Who  were  the  dead  ?    The  sons  of  time 
In  every  age,  and  state,  and  clime ; 
Benowned,  dishonored,  or  forgot, 
The  place  that  knew  them,  knows  them  not 

Where  are  the  living  f    On  the  ground, 
Where  prayer  is  heard,  and  mercy  found ; 
Where,  in  the  period  of  a  span. 
The  mortal  makes  the  immortal  man. 

TF^o  are  the  living  ?    They  whose  breath 
Draws  every  moment  nigh  to  death ; 
Of  bliss  or  woe  the  eternal  heirs ; 
O  what  an  awful  choice  is  theirs !       " 

Then  timely  warned,  may  we  begin 
To  follow  Christ,  and  flee  from  sin ; 
Daily  grow  up  in  him  our  head. 
Lord  of  the  living  and  the  dead. 


J 
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PREPARATION  FOR  HEAVEN. 

Heaven  is  a  place  of  rest  from  sin ; 

But  all  who  hope  to  enter  there, 
Must  here  that  holy  course  begin, 

Which  shall  their  souls  for  rest  prepare. 

Clean  hearts,  O  God !  in  us  create. 
Right  spirits,  Lord,  in  us  renew  ; 

Commence  we  now  that  higher  state, 
Now  do  thy  will  as  angels  do. 

A  life  in  heaven  1  —  O  what  is  this  ? 

The  sum  of  all  that  faith  believed ; 
Fulness  of  joy,  and  depths  of  bliss. 

Unseen,  unfathomed,  unconceived. 

While  thrones,  dominion^  princedoms,  powers, 
And  saints  made  perfect,  triumph  thus, 

A  goodly  heritage  is  ours. 

There  is  a  heaven  on  earth  for  us. 

The  church  of  Christ,  the  school  of  grace, 
The  Spirit  teaching  by  the  word ; 

In  those  our  Saviour's  steps  we  trace. 
By  this  his  living  voice  is  heard. 

Firm  in  his  footsteps  may  we  tread, 

Learn  every  lesson  of  his  love ; 
And  be  from  grace  to  glory  led. 

From  heaven  below  to  heaven  above 
VOL.  V.  12 
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HEAVEN  ON  EARTH. 

While  through  this  changing  world  we  roam 

From  infancy  to  age, 
Heaven  is  the  Christian  pilgrim's  home. 

His  rest  at  every  stage. 

Thither  his  raptured  thought  ascends, 

Eternal  joys  to  share  ; 
There  his  adoring  spirit  bends, 

While  here  Lj  kneels  in  prayer. 

From  earth  his  freed  affections  rise 

To  fix  on  things  above, 
Where  all  his  hope  of  glory  lies. 

And  love  is  perfect  love. 

Oh !  there  may  we  our  treasure  place, 
There  let  our  hearts  be  found, 

That  still  where  sin  abounded,  grace 
May  more  and  more  abound. 

Henceforth  our  conversation  be 
With  Christ  before  the  throne : 

Ere  long  we  eye  to  eye  shall  see, 
And  know  as  we  are  known. 


AN  ANTEPAST  OF  HE AVEN.  —  Psalm  xlvi. 

There  is  a  river  pure  and  bright, 

Whose  streams  make  glad  the  heavenly  plains. 
Where,  in  eternity  of  light. 

The  city  of  our  God  remains. 
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Built  bj  the  word  of  his  command^ 
With  his  unclouded  presence  blest, 

Firm  as  his  throne,  the  bulwarks  stand ; 
There  is  our  home,  our  hope,  our  rest. 

Thither  let  fervent  faith  aspire ; 

Our  treasure  and  our  heart  be  there : 
Oh  I  for  a  seraph's  wing  of  fire  I 

No, — on  the  mightier  wings  of  prayer, — 

We  reach  at  once  that  last  retreat, 

And,  ranged  among  the  ransomed  throng, 

Fall  with  the  elders  at  His  feet. 

Whose  name  alone  inspires  their  song. 

Ah  !  soon,  how  soon  !  our  spirits  droop ; 

Unwont  the  air  of  heaven  to  breathe  ; 
Yet  Gk)d,  in  very  deed,  will  stoop. 

And  dwell  himself  with  men  beneath. 

Come  to  thy  living  temples,  then. 

As  in  the  ancient  times  appear ; 
Let  earth  be  paradise  again, 

And  man,  O  Grod !  tliine  image  here. 


THE  VALLfiY  OF  THE   SHADOW  OF  DEATH. 

Psalm  xxiii.  4. 

Though  I  walk  the  downward  shade. 
Deepening  through  the  vale  of  death. 

Yet  I  will  not  be  afraid. 
But,  with  my  departing  breath, 
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I  will  glory  in  my  Grod, 
In  my  Saviour  I  will  trust, 

Strengthened  by  his  staff  and  rod, 
While  this  body  falls  to  dust. 

Soon  on  wings,  on  wings  of  love, 

My  transported  soul  shall  rise, 
Like  the  home-returning  dove, 

Vanishing  through  boundless  skies ; 
Then,  where  death  shall  be  no  more, 

Sin  nor  suffering  e'er  molest. 
All  my  days  of  mourning  o'er, 

In  his  presence  1  shall  rest. 


MERCIES  REMEMBERED  AND  ANTICIPATED. 

Psahn  xxiii.  4 — 6. 

Mercy  and  goodness,  O  my  God ! 

Have  followed  me  through  all  my  days ; 
Thy  strengthening  staff,  and  guiding  rod, 

Upheld  my  steps,  made  straight  my  ways : 
Lord,  till  I  reach  thy  holy  hill, 
Goodness  and  mercy  guard  me  still. 

And  when  I  yield  this  mortal  breath, 
My  soul  into  thy  hands  commend. 

And  pass  the  vale  and  shade  of  death. 
Thy  staff  and  rod  my  path  attend : 

Mercy  and  goodness  then  shall  be 

My  song  to  all  eternity. 
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SIN  AND   DEATH  CONQUERED.  —  Romans  x.  4. 

The  sting  of  death  is  sin, 

The  strength  of  sin  the  law  ; 
I  feel  the  envenomed  wound  within, 

But  who  the  sting  shall  draw  ? 

Thanks  be  to  God,  I  see 

My  health  in  Christ  his  Son, 
Who,  over  sin  and  death,  for  me. 

The  victory  hath  won. 

The  law  he  magnified, 

For  me  its  curse  he  bore  ; 
Who  shall  condemn  ?  —  T  'is  Christ  that  died, 

Now  lives  for  evermore. 

My  name  upon  the  roll 

Of  his  redeemed  be  found, 
And  in  life's  bundle  be  my  soul. 

For  his  souFs  travail  bound.  * 


THE  OAY  OF  JUDGMENT. 

How  many  generations  dead 
Dwell  in  the  dust  on  which  we  tread ! 
How  many  yet  may  spring  to  birth, 
When  we  are  seen  no  more  on  earth! 

Till,  of  past,  present  and  to  come. 
Time  shall  cast  up  the  destined  sum. 
And,  name  by  name,  through  that  amount, 
Call  every  unit  to  account. 
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Where'er  ensepulchred  they  lie, 
Each  then  must  answer,  "  Here  am  1 1 " 
And  once,  but  once,  all  Adam's  race 
Meet  for  a  moment  face  to  face. 

Then  shall  the  King  on  either  side, 
As  sheep  from  goats,  the  throng  divide, 
And  those  to  bliss,  and  these  to  woe, 
Rejoicing  or  lamenting  go. 

How  small  to  that  assembly  this  ! 
Yet  heirs  like  them  of  woe  or  bliss : 
Were  the  last  trumpet  now  to  sound. 
On  whether  hand  should  we  be  found  ? 

«  Guilty  "  we  plead,  0  Judge  of  all ! 
Guilty  into  thine  hands  we  fall ; 
The  friend  of  sinners  still  art  thou  ; 
Save  or  we  perish,  save  us  now  / 


THE  SECURITY  OF  SAINTS  AMIDST  THIS 
DESTRUCTION  OF  SINNERS. 

When  the  overwhelming  waters 
Once  a  world  of  sinners  drowned, 

Eight  of  Adam's  sons  and  daughters, 
In  the  ark  salvation  found ; 

Gathered  to  the  church,  may  we 

Thus  from  wrath  and  peril  flee. 

When  the  fire  from  God  descended 
On  the  cities  of  the  plain, 
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Three  alone,  by  heaven  befriended, 

Reflige  did  in  Zoar  gain : 
By  oar  pastors  led,  may  we 
Thus  escape  to  Calvary. 

When  the  midnight  angel  numbered 
Egypt's  first-born  with  the  dead, 

Israel's  tribes,  unsmitten  slumbered, 
Where  the  paschal  lamb  had  bled : 

By  the  blood  of  sprinkling,  we 

Thus  from  vengeance  are  made  free. 

When,  while  quick  and  dead  assemble. 

Flames  this  universe  destroy. 
Though  the  wicked  quake  and  tremble, 

Saints  shall  lift  their  heads  with  joy : 
Raised  to  life,  like  them,  may  we 
With  the  Lord  for  ever  be. 


THE  DAY  APTER  JUDGMENT. 

The  days  and  years  of  time  are  fled, 
Sun,  moon,  and  stars  have  shone  their  last ; 

The  earth  and  sea  gave  up  their  dead, 
Then  vanished  at  the  archangel's  blast ; 

All  secret  things  have  been  revealed. 

Judgment  is  passed,  the  sentence  sealed. 

And  man  to  all  eternity 

What  he  is  now  henceforth  must  be. 

From  Adam  to  his  youngest  heir, 
Not  one  escaped  the  muster-roll. 


184  ORIGINAL   HY3IN3. 

Each,  as  if  he  alone  were  there, 

Stood  up,  and  won  or  lost  his  soul ; 
These  from  the  Judge's  presence  go 
Down  into  everlasting  woe ; 
Vengeance  hath  barred  the  gates  of  hell, 
The  scenes  within  no  tongue  can  tell. 

But  lo !  far  off  the  righteous  pass 

To  glory  frona  the  King's  right  hand; 
In  silence,  on  the  sea  of  glass, 

Heaven's  numbers  without  number  stand, 
While  he  who  bore  the  cross  lays  down 
His  priestly  robe  and  victor  crown ; 
The  mediatorial  reign  complete, 
All  things  are  put  beneath  his  feet. 

Then  every  eye  in  him  shall  see, 

(While  thrones  and  powers  before  him  fall,) 
The  fulness  of  the  Deity, 

Where  God  himself  is  all  in  all : 
O  how  eternity  will  ring 
With  the  first  note  the  ransomed  sing ! 
While  in  that  strain  all  voices  blend. 
Which  once  begun  shall  never  end. 

In  that  unutterable  song, 

Shall  I  employ  immortal  breath  ? 

Or,  with  the  wicked  borne  along, 
For  ever  die  *'  the  second  death  ?  " 

Jesus,  my  life,  my  light  thou  art ; 

Thy  word  is  in  my  mouth,  my  heart ; 

Lord,  I  believe,  —  my  spirit  save 

From  sinking  lower  than  the  grave. 
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THE  SONG  OF  THE  HUNDRED  AND  FORTY 
AND  FOUR  THOUSAND. 

What  are  these  in  bright  array, 

This  innumerable  throng, 
Round  the  altar  night  and  day, 

Hymning  one  triumphant  song : 
"  Worthy  is  the  Lamb  once  slain, 

Blessing,  honor,  glory,  power, 
Wisdom,  riches,  to  obtain. 

New  dominion  every  hour." 

These  through  fiery  trials  trod ; 

These  from  great  affliction  came  ; 
Now  before  the  throne  of  God, 

Sealed  with  his  almighty  name : 
Clad  in  raiment  pure  and  white, 

Victor-palms  in  every  hand. 
Through  their  dear  Redeemer's  might, 

More  than  conquerors  they  stand. 

Hunger,  thirst,  disease  unknown, 

On  immortal  fruits  they  feed ; 
Them,  the  Lamb  amidst  the  throne. 

Shall  to  living  fountains  lead ; 
Joy  and  gladness  banish  sighs, 

Perfect  love  dispels  all  fear. 
And  for  ever  from  their  eyes, 

God  shall  wipe  away  the  tear. 


L. 
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FOR  EVER  WITH  THE  LORD. 

Eternity  I  Eternitjl 

That  boundless,  soundless,  tideless,  sea, 

Of  mysteries  the  mystery. 

What  is  eternity  to  me  ? 

Infinite  bliss  or  misery, 

Woe  past,  woe  present,  woe  to  be ; 

The  fulness  of  felicity ; 

These  are  eternity  to  me. 

Two  voices  from  eternity  I 

A  voice  from  heaven  comes  down  to  me, 

A  voice  from  hell  breaks  dolefully, 

"  Life,  death,  O  man !  are  offered  thee.** 

The  abyss  is  moved ;  even  wrath  cries  "  Flee  I 
The  height  expands,  and  love  cries  "  See 
What  God  hath  here  prepared  for  thee  ; 
Choose  thou  thine  own  eternity  1  *' 


GOOD  TIDINGS  OF  GREAT  JOY  TO  ALL 

PEOPLE. 

Angels  from  the  realms  of  glory. 
Wing  your  flight  o'er  all  the  earth. 

Ye  who  sang  creation's  story, 
Now  proclaim  Messiah's  birth ; 
Come  and  worship. 

Worship  Christ  the  new-bom  King. 
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Shepherds,  in  the  field  abiding, 

Watching  o'er  your  flocks  by  night, 

God  with  man  is  now  residing, 
Yonder  shines  the  infant-light ; 
Come  and  worship, 

Worship  Christ  the  new-born  King. 

Sages,  leave  your  contemplations, 

Brighter  visions  beam  afar. 
Seek  the  great  Desire  of  Nations  ; 

Ye  have  seen  his  natal  star ; 
Come  and  worship. 
Worship  Christ  the  new-bom  King. 

Saints,  before  the  altar  bending. 
Watching  long  in  hope  and  fear, 

Suddenly  the  Lord  descending 
In  his  temple  shall  appear ; 
Come  and  worship, 

Worship  Christ  the  new-born  King. 

Sinners,  wrung  with  true  repentance, 
Doomed  for  guilt  to  endless  pains, 

Justice  now  revokes  the  sentence, 

Mercy  calls  you  —  break  your  chains ; 
Come  and  worship, 

Worship  Christ  the  new-born  King. 


mVITATIOX  TO  THE  JEWS  TO  ACKNOWL- 
EDGE CHRIST. 

Children  of  Zion,  know  your  King, 
Your  own  Messiah  hail : 
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Hosanna  in  his  temple  sing, 
For  he  hath  rent  the  veil. 

Himself  the  sacrifice  for  sin, 
As  your  High-Priest  he  died : 

With  his  own  blood,  he  entered  in, — 
Behold  him  crucified ! 

Behold  him  on  the  mercy-seat, 
High  in  the  holiest  place  ; 

Now  cast  yourselves  before  his  feet, 
Then  rise  to  see  his  face. 

That  face  with  reconciling  beams 
Shines  forth  upon  you  all ; 

No  longer  mourn  by  Babel's  streams. 
He  calls  you,  —  hear  his  call. 

So  shall  your  hearts  within  you  burn ; 

While  guided  by  his  voice. 
With  songs  to  Zion  you  return, 

And  in  your  God  rejoice. 

At  his  great  name,  bow  every  knee ; 

Let  every  tongue  confess 
Christ,  whom  your  fathers  slew,  is  HE, 

The  Lord  your  Righteousness. 


THE  RESTORATION  OF  ISRAEL. 

Daughter  of  Zion,  from  the  dust, 

Exalt  thy  fallen  head  ; 
Again  in  thy  Redeemer  trust. 

He  calls  thee  from  the  dead. 
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Awake,  awake,  put  on  thy  strength, 

Thy  beautiful  array ; 
The  day  of  freedom  dawns  at  length, 

The  Lord's  appointed  day. 

Rebuild  thy  walls,  thy  bounds  enlarge. 

And  send  thy  heralds  forth ; 
Say  to  the  South,  — "  Give  up  thy  charge, 

And  keep  not  back,  O  North ! " 

They  come,  they  come  ;  —  thine  exiled  bands, 

Where'er  they  rest  or  roam, 
Have  heard  thy  voice  in  distant  lands. 

And  hasten  to  their  home. 

Thus)  though  the  universe  shall  bum, 

And  God  his  works  destroy. 
With  songs  the  ransomed  shall  return, 

And  everlasting  joy. 


THE  CHRISTIANS'  CALL  TO  THE  GYPSIES. 

Isa.  xviii.  7. 

Chuistians. 

Strangers,  whence  came  ye  to  the  West ; 

Are.  ye  the  offspring  of  the  sun, 
That  from  his  rising  to  his  rest. 

Through  every  clime  he  shines  on,  run  ? 
So  bright  of  eye,  so  dark  of  hue. 
Surely  your  sire  hath  looked  on  you.- 


190  ORIGINAL    HTMN3. 

Gypsies. 
Of  higher  lineage  than  the  sun, 

(But  where  our  birthplace  none  can  show,) 
His  track  in  heaven,  on  earth  we  run, 

From  where  the  waves  of  Ganges  flow, 
Or  Nile's  mysterious  waters  well 
From  Afric's  heart,  unsearchable. 

Strangers  and  pilgrims  everywhere, 
In  exile  through  the  world  we  roam, 

Yet  catch  no  breath  of  natal  air. 

Yet  find  no  place  that  once  was  home ; 

We  meet  no  form  to  ours  akin. 

No  door  to  welcome  us  within. 

Our  fathers  came  not  on  the  wing,     • 

• 

Like  swallows  in  their  annual  round. 
Nor  did  their  field-born  households  spring 

Like  flowers  in  April,  from  the  ground; 
Although,  like  flowers,  or  swallows  led. 
They  might  have  risen  from  the  dead :  — 

So  simultaneously  appeared 

Through  many  a  land,  a  race,  that  sought 
Not  gold  or  conquest,  —  hoped  nor  feared, 

Weapon  nor  merchandise  they  brought ; 
But,  where  sweet  spots  of  way -side  green 
Gave  sun  and  shade,  their  tents  werje  seen. 

Ages  since  then  are  worn  away. 
And  we,  instinctively  estranged. 

From  those  with  whom  we  dwell,  —  as  they 
That  went  before,  remain  unchanged; 
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Subtle  though  sinful,  wild  yet  tame, 
Looks,  language,  manners,  minds,  the  same. 

But  must  we  so  be  born  smd  die  ? 

Must  all  our  generations  pass 
Like  clouds  that  vanish  through  the  sky  ? 

And  single  lives,  like  blades  of  grass 
At  day-break  green,  with  dew-drops  fed, 
Ere  noon  be  shorn,  by  night-fall  dead  ? 

CHBIBTIAirS. 

Strangers,  we  hail  you  to  the  West, 
Nameless  no  more,  nor  hopeless  roam, 

Here  seek  your  hope,  here  find  your  rest, 
Our  country  yours,  and  yours  our  home; 

And  this  our  bond  of  union  be. 

Ye  are  our  brethren,  yours  are  we. 

Not  Nile  nor  Ganges  gave  you  birth, 
Your  parentage  and  ours  is  one  ; 

Coeval  with  the  heavens  and  earth. 
The  God  who  spake  and  it  was  done ; 

In  his  great  name  on  you  we  call ; 

He  is  the  Father  of  us  all. 

Leave  then  the  wild,  the  lane,  the  wood, 
Live  not  like  brutes  that  perish  thus  ; 

O  come,  and  we  will  do  you  good. 
For  God  hath  spoken  good  to  us : 

Come,  we  will  teach  you  all  his  ways ; 

Come,  and  let  both  show  forth  his  praise. 
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Gypsies. 
We  come,  we  come,  the  world  forsake ; 

With  heart,  soul,  mind,  and  all  their  powers, 
Tour  country  and  your  home  we  take, 

Tour  people  and  your  God  for  ours ; 
Resolved  with  you  to  live  and  die. 
Dwell  where  you  dwell,  lie  where  you  lie. 

Christians  and  Gypsies. 
Then,  when  our  bodies,  dust  to  dust. 

And  side  by  side  their  Sabbath  keep, 
May  our  free  souls  among  the  just 

Watch  for  that  breaking  up  from  sleep, 
When  once  again  we  all  shall  be, 
Joint  heirs  of  immortality. 


FOR  A  DEAF  MAN. 

To  me,  though  neither  voice  nor  sound. 
From  earth  or  air  may  come, 

Deaf  to  the  world  that  brawls  around, 
The  world  to  me  is  dumb. 

Tet  may  the  quick  and  conscious  eye 

Assist  the  slow  dull  ear  ; 
Sight  can  the  signs  of  thought  supply, 

And  with  a  look  I  hear. 

The  song  of  birds,  the  water's  fall, 
Sweet  tones  and  grating  jars, 

Hail,  tempest,  wind,  and  thunder,  —  all 
Are  silent  as  the  stars :  — 
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The  stars  that  on  their  tranquil  way, 

In  language  without  speech, 
The  glory  of  the  Lord  display, 

And  to  all  nations  preach. 

Now,  though  one  outward  sense  be  sealed, 

The  kind  remaining  four, 
To  teach  me  needful  knowledge,  yield 

Their  earnest  aid  the  more. 

Yet  hath  mine  heart  an  inward  ear, 
Through  which  its  powers  rejoice  ; 

Speak,  Lord ;  and  let  me  love  to  hear 
Thy  Spirit's  still  small  voice. 

So  when  the  archangel  from  the  ground 

Shall  summon  great  and  small, 
The  ear  now  deaf  shall  hear  that  sound, 

And  answer  to  the  call. 


FOR  MARINERS. 

Now  weigh  the  anchor,  hoist  the  sail, 
Launch  out  upon  the  pathless  deep, 

Resolved,  however  veers  the  gale. 
The  destined  port  in  mind  to  keep  ; 

Through  all  the  dangers  of  the  way, 

Deliver  us,  good  Lord,  we  pray. 

When  tempests  mingle  sea  and  sky. 
And  winds  like  lions  rage  and  rend, 
VOL.  V.  13 
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Ships  o'er  the  mountain-waters  flj, 

Or  doim  unfathomed  depths  descend, 
Though  skill  avail  not,  strength  decay, 
Deliver  us,  good  Lord,  we  pray. 

If  lightnings  irom  embattled  clouds 

Strike,  or  a  spark  in  secret  nurst. 
From  stem  to  stern,  o'er  masts  and  shrouds, 

Like  doomsday's  condagration  burst, 
Amid  the  fire  thy  power  display. 
Deliver  us,  good  Lord,  we  pray. 

Through  yielding  planks,  should  ocean  urge 

Rude  entrance,  flooding  all  below, 
Speak,  ere  we  foimder  in  the  surge  — 

"  Thus  far,  nor  farther  shall  ye  go  ; 
Here,  ye  proud  waves,  your  fury  stay :  '* 
Deliver  us,  good  Lord,  we  pray. 

With  cordage  snapt,  and  canvas  riven, 

Through  straits  thick-strown  with  rock  and  shoal, 

Along  some  gulph-stream  darkly  driven, 
Fast  wedged  'midst  icebergs  at  the  pole. 

Or  on  low  breakers  cast  away, 

Deliver  us,  good  Lord,  we  pray. 

Save,  or  we  perish ;  —  calms  or  storms, 

By  day,  by  night,  at  home,  afar,- 
Death  walks  the  waves  in  all  his  forms, 

And  shoots  his  darts  from  every  star ; 
Want,  pain,  and  woe  man's  path  waylay. 
Deliver  us,  good  Lord,  we  pray. 
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INVOCATION  TO  PEACE.  —  Phil.  iv.  7. 

Feacb  that  passeth  understanding, 
Peace  to  calm  the  bosom's  strife, 

Peace  the  winds  and  waves  commanding, 
On  this  stormy  sea  of  life  ; 

Peace  the  wounded  spirit  healing. 

Peace  the  love  of  Christ  revealing  ; 

Peace,  0  God !  thy  peace  impart ; 

Thou  of  peace  the  author  art. 

Peace  to  keep  our  minds  for  ever 

In  thy  faith,  thy  fear,  thy  way ; 
Peace  to  keep  our  hearts,  that  never 

Thought,  desire,  nor  feeling  stray  I 
Peace  to  soothe  in  every  trial. 
Peace  to  soften  self-denial, 
Peace  our  daily  cross  to  take, 
Grant  us,  for  our  Saviour's  sake. 

War  with  aU  the  powers  of  evil, 

We  may  every  moment  wage. 
Yet  of  world,  and  flesh,  and  devil. 

Scorn  the  friendship,  falsehood,  rage  ; 
Though  by  foes  and  perils  haunted. 
We  shall  pass  unharmed,  undaunted. 
Thy  whole  armor,  while  we  wear. 
Sword,  shield,  breastplate,  helm,  —  all  prayer. 
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FOR  A  BIRTHDAY. 

Is  this  the  daj  that  gave  me  birth  ? 

Returning  year  by  year, 
Still  as  a  stranger  on  the  earth, 

It  finds  and  leaves  me  here. 

But  oh  I  the  day,  the  day  draws  nigh. 
When  I  must  hence  depart, 

Leave  all  things  pleasant  to  the  eye, 
Or  precious  to  the  heart. 

Where  shall  my  naked  spirit  then, 
Flee  at  my  latest  breath  ? 

Alas  !  I  must  be  born  again, 
Or  die  a  deadlier  death. 

While  everlasting  ages  roll 

Without  a  change  away. 
My  ransomed  or  my  ruined  soul, 

Shall  bless  or  curse  this  day. 

Lord  Jesus,  who  thyself  was  bom 

To  live  and  die  for  me. 
Thy  doctrine  may  my  life  adorn, 

Death  take  me  home  to  thee. 


FOR  A  FRIEND'S  BIRTHDAY. 

Brother  and  friend,  with  heart  and  voice, 
We  greet  thee  on  this  festal  morn ; 

None  but  the  Christian  can  rejoice 
In  deed  and  truth,  that  he  was  bom. 
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Since  to  this  evil  world  you  came, 

Your  heavenly  birth-right  have  you  prized  ? 
In  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit's  name, 

Were  you  not  from  that  world  baptized  ? 

Then  dead  to  sin,  alive  to  God, 

Whate'er  you  feel,  or  seek,  or  do. 
Along  the  path  our  Saviour  trod, 

Meekly"  his  blessed  steps  pursue. 

So  shall  the  Father  cause  his  face 
To  shine  on  you  while  life  endures, 

So  be  the  Son's  redeeming  grace, 
The  Holy  Ghost's  communion,  yours. 

So  may  we  all  with  heart  and  voice 

Sing  at  the  resurrection  mom, 
And  through  eternity  rejoice, 

At  God's  right  hand,  that  we  were  bom. 


FOR  THE  RENEWAL  OF  ANNIVERSARY 

BLESSINGS. 

0  THOU,  in  whom  we  live  and  move 
And  have  our  being !  meet  us  here ; 

Let  us  thy  tender  mercy  prove. 

As  thou  art  wont,  from  year  to  year. 

For  year  by  year,  when  throngs  on  throngs, 

Rejoicing  to  thy  courts  repair. 
To  offer  praise  in  choral  songs, 

And  pour  their  souls  in  fervent  prayer:  — 
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To  prayers  and  songs  in  sovereign  grace, 

A  wiUing  ear  thou  dost  incline, 
And  cause  the  glorjr  of  thy  face 

In  Christ,  on  all  and  each  to  shine. 

To  each  and  all,  this  day,  anew, 

The  tokens  of  thy  love  impart, 
And  let  thy  blessing  fall  like  dew, 

— Fall  on  good  ground  in  every  heart 

In  every  heart  thy  word  be  sown. 

Spring  up,  and  thrive  through  heat  and  cold, 
Until  it  shake  like  Lebanon, 

With  heavenly  fruit  an  hundred  fold :  — 

Fruit  ripening  in  our  earthly  cKme, 
Till  all  the  plants  thus  trained  by  thee, 

Flourish  as  trees  of  life  through  time. 
Then  trees  of  immortality. 


ON  A  SPECIAL  CHRISTIAN  FESTIVAL 

OCCASION. 

The  sun  clear-shining  after  showers 

May  his  own  image  view, 
Reflected  from  a  thousand  flowers 

In  countless  drops  of  dew. 

If  then  a  freshening  breeze  up-springs. 

Above,  around,  beneath. 
Like  heavenward  incense  on  its  wings. 

Their  mingled  odors  breathe. 
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So  !  where  the  Sun  of  Righteousness 

His  cheering  radiance  sheds, 
Where  gracious  rains  have  fallen  to  bless 

The  church's  garden-beds. 

Christ's  ransomed  tribes  before  him  stand, 

With  his  own  glory  bright ; 
Plants  of  his  heavenly  Father's  hand, 

And  children  of  the  light. 

Then  should  the  Spirit  from  above 

A  gale  of  Eden's  blow, 
As  from  a  paradise  of  love, 

How  sweet  their  spices  flow ! 

To-day,  while  thousands  meet  as  one 

In  many  a  holy  place, 
May  he  who  is  of  all  the  Sun, 

In  each  his  image  trace. 


FOR  CHRISTMAS. 

Sleep,  weary  world,  and  take  thy  rest, 
Thy  countless  eye-lids  close ; 

Shut  all  thy  cares  within  thy  breast, 
For  once  in  peace  repose. 

Wake,  slumbering  world  ;  a  midnight  cry 
Comes  with  Almighty  breath ; 

Wake ;  thy  redemption  draweth  nigh. 
Rise  from  the  dust  of  death. 

Yon  star,  those  angels,  shepherds,  kings, 
A  birth  from  heaven  proclaim ; 
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The  Son  of  God  salvataon  brings, 
Emanuel  is  his  name. 

Gather  thy  children  from  afar, 
Of  climes  and  tongues  unknown  ; 

Show  them  the  stable  and  the  star, 
Christ's  manger  and  his  throne. 

There,  with  the  angels,  loud  and  sweet, 
All  hearts,  all  voices  blend  ; 

There,  with  the  shepherds,  at  his  feet, 
All  knees,  all  nations  bend. 

There,  with  the  wise  men  from  the  east, 
Sinners  their  offerings  bring ; 

Each  at  this  altar  be  a  priest. 
And  every  priest  a  king. 

For  he  shall  wash  them  in  his  blood, 

Shall  with  his  robes  array. 
And  make  them  kings  and  priests  to  Grod : 

Lord  Jesus,  speed  the  day. 


FOR  A  RELIGIOUS  ANNIVERSARY. 
Once  more,  to  pay  our  annual  vows, 

We  to  thy  temple.  Lord,  repair  ; 
While  every  knee  before  thee  bows, 

And  every  lip  is  moved  in  prayer, 
Send  down  thy  Spirit  from  above, 
Thy  Holy  Spirit,  God  of  love. 

In  Pentecostal  power  and  grace, 
May  he  baptize  us  now  with  fire, 
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With  his  sweet  presence  fill  the  place, 

With  faith  and  hope  our  hearts  inspire, 
Faith,  seeing  what  no  eye  can  see, 
Hope,  breathing  immortality. 

Through  him  to  us  thy  Son  reveal, 
In  every  form  that  once  he  wore. 

When,  with  his  blood,  our  peace  to  seal, 
Our  sins  he  in  his  body  bore, 

For  all  a  full  atonement  made, 

For  each  a  priceless  ransom  paid. 

The  helpless  child  in  Bethlehem  born, 

Heaven's  pilgrim  through  earth's  wilderness, 

The  man  of  sorrows  and  of  scorn, 
Him  as  our  Lord  we  would  confess. 

And  nothing  know,  or  seek  beside 

Christ  Jesus,  and  him  crucified. 

So  may  we  in  his  likeness  grow, 
God  in  the  fiesh  made  manifest  — 

Through  whom  thine  image,  lost  below, 
On  souls  new-born  is  reimpressed  ; 

No  longer  kindred  to  the  clod, 

Though  sons  of  Adam,  sons  of  God. 


AN  HUNDRED  YEARS  AGO. 

HYMM  FOB  THE  GBNTBNABT  OF  WEBLETAN  METHODISM. 

One  song  of  praise,  one  voice  of  prayer, 
Around,  above,  below ; 
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Ye  winds  and  waves  the  burden  bear, 
"  An  hundred  years  ago !  *' 

^  An  hundred  years  ago ! "    What  then  ? 

There  rose,  the  world  to  bless, 
A  little  band  of  faithful  men, 

A  cloud  of  witnesses : 

It  looked  but  like  a  human  hand  ; 

Few  welcomed,  and  none  feared, 
Yet,  as  it  opened  o'er  the  land, 

The  hand  of  God  appeared. 

The  Lord  made  bare  his  holy  arm. 
In  sight  of  earth  and  hell ; 

Fiends  fled  before  it  with  alarm. 
And  alien-armies  fell. 

God  gave  the  word,  and  great  hath  been 

The  preachers'  company ; 
What  wonders  have  our  fathers  seen  I 

What  signs  their  children  see  I 

One  song  of  praise  for  mercies  past, 
Through  all  our  courts  resound ; 

One  voice  of  prayer,  that  to  the  last, 
Grace  may  yet  more  abound. 

All  hail,  "  An  hundred  years  ago ! " 
And  when  our  lips  are  dumb, 

Be  millions  heard  rejoicing  so. 
An  hundred  years  to  come. 
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THT  KINGDOM  COME. 

Written  in  the  metre  and  to  suit  the  tune  of  the  hymn  said  to 
have  been  composed  and  set  to  mnsic  by  Luther,  and  sung  by 
him  and  his  friends,  as  they  entered  the  city  of  Worms,  to 
appear  before  the  Diet  there;  when,  though  he  had  reason  to 
fear  treachery  and  cruelty  equal  to  that  experienced  by  his 
martyred  predecessor,  John  Huss,  at  the  Council  of  Constance, 
he  declared,  while  his  advisers  would  have  dissuaded  him  from 
going  thither,  that  '*  if  there  were  as  many  devils  there  as  there 
were  tiles  on  the  houses,  he  would  go  and  face  them.' 


»t 


Send  out  thy  light  and  truth,  O  God ! 
With  sound  of  trumpet  from  above  ; 
Break  not  the  nations  with  thy  rod, 
But  draw  them  as  with  cords  of  love ; 
Justice  and  mercy  meet ; 

The  work  is  well  begun, 
Through  every  clime  their  feet, 
Who  bring  glad  tidings,  run ; 
In  earth,  as  heaven,  thy  will  be  done. 

Before  thee  every  idol  fall. 

Rend  the  false  prophet's  veil  of  lies ; 
The  fulness  of  the  Gentiles  call, 
Be  Israel  saved,  let  Jacob  rise  : 
Thy  kingdoni  come  indeed, 

Thy  church  with  union  bless, 
All  Scripture  be  her  creed, 
And  every  tongue  confess 
One  Lord,  —  the  Lord  our  Righteousness 

Now  for  the  travail  of  his  soul, 
Messiah's  peaceful  reign  advance  i 
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From  sea  to  sea,  from  pole  to  pole, 
He  claims  his  pledged  inheritance : 
O  thou  most  mighty  !  gird 

Thy  sword  upon  thy  thigh,  — 
That  two-edged  sword,  —  thy  word, 

By  which  thy  foes  shall  die, 
Then  be  new-born  beneath  thine  eye. 

So  perish  all  thine  enemies, 

Their  enmity  alone  be  slain ; 
Thenfiy  in  the  arms  of  mercy  seize, 
Breathe,  and  their  souls  shall  come  again : 
So  may  thy  friends  at  length. 

Oft  smitten,  oft  laid  low, 
Forth,  like  the  sun  in  strength. 

Conquering,  to  conquer  go, 
Till  to  thy  throne  all  nations  flow. 


THE  GATHERING  OF  THE  GENTDLES. 

The  heathen  perish ;  —  day  by  day. 
Thousands  on  thousands  pass  away  I 
O  Christians  !  to  their  rescue  fly. 
Preach  Jesus  to  them  ere  they  die. 

Wealth,  labor,  talents,  freely  give. 
Yea,  life  itself,  that  they  may  live ; 
What  hath  your  Saviour  done  for  you  f 
And  what  for  him  will  ye  not  do  ? 

Thou  Spirit  of  the  Lord,  go  forth, 
CaU  in  the  south,  wake  up  the  north ; 
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Of  every  clime,  from  sun  to  sun, 
Gather  God's  children  into  one. 


THE  SPIRIT  ACCOMPANYINQ  THE  WORD 

OF  GOD. 

0  Spirit  of  the  living  God  I 

In  all  thy  plenitude  of  grace, 
Where'er  the  foot  of  man  hath  trod. 

Descend  on  our  apostate  race. 

Give  tongues  of  fire  and  hearts  of  love. 

To  preach  the  reconciling  word  ; 
Give  power  and  unction  from  above, 

Whene'er  the  joyful  sound  is  heard. 

Be  darkness,  at  thy  coming,  light. 

Confusion,  order  in  thy  path  ; 
Souls  without  strength  inspire  with  might, 

Bid  mercy  triumph  over  wrath. 

0  Spirit  of  the  Lord  !  prepare 

AH  the  round  earth  her  God  to  meet ; 

Breathe  thou  abroad  like  morning  air. 
Till  hearts  of  stone  begin  to  beat. 

Baptize  the  nations ;  far  and  nigh. 
The  triumphs  of  the  cross  record ; 

The  name  of  Jesus  glorify, 
.Till  every  kindred  call  him  Lord. 

God  from  eternity  hath  willed. 
All  flesh  shall  his  salvation  see  ; 
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So  be  the  father's  love  fulfilled. 

The  Saviour's  sufferings  crowned  through  thee. 


FOR  A  JUVENILB  MISSIONARY  MEETING. 

PART  I. 

A  GRAIN  of  corn  an  infant's  hand 
May  plant  upon  an  inch  of  land, 
Whence  twenty  stalks  may  spring,  and  yield 
Enough  to  stock  a  little  field. 

The  harvest  of  that  field  might  then 

Be  multiplied  to  ten  times  ten, 

Which  sown  thrice  more,  would  furnish  bread 

Wherewith  an  army  might  be  fed. 

PART  II. 

A  penny  is  a  little  thing 

Which  even  the  poor  man's  child  may  fling 

Into  the  treasury  of  heaven, 

And  make  it  worth  as  much  as  seven. 

As  seven !  nay,  worth  its  weight  in  gold, 
And  that  increased  a  million  fold ; 
For  lo  I  a  penny  tract,  if  well 
Applied,  may  save  a  soul  from  hell. 

That  soul  can  scarce  be  saved  alone,  — 
It  must,  it  will,  its  bliss  make  known ; 
"  Come,"  it  will  cry,  "  and  you  shall  see 
What  great  things  God  hath  done  for  me." 

Hundreds  that  joyful  sound  may  hear ; 
Hear  with  the  heart  as  well  as  ear ; 
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And  these  to  thousands  more  proclaim, 
Salvation  in  the  "  Only  Name." 

That  "  Only  Name,"  above,  below, 
Let  Jews,  and  Turks,  and  Pagans  know; 
Till  every  tongue  and  tribe  shall  call 
On  "  Jesus  Christ,"  as  Lord  of  all  1 

PABT  III. 

The  day  of  small  things  God  will  not 
Despise,  the  least  are  unforgot ; 
An  orphan's  offering,  widow's  mite, 
Are  precious  in  their  Maker's  sight. 

Children  !  who  now  hosannas  raise, 
Out  of  whose  mouths  he  perfects  praise, 
Spare  from  the  little  you  possess. 
What  God  will  own,  accept,  and  bless. 

Till  through  the  east,  the  south,  the  west, 
Gifts  from  the  north  will  be  so  blest, 
That,  in  the  end,  earth's  countless  throngs 
Shall  sing  with  us  this  song  of  songs  :  — 

"Worthy  the  Lamb  for  sinners  slain. 
Power,  riches,  honor  to  obtain, 
Who  loved  and  washed  us  in  his  blood. 
And  made  us  kings  and  priests  to  God." 


THE  SUCCESS  OF  THE  GOSPEL  IN  OUR  DAYS. 

"  Let  there  be  light : "  thus  spake  the  Word  ; 
The  Word  was  God ;  "  and  there  way  light : " 


208  ORIGINAL   HYMNS. 

Still  the  creative  voice  is  heard ; 
A  day  is  bom  from  every  night. 

And  every  night  shall  turn  to  day, 

While  months,  and  years,  and  ajges  roll ; 

But  we  have  seen  a  brighter  ray 
Dawn  on  the  chaos  of  the  soul. 

Nor  we  alone  ;  its  wakening  smiles 
Have  broke  the  gloom  of  pagan  sleep : 

The  Word  hath  reached  the  utmost  isles, 
God's  Spirit  moves  upon  the  deep. 

Already  from  the  dust  of  death, 
Man  in  his  Maker's  image  stands  ; 

Once  more  inhales  immortal  breath. 
And  stretches  forth  to  heaven  his  hands. 

From  day  to  day,  before  our  eyes. 
Glows  and  extends  the  work  begun ; 

When  shall  the  new  creation  rise 
On  every  land  beneath  the  sun  ? 

When,  in  the  Sabbath  of  his  love. 
Shall  God  amidst  his  labors  rest ; 

And,  bending  from  his  throne  above. 
Again  pronounce  his  creatures  blessed  ? 


ON  THE  JUBILEE  OF  THE   LONDON  MISSION- 

ARY  SOCIETY. 

Arise  and  shine,  your  light  is  come. 
Fair  islands  of  the  West  I 
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Awake  and  sing,  once  deaf  and  dumb. 
Now  islands  of  the  blest. 

Shine,  for  the  glory  of  the  Lord 

Your  coral-reefs  surrounds : 
Sing,  for  the  trumpet  of  his  word 

O'er  all  your  ocean  sounds. 

Poor  Africa  !  through  thy  waste  sands. 
Where  Calvary's  fountain  flows, 

Deserts  become  ImmanueFs  lands, 
And  blossom  like  the  rose. 

India,  beneath  the  chariot  Wheels 

Of  Juggernaut  overthrown. 
Thy  heart  a  quickening  Spirit  feels, 

A  pulse  beats  through  the  stone. 

China  I  behold  thy  quaking  wall : 
Foredoomed  by  Heaven's  decree, 

A  hand  is  writing  on  it —  ^^FaU!  " 
A  voice  goes  forth  —  ^^  Be  free  /  " 

Ye  pagan  tribes  I  of  every  race. 

Clime,  country,  language,  hue. 
Believe,  obey,  be  saved  by  grace. 

The  Gospel  speaks  to  you. 

Father  of  lights  I  thy  will  be  done 

Here,  as  by  saints  above  ; 
Give  earth's  whole  empire  to  thy  Son, 

For  he  must  reign  in  love :  — 
VOL.  V.  14 
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Reign,  till  beneath  his  feet,  all  foes ; 

Vanquished  for  ever  lie  ; 
And  the  last  judgment's  sentence  close 

The  book  of  prophecy. 


FOR  A  CONGREGATION  OF  NEGROES. 

Our  Master,  Jesus,  reigned  above, 

The  Lord  of  aU  was  he ; 
And  yet  he  choae  to  set  his  love, 

0  wondrous  love !  on  me. 

Our  Master,  Jesus,  —  bless  his  name ! 

1  love  to  hear  the  sound,  — 
When  I  was  lost  to  seek  me  came, 

And,  O  thank  God !  he  found. 

Our  Master,  Jesus,  from  his  birth 

My  sins  and  sorrows  bore  ; 
And  while  he  lived,  like  me,  on  earth, 

A  servant's  form  he  wore. 

Our  Master,  Jesus,  went  to  preach 

The  Grospel  everywhere. 
And  by  his  own  example  teach 

How  we  the  cross  should  bear. 

Our  Master,  Jesus,  O  how  kind 

Was  all  he  did  and  said ! 
He  healed  the  sick,  the  lame,  the  blind, 

And  raised  to  life  the  dead. 

Our  Master,  Jesus,  crucified 
By  hands  of  wicked  men. 
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Prayed  for  his  murderers ;  —  then  he  died ; 
He  died,  but  rose  again. 

Our  Master,  Jesus,  suffered  this, 

The  world  from  hell  to  save, 
And  bring  to  heaven's  amazing  bliss, 

The  free  man  and  the  slave. 

Our  Master,  Jesus,  takes  delight 

In  hearts  made  pure  within  ; 
Though  we  are  black,  our  souls  are  white, 

When  he  forgives  our  sin. 

Our  Master,  Jesus,  who  didst  give 

Thyself  to  die  for  me, 
Grant  the  poor  negro  grace  to  live. 

And  grace  to  die  to  thee. 


THE  YEAR  OF  JUBILEE. 

Fair  shines  the  morning  star ; 

The  silver  trumpets  sound. 
Their  notes  reechoing  far. 

While  dawns  the  day  around : 
Joy  to  the  slave ;  the  slave  is  free ; 
It  is  the  year  of  Jubilee. 

Prisoners  of  hope,  in  gloom 

And  silence  left  to  die. 
With  Christ's  unfolding  tomb, 

Your  portals  open  fly  ; 
Rise  with  your  Lord  ;  —  he  sets  you  free ; 
It  is  the  year  of  Jubilee. 
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Ye,  who  have  sold  for  naught  • 

The  land  your  fathers  won, 
Behold,  how  God  hath  wrought 

Redemption  through  his  Son ; 
Your  heritage  again  is  free  ; 
It  is  the  year  of  Jubilee. 

Ye,  who  yourselves  have  sold 

For  debts  to  justice  due, 
Ransomed,  but  not  with  gold. 

He  gave  himself  for  you  ! 
The  blood  of  Christ  hath  made  you  free : 
It  is  the  year  of  Jubilee. 

Captives  of  sin  and  shame, 

O'er  earth  and  ocean,  hear 
An  angel's  voice  proclaim 

The  Lord's  accepted  year : 
Let  Jacob  rise,  be  Israel  free  ; 
It  is  the  year  of  Jubilee. 


ON  THE  DECEASE  OF  AN  EMINENT  CHRIS- 
TIAN  MISSIONARY  IN  THE  WEST  INDIES. 

Oh  !  "  VaHant-for-the-Truth !  " 

Hail  from  thy  battle-field, 
A  Christian  warrior  from  thy  youth. 

Who  never  knew  to  yield  ; 
The  conquering  armor  here  lay  down, 
For  the  white  robe,  the  palm,  the  crown. 

Where  earth  and  hell  combined 
Grod's  image  to  defame, 
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In  darkness  hold  the  immortal  mind, 

In  chains  the  mortal  frame  ; 
There  didst  thou  choose  thy  stormy  post, 
Strong  in  the  faith,  —  thyself  a  host 

Not  without  patient  care, 

Sore  suffering,  day-long  toil, 
And  many  a  wrestHng  night  of  prayer. 

Didst  thou  divide  the  spoil ; 
Then  ransomed  slaves  were  made  to  be 
Free  from  man's  yoke,  —  from  Satan's  free. 

Now  rest  upon  that  bed. 

Where  once  thy  captain  lay, 
And  sanctified  it  for  the  dead 

In  Christ,  till  his  great  day  5 
When  they,  though  worlds  around  them  bum, 
With  songs  to  Zion  shall  return. 

In  that  Jerusalem  above. 

Where  all  the  saints  shall  meet ; 
Loved  with  an  everlasting  love. 

Around  their  Saviour's  feet ; 
Oh !  there  with  thine  our  souls  be  found 
In  life's  eternal  bundle  bound. 


CHINA  EVANGELIZED. 

**The  Lord  of  Hosts  mustereth  the  host  of  the  battle.**  —  Isa. 

xiu.  4. 

PABT  I. 

Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  gates  of  brass  I 
Ye  bars  of  iron  I  yield ; 
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And  let  the  King  of  Glory  pass,  — 
The  cross  is  in  the  field. 

That  banner,  brighter  than  the  star, 
That  leads  the  train  of  night, 

Shines  on  their  march  and  guides  from  far 
His  servants  to  the  fight. 

A  holy  war  those  servants  wage ; 

— Mysteriously  at  strife, 
The  powers  of  heaven  and  hell  engage 

For  more  than  death  or  life. 

Earth's  rankest  soil  they  see  outspread ; 

So  thronged,  it  seems  within. 
One  city  of  the  living  dead. 

Dead  while  alive  to  sin. 

The  forms  of  life  are  everywhere, 

The  spirit  nowhere  found ; 
Like  vapors  kindling  in  the  air, 

Then  sinking  in  the  ground. 

No  hope  have  these  above  the  dust. 

No  being  but  a  breath ; 
In  vanity  and  lies  they  trust. 

Their  very  life  is  death. 

PAST  u. 

Ye  armies  of  the  living  God, 

His  sacramental  host  I 
Where  hallowed  footstep  never  trod. 

Take  your  appointed  post. 

Follow  the  cross,  the  ark  of  peace 
Accompany  your  path, 
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To  slaves  and  rebels  bring:  release 


o 


From  bondage  and  from  wrath. 

A  barley-cake  overthrew  the  camp 

Of  Midian,  tent  by  tent, 
Ere  morn  the  trumpet  and  the  lamp 

Through  all  in  triumph  went 

Though  China's  sons  like  Midian's  fill 

As  grasshoppers  the  vale, 
The  sword  of  God  and  Gideon  still 

To  conquer  cannot  fail. 

As  Jericho  before  the  blast 

Of  sounding  rams'  horns  fell, 
Sin's  strongholds  here  shall  be  down  cast, 

Down  cast  these  gates  of  hell. 

Truth  error's  legions  must  o'erwhelm 

And  China's  thickest  wall, 
(The  wall  of  darkness  round  her  realm,) 

At  your  loud  summons  fall. 

Though  few  and  small  and  weak  your  bands, 
Strong  in  your  captain's  strength, 

Go  to  the  conquest  of  all  lands. 
All  must  be  his  at  length. 

The  closest  sealed  between  the  poles 

Is  opened  to  your  toils ; 
Where  thrice  a  hundred  million  souls 

Are  offered  you  for  spoils. 

Those  spoils,  at  his  victorious  feet, 
You  shall  rejoice  to  lay, 
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And  lay  yourselves,  as  trophies  meet, 
In  his  great  judgment-day. 

PABT  III. 

No  carnal  weapon  those  ye  bear, 

To  lay  the  ^aliens  low ; 
Then  strike  amain,  and  do  not  spare, 

There's  life  in  every  blow. 

Life !  —  more  than  life  on  earth  can  be ; 

All  in  this  conflict  slain 
Die  but  to  sin,  —  eternally 

The  crown  of  life  to  gain. 

O  fear  not,  faint  not,  halt  not  now  ; 

Quit  you  like  men,  be  strong ; 
To  Christ  shall  Buddhu's  votaries  bow 

And  sing  with  you  this  song : 

^  Uplifted  are  the  gates  of  brass, 

The  bars  of  iron  yield ; 
Behold  the  King  of  Glory  pass ; 

The  cross  hath  won  the  field." 


ALL  NATIONS   SHAJLL   SERVE  HTM. 
Psalm  Ixxii.  11. 

Fall  down  ye  nations,  and  adore 

Jehovah  on  his  mercy-seat, 
Like  prostrate  seas  on  every  shore. 

That  cast  their  billows  at  your  feet. 

Let  hallelujahs  to  the  skies, 
With  ocean's  everlasting  sound, 
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(The' voice  of  many  waters)  rise, 

Day  without  night,  as  time  goes  round. 

Come  from  the  east,  —  with  gifts,  ye  kings, 

Gold,  frankincense,  and  myrrh ; 
Where'er  the  morning  spreads  her  wings. 

Let  man  to  God  his  vows  prefer. 

Come  from  the  west,  —  the  bond,  the  free. 
His  easy  service  make  your  choice 

Ye  isles  of  the  Pacific  Sea, 

Like  halcyon-nests,  in  God  rejoice. 

Come  from  the  south ;  —  through  desert  sanda^ 
A  highway  for  the  Lord  prepare  ; 

Let  Ethiopia  stretch  her  hands. 
And  Libya  pour  her  soul  in  prayer. 

Come  from  the  north ;  —  let  Europe  raise 

In  all  her  languages  one  song ; 
Give  God  the  glory,  power,  and  praise. 

That  to  his  holy  name  belong. 

For  he  hath  bowed  the  heavens  above. 
And  at  his  feet  the  mountains  flowed  ; 

He  came ;  —  but  not  in  wrath  ;  —  in  love, 
To  make  with  men  his  pure  abode. 

With  smiles,  0  earth  !  thy  Maker  meet ; 

Nations,  before  your  Saviour  fall ; 
Redemption  is  in  him  complete. 

The  gospel  now  is  preached  to  all. 
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AN  UNIVERSAL  SABBATH  DAY  ANTICIPATED 

PART  I. 

Will  e'er  that  Sabbath-morning  rise, 
When  on  the  Sun  of  Righteousness, 

Earth's  waJkening  millions  lift  their  eyes 
His  healing  beams  to  hail  and  bless :  — 

When  God's  own  day  of  rest  shall  be 
Hallowed,  by  all  that  live  and  move 

On  peopled  land,  or  desert  sea. 

While  all  its  hallowing  influence  prove :  — 

When  men  of  every  hue  and  speech 
Shall  hasten  to  the  house  of  prayer, 

And  Christ's  disciples  go  and  teach 
The  Gospel  to  all  nations  there  :  — 

When  meekly  every  heart  receives 

The  engrafted  word,  whose  vigorous  shoots 

Yield  in  their  season  tender  leaves. 

Expanding  flowers,  and  ripened  fruits :  — 

Leaves  of  profession  ever  green. 
And  flowers  of  promise  never  sere, 

Till  fruits  of  holiness  are  seen, 
In  rich  succession  round  the  year. 

PART  n. 

As  in  Jerusalem  above, 

Life's  trees,  the  plants  of  God's  right  hand, 
Along  the  river  of  his  love. 

To  nourish  saints  and  angels,  stand  :  — 
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« 

So  earth,  that  garden  of  the  Lord, 
Though  long  laid  waste  for  man's  offence, 

May  yet  see  Paradise  restored, 
And  a  new  age  of  innocence. 

When  Adam's  oflfepring,  bom  to  death, 
From  sun  to  sun,  from  pole  to  pole, 

Shall  feel  again  the  Almighty's  breath, 
And  man  become  a  Hving  soul :  — 

A  soul  new-born,  beyond  the  range 
Of  time,  temptation,  death,  or  sin, 

God's  image,  stampt  on  it,  to  change, 
Nor  quench  the  life  of  God  within. 

Eye  hath  not  seen,  ear  hath  not  heard,     . 

Nor  heart  of  man  conceived  the  grace, 
Which  Grod,  in  his  eternal  word, 

Hath  surely  promised,  shall  take  place. 

0  Sun  of  Righteousness !  unveil 

Thy  heaven  of  uncreated  rays. 
Till  all  that  breathe  shall  bless  and  hail 

The  glory  of  the  latter  days. 

Meanwhile,  rejoicing  on  theix  beds. 
Whatever  morning  meets  their  eye, 

May  saints,  from  slumber  lift  their  heads. 
To  greet  the  day-spring  from  on  high. 
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JUBILEE  ANNIVERSARY  OF    THE  BAPIIST 
MISSIONARY  SOCIETY. 

0  BE  joyful,  everj  nation  I 

Hail  the  daj  with  sacred  mirth, 

When  the  trumpet  of  salvation 
Sounds  the  jubilee  of  earth. 

And  creation 
Travails  with  the  world's  new  birth 

Then  the  north,  in  darkness  shrouded 
Jacob's  rising  star  shall  bless  ; 

And  the  eastern  morn,  unclouded. 
Bring  the  Sun  of  Righteousness, 

Cheering,  healing, 
Sin-sick  souls  in  heart's  distress. 

Then  her  swarthy  sons  and  daughters, 
Afric  to  the  cross  shall  bring ; 

And  the  angel  of  the  waters 
Hear  his  coral  islands  sing, 

«  Hallelujah ! " 
Till  the  whole  Pacific  ring. 

O  thou  everlasting  Father, 

Give  the  kingdoms  to  thy  Son ; 

He  hath  died  that  he  might  gather 
All  God's  children  into  one ; 

For  the  travail 
Of  his  soul,  let  this  be  done  ! 

Yea,  it  must  be :  —  thou  hast  spoken, 
And  thy  covenant  shall  last ; 
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Though  the  arch  of  heaven  were  broken, 
And  the  earth's  foundations  cast 
Down  the  abysses ; 
Yet  thy  word,  O  God,  stands  fast. 

On  thy  holy  hill  of  Zion, 

Hast  thou  not  ordained  his  seat  ? 

Now,  as  Judah's  conquering  lion. 
Lay  all  foes  beneath  his  feet, 

Till  his  armies 
In  eternal  triumph  meet. 

We  have  joined  their  marching  legions. 
Where  our  fathers  fought,  we  fight ; 

Slavery's  cane-lands,  Brama's  regions. 
Are  exulting  at  the  sight ; 

Freedom,  freedom, 
Comes  with  gospel-life  and  light. 

All  the  languages  of  Babel, 
Weapons  for  the  warfare  yield ; 

And  with  these  we  well  are  able, 
By  thy  Spirit's  might,  to  wield 

In  the  battle. 
Truth's  safe  guard,  and  Faith's  strong  shield. 

Thus,  through  fifty  years  victorious, 
Thou  hast  led  our  brethren  on ; 

Arm  them  now  for  deeds  more  glorious. 
Till  the  latest  field  is  won : 

And  all  people 
Bow  the  knee,  and  kiss  the  Son. 


222  ORIGINAL   HYMNS. 

ON  THE  JUBILEE  OF  THE   CHURCH  MIS- 
SIONARY SOCIETY. 

The  King  of  Glory  we  proclaim  — 
Who  is  the  King  of  Glory  ?     He 

To  seek  and  save  the  lost  who  came, 
The  Jew,  the  Gentile,  bond  and  free. 

Heralds  through  every  clime  we  send, 
His  great  salvation  to  make  known : 

The  church's  Head,  the  sinner's  Friend, 
Christ  on  his  mediatorial  throne. 

Here,  for  the  travail  of  his  soul, 
He  claims  the  promised  heritage, 

The  Father's  gift  —  from  pole  to  pole  — 
Earth's  utmost  bound,  to  time's  last  age. 

Him  shall  all  tongues  confess,  aU  knees 
Shall  bow  before  that  mercy-seat, 

Love  reconcile  all  enemies, 

Or  wrath  subdue  beneath  his  feet. 

A  year  of  jubilee  we  hail ! 

Since  we  in  faith  this  work  began 
It  must  go  on  :  it  cannot  fail 

While  we  are  true  to  God  and  man. 

So,  Father,  glorify  thy  Son, 

So  thou  in  him  be  glorified, 
rill  all  the  straying  sheep  are  won. 

For  whom  the  Lord  their  Shepherd  died. 
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FOR  THE  CENTENARY  JUBILEE 

OF  THS  MORA.yiA17,  OR  UNITED  BRETHREN'S  CHURCH, 

June  17,  1822. 

Thine  arm,  O  Lord,  of  old 

In  lands  of  desolation, 
Enclosed  an  humble  fold, 

Redeemed  a  congregation : 
Our  fathers,  like  a  f  ock, 

The  great,  good  Shepherd  led, 
Gave  water  from  the  rock, 

With  heavenly  manna  fed. 

A  poor,  afflicted  race. 

But  in  thy  name  confiding. 
They  walked  before  thy  face, 

Thou  in  their  midst  abiding ; 
While  Satan's  fellest  rage 

With  patient  faith  they  bore ; 
Consumed  from  age  to  age, 

Till  known  on  earth  no  more. 

« 

Yet  was  a  remnant  saved  ; 

Still  wrestling  with  affliction, 
Their  foes  they  singly  braved. 

Beneath  thy  benediction : 
Again  went  forth  the  word, 

Abroad  the  Spirit  flew  ; 
The  voice  of  God  was  heard. 

Creating  all  things  new. 
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An  hundred  years  are  past, 

Since  that  revival  glorious  ; 
And  still  thy  church  stands  fast. 

O'er  earth  and  hell  victorious : 
The  path  our  fathers  trod, 

Lay  through  Gethsemane, 
Thither,  O  Lamb  of  God, 

This  day  we  follow  thee. 

Thence  borne  to  Calvary's  brow, 

Thy  griefs  and  sorrows  viewing, 
"With  heart,  soul,  spirit,  now 

Our  covenant  renewing : 
Thy  love  we  here  record. 

Our  sins  with  tears  bewail ; 
Thy  blood  pleads  for  us.  Lord ; 

O  let  that  plea  prevail. 

Through  suffering,  shame,  and  loss, 

Through  honor,  wealth,  and  pleasure, 
To  glory  in  thy  crgss. 

As  our  eternal  treasure  ; 
That  cross  with  joy  to  bear 

Through  realms  that  know  thee  not ; 
And  thus  thy  way  prepare. 

Still  be  thy  brethren's  lot. 
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FOR  THE   CENTENARY   CELEBRATION, 

August  13,  1827, 

Of  the  memorable  day  of  the  union  of  all  hearts  and  minds  in 
the  congregation  of  the  United  Brethren  at  Humhut,  amongst 
whom,  since  their  revival,  five  years  previously,  considerable 
differences  had  prevailed  on  minor  points,  which  were  all 
blessedly  reconciled  at  the  Holy  Sacrament  in  the  parish 
church  of  Bethelsdorf,  in  1727. 

The  God  of  your  forefathers  praise, 

Thou,  brethren's  congregation ! 
Whose  mighty  arm,  by  wondrous  ways, 

Accomplished  their  salvation : 
He  heard  their  groans,  came  down  and  broke 
The  bigot's  chain,  the  tyrant's  yoke. 

And  led  them  forth  to  freedom. 

He  brought  them  to  his  chosen  place. 
Among  the  woods  and  mountains ; 

The  desert  fled  before  their  face. 
Gardens,  and  fields,  and  fountains, 

Round  their  new  homes  and  temple  sprang. 

While  day  and  night  hosannas  rang 
Through  all  their  little  Zion. 

They  walked  with  God  in  peace  and  love. 

But  failed  with  one  another ; 
While  sternly  for  the  faith  they  strove, 

Brother  fell  out  with  brother : 
But  he,  in  whom  they  put  their  trust, 
Who  knew  their  frames,  that  they  were  dust, 

Pitied  and  healed  their  weakness. 
VOL.  y.  15 
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He  found  them  in  his  house  of  prayer, 

With  one  accord  assembled, 
And  so  revealed  his  presence  there. 

They  wept  for  joy,  and  trembled  ; 
One  cup  they  drank,  one  bread  they  brake, 
One  baptism  shared,  one  language  spake. 

Forgiving  and  forgiven. 

Then  forth  they  went  with  tongues  of  flame, 
In  one  blest  theme  delighting, 

The  love  of  Jesus,  and  his  name 
God's  children  all  uniting ! 

That  love,  our  theme  and  watchword  still; 

That  law  of  love  may  we  fulfil, 
And  love  as  we  have  loved. 

Jesus,  thy  little  flock  behold. 
Here  met  in  sweet  communion. 

Confirm,  as  in  the  years  of  old. 
Our  sacramental  union ; 

Renew  that  day  of  Pentecost, 

Send  down  on  us  the  Holy  Ghost, 
The  promise  of  the  Father. 

Now  blow  the  trump  of  jubilee. 
And  while  the  church  rejoices. 

As  in  one  faith,  hope,  charity, 

Join  songs,  and  hearts,  and  voices, 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit  raise. 

On  earth,  the  song  of  heavenly  praise, 
Sing,  «  Holy,  holy,  holy." 
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FOR   THE   CBNTENAKY  ANNIVERSARIES   OF 
THE  BRETHREN'S  ELDERSHIP, 

Mt>  THE  BEGINNING  OF  THE  SOCIETY  FOR  THE  FURTHER- 
ANCE OF  THE  GOSPEL  IN  THE  MORAVIAN  CHURCH,  NOVEM- 
BER 13  AND   19,  1841. 

PART  I. 

All  hail !  our  church's  Elder  dear, 

Jesus,  her  glorious  head  I 
To  thy  disciples  now  appear, 

As  risen  from  the  dead ; 
Let  our  rejoicing  souls  in  thee, 
The  tokens  of  thy  passion  see. 
And  hear  thy  gentle  voice  anew, 

Say  "  Peace  be  unto  you." 

Remembering  what  our  fathers  told. 

Thou  didst  in  their  young  day. 
This  solemn  jubilee  we  hold, 

That  we,  as  then  did  they. 
Ourselves  in  covenant  may  bind, 
With  soul  and  strength,  and  heart  and  mind^ 
Through  life  and  death,  on  land,  o'er  sea, 

Meekly  to  follow  thee. 

Revive  thy  work  amidst  the  years. 

Our  brethren  stiU  employ. 
O'er  heathen  soils  to  sow  in  tears. 

With  hope  to  reap  in  joy : 
Though  wide  the  fields,  the  laborers  few, 
If  thou  our  failing  faith  renew, 
The  weakest  of  thy  servants,  we 

Can  all  things  do  through  thee. 
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Through  thee,  from  Greenland's  sterile  rocks, 

Rich  harvests  have  been  led  ; 
In  Indian  forests  wandering  flocks, 

With  heavenly  knowledge  fed ; 
In  island-prisons  o'er  the  sea, 
Bond-slaves  have  been  made  gospel-free ; 
'Midst  lion-haunts,  on  Afric  sands, 

Strange  tribes  lift  holy  hands. 

PABT  II. 

To-day,  one  world-neglected  race. 

We  fervently  commend 
To  thee,  and  to  thy  word  of  grace ; 

Lord,  visit  and  befriend 
A  people  scattered,  peeled,  and  rude, 
By  land  and  ocean-solitude, . 
Cut  off  from  every  social  shore, 

In  di'eary  Labrador. 

Thither,  while  to  and  fro  she  steers, 

Still  guide  our  annual  bark,* 
By  night  and  day,  through  hopes  and  fears. 

While,  lonely  as  the  ark. 
Along  her  single  track  she  braves, 
Gulphs,  whirlpools,  ice-fields,  winds,  and  waves, 
To  waft  glad  tidings  to  the  shore 

Of  longing  Labrador. 


*  For  particulars  of  the  missionary  ship,  and  the  providence 
which  has  preserved  her  through  so  many  perilous  annual  voy- 
ages, vide  periodical  accounts  of  the  Missions  of  the  United 
Brethren. 
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How  welcome  to  the  watching  eye, 

From  mom  till  evening  fixed, 
The  first  faint  speck  that  shows  her  nigh, 

Where  surge  and  sky  are  missed ; 
Till  looming  large,  and  larger  yet. 
With  bounding  prow,  and  sails  full  set, 
She  speeds  to  anchor  on  the  shore 

Of  joyful  Labrador. 

Then  hearts  with  hearts,  and  souls  with  souls, 

In  thrilling  transport  meet. 
Though  dark  and  broad  the  Atlantic  rolls. 

Between  their  parted  feet : 
For  written  words,  with  boundless  range. 
Thoughts,  feelings,  prayers,  can  interchange, 
And  once  a  year  join  Britain's  shore 

To  kindred  Labrador. 

Then  at  the  vessel's  glad  return, 

The  absent  meet  again  ; 
At  home  our  hearts  within  us  bum, 

To  trace  the  cunning  pen, 
Whose  strokes,  like  rays  from  star  to  star, 
Bring  happy  messages  from  far, 
And  once  a  year  to  Britain's  shore 

Join  Christian  Labrador. 

PART  III. 

0  thou,  in  whom  we  all  are  one, 

If  faithful  found  and  true, 
Thy  will  on  earth  by  each  be  done, 

As  each  in  heaven  would  do ; 
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To  thee  ourselves  we  first  would  give, 
Live  to  thy  glory  while  we  live ; 
From  step  to  step  on  thee  rely, 
Then  in  thy  service  die. 


FOR  THE  JUBILEE  CELEBRATION  OF  THE 
RELIGIOUS  TRACT  SOCIETY.   1848. 

PABT  I. 

The  sunheams,  infinitely  small, 

In  numbers  numberless, 
Reveal,  pervade,  illumine  all 

Nature's  void  wilderness. 

But,  meeting  worlds  upon  their  way. 

Wrapt  in  primeval  night, 
In  language  without  sound,  they  say 

To  each  —  "  God  sends  you  light  J* 

Anon,  with  beauty,  life  and  love, 
Those  wandering  planets  glow, 

And  shine  themselves,  as  stars  above. 
On  gazers  from  below. 

Oh  !  could  the  first  archangel's  eye, 

In  everlasting  space. 
Through  all  the  mazes  of  the  sky, 

A  single  sunbeam  trace  I 

He  might  behold  the  lonely  one 

Its  destiny  fulfil. 
As  punctual  as  the  parent-sun 

Performs  its  Maker's  wiU. 
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PART  U. 

The  Sun  of  Righteousness,  with  rays 

Of  uncreated  light, 
His  power  and  glory  thus  displays 

Through  nature's  darkest  night. 

The  night  of  guilt,  remorse,  despair, 

In  which  transgressors  roam, 
Yet,  self-bewildered  everywhere, 

Never  draw  nearer  home. 

On  such,  with  healing  in  his  wings, 

Along  their  downward  path. 
Guidance  and  help  his  rising  brings. 

And  warns  to  flee  from  wrath. 

Rays  from  that  Sun  of  Righteousness, 

Our  humble  missiles  dart ; 
Mighty  at  once  to  wound  and  bless. 

To  break  and  bind  the  heart. 

Tracts,  those  swift  messengers  of  peace 

For  men,  with  Grod  at  strife, 
To  Satan's  slaves  proclaim  release. 

To  death's  condemned  ones,  life. 

Not  with  the  excellence  of  speech. 

But  by  the  Spirit  of  truth. 
The  doctrines  of  the  cross  they  preach 

To  manhood,  age,  and  youth. 

They  flash  the  terrors  of  the  Lord, 

To  make  the  sconier  fear, 
But  speak  the  Gospel's  sweetest  word 

In  the  poor  sinner's  ear. 
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Oh !  could  the  first  archangeFs  sight 
The  least  of  these  pursue, 

He  might  record,  —  in  its  brief  flight, 
Each  had  a  work  to  do. 

A  work  of  grace,  a  work  of  power, 
But,  what  that  was  below. 

Time's  last^  eternity's  first  hour 
To  heaven  and  earth  will  show. 

0  ye !  who  send  these  heralds  forth  — 
By  millions  bid  them  fly,  — 

From  east  to  west,  from  south  to  north. 
As  sunbeams  fill  the  sky. 


FOR  THE  JUBILEE  OF  THE  RELIGIOUS  TRACT 

SOCIETY,   1848. 

Proclaim  the  year  of  Jubilee  ; 

New  songs  of  glory  sing ; 
From  shore  to  shore,  from  sea  to  sea. 

Your  gratulations  bring. 

Through  fifty  years  the  constant  sun. 

On  his  untiring  race, 
Itound  the  blue  firmament  hath  run. 

Since  that  first  day  of  grace :  — 

When  tracts,  on  embassies  of  love, 

By  our  forefathers  sent, 
Charged  with  glad  tidings  from  above, 

Into  all  nations  went. 
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Now,  by  the  Spirit  of  the  Lord, 

With  bounty  unconfined. 
The  eternal  riches  of  his  word 

Are  dealt  to  all  mankind. 

Tracts  have  the  gift  of  tongues ;  they  preach 

Through  every  peopled  land. 
In  all  the  forms  of  human  speech, 

What  all  may  understand : — 

Salvation  in  that  holy  Name, 

Which  heaven  and  earth  adore, 
Christ  Jesus,  yesterday  the  same, 

To-day,  and  evermore. 

Tracts  have  the  wings  of  angels,  spread 

To  waft  the  joyful  sound 
Of  resurrection  from  the  dead, 

Where'er  the  curse  is  found :  — 

The  primal  curse  from  Adam's  fall. 

Sin's  wages,  and  sin's  doom. 
The  bitterness  of  life,  and  all 

The  terrors  of  the  tomb. 

What  scale  of  ntimbers,  grasp  of  thought, 
What  power  of  words  could  speak 

The  miracles  of  mercy  wrought 
By  instruments  so  weak  ? 

Weak,  but  almighty  at  his  will. 

Who  speaks,  and  it  is  done ; 
With  whom,  to  purpose  and  fulfil, 

The  will  and  power  are  one. 
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In  the  Lamb's  Book  of  Life,  alone 

Those  annals  lie,  in  sight 
Of  him  who  sits  upon  the  throne, 

—  Whose  deeds  can  bear  that  light  ? 

Can  ours^  who,  where  our  fathers  trod, 

Along  this  narrow  way, 
Would  work  like  them,  the  works  of  God, 

Like  them,  would  watch  and  pray  ? 

Bound  in  the  same  sure  covenant, 

Let  us,  their  children,  be ; 
And,  Lord,  that  we  may  keep  it,  grant 

The  mind  which  was  in  thee. 


THE  POOR  PRAYING  FOR  BREAD  IN  TIME 

OF    SCARCITY. 

To  God  most  awful  and  most  high, 
Wlio  formed  the  earth,  the  sea,  the  sky ; 
To  him  on  whom  all  worlds  depend. 
Our  humbled  hearts  in  sighs  we  send. 

"Will  he  who  hears  the  ravens  crv, 
Reject  our  prayers,  and  bid  us  die  ? 
"Will  he  refuse  his  keep  to  yield, 
"Who  clothes  the  lilies  of  the  field  ? 

Pale  famine  lifts  at  his  command. 
Her  withering  arm,  and  blasts  the  land ; 
The  harvests  perish  at  her  breath. 
Her  train  are  want,  disease,  and  death. 
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But  when  he  smiles  the  desert  blooms, 
New  life  is  born  among  the  tombs ; 
O'er  the  glad  plains  abundance  teems, 
And  plenty  rolls  in  bounteous  streams. 

Father  of  grace  whom  we  adore, 
Bless  thy  large  family  —  the  poor ; 
The  poor  on  thee  alone  depend, 
Continue  thou  the  poor  man's  friend. 

Content  to  live  by  toil  and  pain, 
May  we  eternal  riches  gain ; 
Meanwhile,  by  thy  free  goodness  fed. 
Give  us  this  day  our  daily  bread. 


GOD  CARES  FOR  BIRDS  AND  FLOWERS. 

Luke  xii.  24—27. 

Flowers  grow  in  sweet  societies. 

O'er  meadow,  hill,  and  dale  ; 
Mingle  their  colors  to  our  eyes. 

Their  perfumes  in  the  gale. 

Sprung  from  the  dust,  they  rise  above 

The  meanness  of  their  birth ; 
They  look  to  heaven,  and  yet  they  love 

To  beautify  the  earth. 

Not  birds  more  duly  build  and  sing. 

Nor  stars  in  turn  appear. 
Than  these  their  splendid  legions  bring, 

To  crown  and  plose  the  year. 
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They  toil  not,  neither  do  they  spin, 

And  yet  their  Maker's  will. 
Exempt  from  sorrow,  as  from  sin, 

They  Uve  but  to  fulfil. 

Ah !  thus  might  he  that  made  us,  see 
Our  Sabbath  schools  increase ; 

And  while  we  dwell  in  unity, 
In  him  may  we  have  peace ;  — 

Like  flowers  from  him  receive,  dispense 

The  fragrance  of  his  grace ; 
And  when,  like  flowers,  transplanted  hence, 

May  fairer  fill  our  place. 


FOR  A  WET  HARVEST  SEASON. 

We  lift  our  eyes,  our  hands,  to  thee. 
Our  knees,  our  souls,  to  thee  we  bend; 

Father  of  all  earth's  family. 

The  appointed  weeks  of  harvest  send. 

The  ground,  thy  table,  is  full-spread 
With  food  to  nourish  man  and  beast. 

Hast  thou  prepared  the  children's  bread, 
And  wilt  thou  now  forbid  the  feast  ? 

Summer  and  winter,  day  and  night. 

Seed-time  and  harvest  thou  hast  willed ; 

And  dew  and  rain,  and  warmth  and  light, 
Have  each  their  gracious  work  fulfilled. 

Shall  whelming  floods  the  h(jpes  destroy 
Of  those  who  in  thj  promise  trust  ? 


J 
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Shall  storms  prevent  the  reaper's  joy, 
And  lay  his  confidence  in  dust  ? 

O  bid  the  winds  and  waters  cease, 
The  lowering  firmament  unshroud ; 

Think  on  thy  covenant  of  peace, 

Look  on  thy  bow,  —  'tis  in  the  cloud  I 

We  fall  adoring  at  thy  feet, 

Our  prayer  is  heard,  the  vail  is  riven ; 
With  pure  heart-offerings  let  us  eat 

The  bread  that  cometh  down  from  heaven. 


THANKSGIVING  FOR  HARVEST. 

The  God  of  harvest  praise, 
In  loud  thanksgivings,  raise 

Hand,  heart,  and  voice ; 
The  valleys  laugh  and  sing, 
Forests  and  mountains  ring. 
The  plains  their  tribute  bring. 

The  streams  rejoice. 

Of  food  for  man  and  beast, 
Jehovah  spreads  a  feast. 

Above,  beneath : 
Ye  herds  and  flocks,  draw  near, 
Fowls,  ye  are  welcome  here ; 
His  goodness  crowns  the  year 

For  all  that  breathe. 

Garden  and  orchard  ground. 
Autumnal  fruits  have  crowned, 
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The  vintage  glows : 
Here  plenty  pours  her  horn  ; 
There  the  fuU  tide  of  corn, 
Swayed  by  the  breath  of  morn, 

The  land  overflows . 

The  vrind,  the  rain,  the  sun, 
Their  genial  work  have  done ; 

Wouldst  thou  be  fed  ? 
Man,  to  thy  labor  bow, 
Thrust  in  the  sickle  now, 
Reap  where  thou  once  didst  plough 

God  sends  thee  bread. 

Thy  few  seeds  scattered  wide, 
His  hand  hath  multiplied ; 

Here  thou  may'st  find 
Christ's  miracle  renewed ; 
With  self-producing  food, 
He  feeds  a  multitude,  — 

He  feeds  mankind. 

The  God  of  harvest  praise  ; 
Hands,  hearts,  and  voices  raise 

With  one  accord ; 
From  field  to  garner  throng, 
Bearing  your  sheaves  along  ; 
And  in  your  harvest  song, 

Bless  ye  the  Lord. 

Yea,  bless  his  holy  name, 

And  your  souls'  thanks  proclaim 
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Through  all  the  earth : 
To  glory  in  your  lot 
Is  comely ;  —  but  be  not 
His  benefits  forgot 

Amidst  your  mirth. 


HEART-SEARCHING.  —Jeremiah  viii.  20. 

Is  summer  ended,  —  harvest  past, 
And  I  not  saved  ?  —  God  of  grace, 

Thy  covenant  yet  standeth  fast, 

Still  thy  command  is  —  "  Seek  my  face." 

Ah !  now  or  never  may  I  call 

On  thy  great  name,  through  Christ,  thy  Son  ; 
This  hour,  this  moment,  I  might  fall,  — 

Fall,  and  for  ever  be  undone. 

Save,  Lord,  I  perish  I  —  hear  my  cry  ; 

I  walk  in  darkness,  —  thou  art  light ; 
Shine  forth  upon  my  spirit's  eye, 

Faith,  that  outsees  the  eye  of  sight. 

Faint,  yet  pursuing,  I  lay  hold 

On  thy  sure  Word,  which  cannot  fail ; 

Through  weakness  strong,  by  fear  made  bold, 
I  plead  that  Word,  and  must  prevail. 

Thine  own  Almightiness  is  mine. 

When  wrestling  thus  in  prayer  with  thee  ; 

Through  Christ's  atonement,  I  am  thine  ; 
Now  let  me  thy  salvation  see. 
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"  O  LORD !  I  BESEECH  THEE,  DELIVER  MY 

SOUL."  — Ps.  cxvi.  4. 

O  TAKE  away  this  evil  heart ; 

This  heart  of  unbelief  renew  ; 
So  prone,  so  eager  to  depart 

From  thee,  the  living  God  and  true. 

0  crucify  this  carnal  mind, 

'Tis  enmity,  my  God,  to  thee ; 

1  cannot  love  thee,  till  I  find 

The  mind  that  was  in  Christ  in  me. 

O  sanctify  this  sinful  soul ; 

Health  to  the  dying  leper  give  ; 
Thou,  if  thou  wilt,  canst  make  me  whole ; 

Speak  but  the  word,  and  I  shall  live. 

0  disenthrall  this  captive  will, 

(Free  only  when  thou  mak'st  it  free,) 
That  I  may  glory  to  fulfil 
Thy  perfect  law  of  liberty. 

'4 

Then,  though  through  life,  a  worm  of  earth, 
In  death  returning  to  the  clod, 

1  shall  become,  by  second  birth. 

An  heir  of  heaven,  a  child  of  God. 


THE  HARVEST  OF  TWO  WORLDS.— John  iy.  33. 

Lift  up  your  eyes,  look  round  ; 
The  fields  to  harvest  white, 
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Are  bowed,  and  shaking  to  the  ground ; 

Where  soon  must  perish  quite, 
The  sower's  seed,  the  tiller's  toil, 

The  husbandman's  abortive  trust. 
Whose  crops  ungathered  load  the  soil, 

Down  trodden  to  the  dust : 
For  wide  the  fields  are  spread,  and  far, 
And  few,  and  weak,  the  laborers  are. 

Lord  of  the  harvest !  now, 

Send  faithful  laborers  forth. 
To  wield  the  sickle,  guide  the  plough, 

Where  east,  west,  south,  and  north, 
Far  as  the  fields  of  life  are  spread. 

The  scythe  of  time,  at  death's  stern  doom, 
Is  reaping  harvests  for  the  dead. 

To  crowd  the  garner-tomb : 
Lord  I  Lord  I  a  precious  remnant  save 
From  death  —  from  death  beyond  the  grave 


THE  EFFECT  OF  GOSPEL  BLESSINGS. 

As  from  the  winter  sky. 

When  keen  the  tempests  blow. 

O'er  fields  that  waste  and  barren  lie. 
Descends  the  softening  snow ; 

Not  with  ice- binding  cold 

To  chill  the  stubborn  soil. 
But  crumble  and  prepare  the  mould 
To  meet  the  plougher's  toiL 
VOL.  V.  16 
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Then  dew,  rain,  thunder-showers. 

With  milk  and  honej  feed 
The  infant  family  of  flowers, 

And  nurse  the  sower's  seed. 

Till  autumn-sunshine  bland. 

The  grateful  ground  receives, 
And  harvest-moonlight,  o'er  the  land, 

Brings  home  the  reaper's  sheaves :  —  | 

I 

Thus,  in  the  reign  of  grace,  i 

Come  gospel-blessings  down. 
And  where  they  fall  or  shine,  the  place 

With  love,  joy,  peace,  they  crown. 

God's  word,  his  will  performs, 
And  in  this  world,  destroyed 
By  sin  and  death,  through  calms  or  storms, 

Returns  not  to  him  void. 

i 

May  our  great  union-field, 

Where  precious  seed  is  sown, 
Harvests  of  souls  in  season  yield 

To  gather  round  his  throne. 


A  BYGONE  YEAR. 

**  For  who  is  this  that  engaged  his  heart  to  approacb 
uirro  MB  ?  SAiTH  the  Lord.^*  —  Jer.  xzx.  21. 

A  TEAR,  another  year  is  fled  ; 

Its  issues  who  can  tell  ? 
Millions  of  voices  of  the  dead 

Reply  from  heaven  or  hell. 
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All  these  were  living  at  the  birth 

Of  the  departed  year ; 
They  all  have  vanished  from  the  earth, 

We  fill  their  places  here. 

Though  to  the  eye,  the  ear,  the  mind 

Of  man  their  speech  is  sealed. 
The  eternal  meaning  each  may  find. 

In  two  plain  words  revealed. 

Lost  spirits,  from  the  dark  abyss, 

Cry  mournfully  "  Beware  !  " 
Spirits  in  glory,  and  in  bliss. 

Sing  joyfully  "  Prepare  1  ** 

Thus  timely  warned,  and  moved  with  fear. 

Of  wrath,  let  us  beware  ; 
For  life  or  death,  in  this  new  year. 

For  earth  and  heaven  prepare. 

Who  then  of  those  with  us,  this  day 

In  childhood,  youth,  or  age, 
"  To  love  the  Lord  our  God  "  can  say 

"  We  all  our  hearts  engage." 


FOR  A  FEMALE  FRIENDLY  SOCIETY. 

Our  soul  shall  magnify  the  Lord, 

In  him  our  spirit  shall  rejoice  ; 
Assembled  here  with  sweet  accord, 

Our  hearts  shall  praise  him  with  our  voice. 

Since  he  regards  our  low  estate, 

And  hears  his  handmaids  when  they  pray, 
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We  humbly  plead  at  Mercy's  gate, 
Where  none  are  ever  turned  away. 

The  poor  are  his  peculiar  care, 
To  them  his  promises  are  sure  I 

His  gifts  the  poor  in  spirit  share : 
O  may  we  always  thus  be  poor ! 

God  of  our  hope,  to  thee  we  bow, 
Thou  art  our  refuge  in  distress  ; 

The  Husband  of  the  widow,  thou. 
The  Father  of  the  fatherless. 

May  we  the  law  of  love  fulfil, 

To  bear  each  other's  burdens  here ; 

Suffer,  and  do  thy  righteous  will. 
And  walk  in  all  thy  faith  and  fear. 

Didst  thou  not  give  thy  Son  to  die. 
For  our  transgressions,  in  our  stead  ? 

And  can  thy  goodness  aught  deny 

To  those  for  whom  thy  Son  hath  bled  ? 

Then  may  our  union,  here  begun. 
Endure  for  ever,  firm  and  free ; 

At  thy  right-hand  may  we  be  one. 
One  with  each  other,  and  with  thee. 


HYMN  FOR  THE  OPENING  OF  THE  SHEFFIEU) 
GENERAL  INFIRMARY,   OCTOBER,  1797. 

When,  like  a  stranger  on  our  sphere, 
The  lowly  Jesus  sojourned  here, 


.J 
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Where'er  he  went  affliction  fled, 

And  sickness  reared  her  drooping  head. 

The  eye  that  rolled  in  irksome  night 
Beheld  his  face,  for  he  was  light ; 
The  opening  ear,  the  loosened  tongue, 
His  precepts  heard,  his  praises  sung. 

Demoniac  madness,  dark  and  wild, 
With  melancholy  transport  smiled ; 
The  storm  of  horror  ceased  to  roll, 
And  reason  lightened  through  his  soul. 

His  touch  the  outcast  leper  healed, 
His  lips  the  sinner's  pardon  sealed ; 
The  palsied  frame,  the  crippled  limn, 
Felt  virtue  going  forth  from  him. 

Behold  him  in  the  wilderness. 
He  lifts  his  hand  the  bread  to  bless  ; 
And  while  the  fainting  multitude 
Looked  up  to  him,  gave  all  their  food. 

In  him  with  man's  infirmity. 
The  fulness  of  the  Godhead  see. 
Warm  tears  o'er  Lazarus  he  shed. 
Then  spake  the  word  that  raised  the  dead. 

Through  paths  of  loving-kindness  brought, 
May  all  our  work  in  him  be  wrought ; 
In  his  great  Name,  let  us  dispense 
The  crumbs  of  our  benevolence. 

Hark !  the  sweet  voice  of  pity  calls 
Misfortune  to  these  hallowed  walls ; 
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The  breaking  heart,  and  burdened  breast, 
And  helpless  poverty  distrest 

Here  the  whole  family  of  woe 
Shall  friends,  and  home,  and  comfort  know ; 
The  blasted  form  and  shipwrecked  mind. 
Shall  here  a  tranquil  haven  find. 

And  thou  dread  Power  I  whose  sovereign  breath, 
Is  health  or  sickness,  life  or  death, 
Send  thine  abundant  blessing  down, 
And  with  success  our  labors  crown. 


FOR  THE  MOLTNEUX  HOSPITAL,  DUBLIN. 

Father  of  light,  and  life,  and  love, 

Thyself  to  us  reveal. 
As  saints  below  and  saints  above 

Thy  sacred  presence  feeL 

Not  with  the  eye  of  mortal  sense. 
By  angels  round  the  throne. 

Or  happy  souls  departed  hence. 
Art  thou  in  glory  known. 

No  sun  by  day,  no  moon  by  night. 

For  this  our  spirits  need, 
Who  walk  by  faith,  and  not  by  sight. 

They  feel  thee  nigh  indeed. 

Light  in  thy  light  the  blind  may  see. 

No  more  by  sin  estranged ; 
Light  in  the  Lord,  so  let  us  be, 

Lito  thine  image  changed. 
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Since  thou  thyself  dost  still  display 

Unto  the  pure  in  heart ; 
O  make  us,  children  of  the  day, 

To  know  thee  as  thou  art. 

For  thou  art  light,  and  life,  and  love ; 

And  thy  redeemed  below 
May  see  thee,  as  thy  saints  above, 

And  know  thee  as  they  know. 


FOR  A  SERMON  BEFORE  A  SOCIETY 

FOR  THE  RECOVERY  OF  PERSONS  APPARENTLY  DROWNED. 

When  Israel,  pressed  by  Pharaoh,  stood, 
Affrighted,  on  the  Red  Sea  shore. 

At  thy  rebuke,  O  Lord,  the  flood 

Retired,  —  the  ransomed  tribes  passed  o'er. 

When  Jonah  was  cast  out  to  die, 

And  all  thy  storms  went  o'er  his  head. 

Thou,  from  the  depths  didst  hear  his  cry, 
And  raise  him  thence  as  from  the  dead. 

When  Peter,  walking  on  the  wave. 
Felt  his  faith  fail,  his  footsteps  sink. 

Thy  blessed  Son  was  there  to  save, 

And  snatched  him  from  destruction's  brink. 

Within  thy  courts,  great  Grod,  behold 

A  little  grateful  band  appear ; 
O'er  these  the  whelming  waters  rolled, 

But  help  was  nigh,  and  they  are  here. 
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Here,  in  thy  courts,  their  vows  to  pay, 
And  praise  thee  with  their  living  breath ; 

Where  had  their  spirits  been  this  day, 
Hadst  thou  not  rescued  them  from  death  ? 

Redeemed  from  the  devouring  tomb, 
Restored  to  life,  and  joy,  and  bliss ; 

O  save  them  from  a  deeper  gloom, 
And  to  a  happier  world  than  this. 


FOR  A  DAY  OF  HUMILIATION  DURING  THE 
PREVALENCE  OF  THE   CHOLERA. 

Let  the  land  mourn  through  all  its  coasts, 

The  king  lay  by  his  state ; 
Princes  and  rulers,  at  their  posts, 

Awhile  sit  desolate. 

Let  priests  and  people,  high  and  low, 
Rich,  poor,  and  great,  and  small, 

Invoke,  in  fellowship  of  woe. 
The  Maker  of  them  all. 

For  God  hath  summoned  from  his  place 

Death,  in  a  direr  form. 
To  waken,  warn,  and  scourge  our  race, 

Than  earthquake,  fire,  or  storm. 

Let  churches  weep  within  their  pale. 

And  families  apart ; 
Let  each  in  secrecy  bewail 

The  plague  of  his  own  heart. 
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So,  while  the  land  bemoans  its  sin, 

The  pestilence  may  cease, 
And  mercy,  tempering  wrath,  bring  in 

Not  health  alone,  but  peace :  — 

The  peace  of  God,  which  passeth  thought, 

Keep  every  heart  and  mind, 
TiU  all,  by  this  affliction  taught, 

Be  to  his  will  resigned. 


DIIRING  THE  CHOLERA.  —  CONFESSION  AND 

SUPPLICATION. 

It  is  the  Lord !  —  Behold  his  hand 
Outstretched  with  an  afflictive  rod ; 

And  hark !  a  voice  goes  through  the  land, 
"  Be  still,  ajid  know  that  I  am  God." 

Shall  we,  like  guilty  Adam,  hide 
In  darkest  shades  our  darker  fears  ? 

For  who  his  coming  may  abide  ? 

Or  who  shall  stand  when  he  appears  ? 

No,  —  let  us  throng  around  his  seat ; 

No,  —  let  us  meet  him  face  to  face. 
Prostrate  our  spirits  at  his  feet. 

Confess  our  sins,  and  sue  for  grace. 

Who  knows  but  God  will  hear  our  cries. 
Turn  swift  destruction  from  our  path, 

Restrain  his  judgments,  or  chastise 
In  tender  mercy,  not  in  wrath  ? 
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He  will,  he  will,  for  Jesus  pleads ; 

Let  heaven  and  earth  his  love  recoi'd ; 
For  us,  for  us,  he  intercedes ; 

Our  help  is  nigh :  —  it  is  the  Lord ! 

Lite  his  hands  then  let  us  fall, 

Come  health  or  sickness,  life  or  death ; 

Whether  he  send  us  balm  for  gall. 
Or  immortality  for  breath. 


THANKSGIVING  FOR  DELIVERANCE  FROM 

THE   CHOLERA. 

Walking  on  the  winged  wind, 
Fear  before  him,  Death  behind ; 
When  the  Lord  came  down  in  wrath. 
Clouds  and  darkness  girt  his  path. 

Thence  abroad  his  arrows  flew, 
Thick  and  fast  thej  smote  and  slew ; 
We  in  dust  and  ashes  lay. 
None  could  help,  —  but  aU  could  pray. 

Fervent  prayer  had  power  with  God, 
Caught  the  lightnings  on  its  rod, 
Faith  and  hope,  amidst  our  bands, 
Holding  up  its  weary  hands. 

Piuyer  prevailed  amidst  despair, 
God  delights  to  honor  prayer ; 
Judgment  laid  its  terrors  by, 
Mercy  beamed  o*er  earth  and  sky. 
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Now  be  sorrow  turned  to  song, 
Let  the  bruised  reed  grow  strong, 
Smoking  flax  break  forth  and  blaze, 
Prayer  transform  itself  to  praise. 

Let  the  living  now  record 
All  the  goodness  of  the  Lord  ; 
Him  let  the  redeemed  adore, 
Go  in  peace,  and  sin  no  more. 


THANKSGIVING  FOR  THE    REMOVAL  OF  THE 
CHOLERA  FROM  SHEFFIELD,  1832. 

Sing  Hallelujah ;  sing 

Glory  to  God  alone ! 
Bring  your  oblations,  bring 

Thank-offerings  to  the  throne  ; 
Take  words  of  joy,  of  comfort  take,. 
Awake  to  love,  to  life  awake. 

The  Lord  put  forth  his  hand, 

He  touched  us  and  we  died ; 
Vengeance  went  through  the  land, 

But  mercy  walked  beside  ; 
He  heard  our  prayers  ;  he  saw  our  tears, 
And  sta^d  the  plague,  and  queUed  our  fears. 

What  shall  we  give  to  thee  ? 

O  thou,  whose  purer  eyes 
Behold  iniquity 

In  man's  best  sacrifice? 
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Ourselves  we  give,  but  rest  our  claim 
On  Christ,  and  know  none  other  name. 

For  Jesus'  sake  forgive 

Thy  people,  Lord,  and  spare, 

To  him  and  thee  to  live, 
For  thine  and  his  we  are ; 

Thy  quickening  Spirit  gave  us  breath. 

Thy  Son,  by  death,  has  conquered  death. 


ON  LAYING  THE  FOUNDATION  STONE  OF  A 

CHURCH. 

Heaven  as  a  tent  thine  hand  displayed. 
Thy  word  the  earth  on  nothing  hung ; 

Thy  power  upholds  what  thou  hast  made ; 
Thy  praise.  Lord  God,  by  all  be  sung. 

Though  small  amidst  the  glorious  space, 
Where  suns  and  stars  thy  might  proclaim, 

To  thee  we  consecrate  this  place, 
Here  we  record  thy  holy  Name. 

A  temple  built  with  hands,  to  thee 

For  children's  children  here  shall  rise ; 

O  may  their  ceaseless  worship  be. 
Pure  offerings,  free-will  sacrifice. 

Now  to  the  prayer  of  faith  attend, 
Thou  God  who  answerest  by  fire ; 

An  earnest  of  the  Spirit  send. 
Enlarge,  fulfil,  surpass  desire. 
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ON  LAYING  THE  FOUNDATION  STONE  OF  A 

CHURCa 

The  ground  on  which  this  day  we  stand, 

H0I7  henceforth  shall  be, 
For  thus,  Lord  God  of  sea  and  land, 

Thine  own  we  render  thee. 

Maker  and  builder  thou,  of  all 

Around  us  and  above. 
On  thine  Almighty  name  we  call 

To  crown  our  work  of  love. 

If,  moved  by  thee,  in  dust  we  lay 

A  true  foundation  here. 
Though  heaven  and  earth  must  pass  away, 

Thy  counsel  shall  appear. 

An  earthly  temple  to  thy  praise. 

Our  laboring  hands  would  pile ; 
Do  thou  a  spiritual  temple  raise. 

Within  its  waUs,  the  while. 

Of  living  stones  that  temple  frame, 

Founded  on  Christ  alone. 
Inscribed  with  his  exalted  name. 

By  all  men  read  and  known. 

From  thence,  as  time  and  tide  roll  by, 

May  ransomed  souls  ascend. 
Safe  in  their  Father's  home  on  high. 

Eternity  to  spend. 
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ON  THE  CONSECRATION  OF  A  CHURCH. 

Not  in  Jerusalem  alone, 

God  hears  and  answers  prayer, 

Nor  on  Samaria's  mountain  known, 
Dispenses  blessings  there. 

True  worshippers  may  now  draw  nigh, 

Sinners  may  seek  his  face, 
Assured  to  meet  his  ear  and  eye. 

All  times,  in  every  place. 

Hence  in  the  secrecy  of  thought 

Our  silent  souls  may  pray. 
Or  round  the  household  altar  brought 

Begin  and  close  the  day. 

Yet,  meet  it  is,  and  right,  and  good. 
Where  he  records  his  Name, 

To  mingle  with  the  multitude, 
And  his  high  praise  proclaim. 

There,  while  the  Lord  their  Grod  they  bless, 
And  he  shines  forth  on  them. 

His  church  appears  in  holiness. 
Their  new  Jerusalem. 

Then  let  us  consecrate  to  him. 
These  walls  with  love  and  fear; 

God  dwelt  between  the  cherubim, 
May  God  in  Christ  dwell  here. 


J 
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ON  LAYING  THE  FOUNDATION  STONE  OF 
A  PLACE  OF  WORSHIP. 

A  SURE  and  tried  foundation  stone, 
Lord  God,  in  Zion  thou  bast  laid ; 

Grounded  and  fixed  on  Christ  alone, 
Thy  church  shall  flourish  undismayed. 

In  vain  the  gates  of  hell  assail,  «. 

Lmpregnable  is  her  defence ; 
The  Rock  of  Ages  cannot  fail, 

Nor  winds,  nor  floods  remove  her  thence. 

We  build  an  earthly  temple  here ; 

Behold  the  work  with  favoring  eye, 
And  when  our  hands  the  top-stone  rear, 

"  Grace,  grace  unto  it,"  be  the  cry. 

Then,  by  the  Spirit  of  thy  might, 
Come  with  the  Gospel's  joyful  sound, 

And  here  revealed  in  thine  own  light. 
Be  thou  by  all  who  seek  thee  found. 

Lord !  we  have  loved  thy  dwelling-place, 
Thy  mercy-seat  with  men  below, 

Here  then,  to  all  who  seek  thy  face, 
From  age  to  age  thy  goodness  show. 


FOR  THE  OPENING  OF  A  PLACE  OF 

WORSHIP. 

Not  here,  as  to  the  prophet's  eye. 
The  Lord  upon  his  throne  appears  ; 
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Nor  seraphim  responsive  cry, 

"  Holy !  thrice  holy ! "  in  our  ears. 

Yet  God  is  present  in  this  place, 

Veiled  in  serener  majesty. 
So  full  of  glory,  truth,  and  grace, 

That  faith  alone  such  light  can  see. 

Nor,  as  he  in  the  temple  taught, 
*  Is  Christ  beneath  this  roof  revealed. 
When  blind,  and  deaf,  and  dumb,  were  brought, 
Lepers  and  lame,  —  and  all  were  healed. 

Yet  here,  when  two  or  three  shall  meet, 
Or  thronging  multitudes  are  found, 

4 

All  may  sit  down  at  Jesus'  feet. 

And  hear  and  know  the  joyful  sound. 

Send  forth  the  seraphim,  O  Lord ! 

To  touch  thy  servants'  lips  with  fire ; 
Saviour !  give  them  thy  faithful  word ; 

God,  Holy  Ghost !  their  hearts  inspire. 


ON  COMMENCING  A  CHURCH  AND  CEMETERY. 

Father  of  glory,  God  of  grace ! 

An  house  of  prayer  to  thee  we  build ; 
Oft  may  the  consecrated  place, 

Be  with  thy  grace  and  glory  filled. 

Lord  of  the  living  and  the  dead. 

When  here  the  dead  and  living  meet, 

The  fulness  of  thy  blessing  shed. 
On  all  who  seek  thy  mercy-seat. 
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While  those  who  sleep  in  Jesus,  rest 

In  kindred  dust  and  ashes  near, 
This  thought  —  their  souls  in  heaven  are  blest  I 

The  hearts  of  mourning  friends  shall  cheer. 

They  lived  by  faith,  in  hope  they  died. 
The  cross  behind  their  Saviour  bore, 

And  in  his  footsteps  trod,  to  guide 
Their  followers  where  he  trod  before. 

AVe  live,  —  Oh !  let  the  living  praise 
The  goodness  that  prolongs  our  breath ; 

We  die,  —  die  daily ;  all  our  days 
He  preparation-days  for  death. 

Come,  then,  that  end  of  mortal  strife. 
We  on  Christ's  faithful  word  rely,  — 

*'  The  Resurrection  and  the  Life ! " 
Who  trust  in  him  shall  never  die. 


FOR  THE  OPENING  OF  A  PLACE   OF  PUBLIC 

WORSHIP. 

Behold  yon  bright  array, 

Before  the  sapphire  throne  ; 
There,  young  nor  old,  nor  rich  nor  poor, 

There,  bond  nor  free,  are  known. 

At  once  they  strike  their  lyres. 

At  once  break  off,  —  and  all. 
With  trembling  joy,  and  silent  love. 

In  adoration  fall. 
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Whatever  their  lot  below, 

As  fellow-heirs  of  bliss, 
In  heaven  their  services  are  one : 

Let  earth  be  heaven  in  this. 

As  brethren,  thus  may  we 
Worship  with  one  accord ; 

In  stillness  wait,  in  prayer  bow  down, 
Stand  up,  and  bless  the  Lord. 

As  pilgrims  on  their  way. 

Thousands  these  courts  shall  fill, 

And  travel  on  from  strength  to  strength, 
Abreast  to  Zion's  hill. 

May  all  those  pilgrims  meet, 
When  faith  is  changed  to  sights 

Where  the  Lord  God  himself  shall  be 
The  temple  and  the  light :  — 

Where  on  the  sea  of  glass, 
The  ransomed  nations  sing, 

And  to  the  Lamb  that  once  was  slain. 
Eternal  glory  bring. 


ON  LAYING  THE  FOUNDATION  STONE  OF  A 
PLACE  FOR  WORSHIP. 

This  stone  to  thee  in  faith  we  lay, 
We  build  the  temple.  Lord,  to  thee : 

Thine  eye  be  open  night  and  day, 
To  guard  this  house  and  sanctuary. 


-J 
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Here,  when  thy  people  seek  th  j  face, 

And  dying  sinners  pray  to  live, 
Hear,  thou,  in  heaven  thy  dwelling-place, 

And  when  thou  hearest,  O  forgive  I 

Here,  when  thy  messengers  proclaim 

The  blessed  Gospel  of  thy  Son, 
Still,  by  the  power  of  his  great  Name, 

Be  mighty  signs  and  wonders  done. 

Hosanna !  to  their  heavenly  king, 

When  children's  voices  raise  that  song ; 

Hosanna !  let  their  angels  sing, 

And  heaven  with  earth  the  strain  prolong. 

But  will  indeed  Jehovah  deign 
Here  to  abide,  no  transient  guest  ? 

Here  will  the  world's  Redeemer  reign. 
And  here  the  Holy  Spirit  rest  ? 

That  glory  never  hence  depart  I 

Yet  choose  not,  Lord,  this  house  alone , 

Thy  kingdom  come  to  every  heart, 
In  every  bosom  fix  thy  throne. 


ON  OPENING  A  PLACE  FOR  WORSHIP. 

Lord  of  hosts,  to  thee  we  raise 
Here  an  house  of  prayer  and  praise ; 
Thou  thy  people's  hearts  prepare. 
Here  to  meet  for  praise  and  prayer. 

Let  the  living  here  be  fed, 

With  thy  word,  the  heavenly  bread; 
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Here,  in  hope  of  glory  blessed, 
May  the  dead  be  laid  to  rest. 

Here  to  thee  a  temple  stand. 
While  the  sea  shall  gird  the  land ; 
Here  reveal  thy  merpy  sure, 
While  the  sun  and  moon  endure. 

Hallelujah !  —  earth  and  sky 
To  the  joyful  sound  reply  ; 
Hallelujah !  —  hence  ascend 
Prayer  and  praise  till  time  shall  end. 


FOR  THE  OPENING  OF  AN  ORGAN. 

The  morning  stars  in  concert  sang, 
When  God  created  heaven  and  earth ; 

And  earth  and  heaven  with  music  rang, 
When  angels  hailed  Messiah's  birth. 

From  Eden  to  the  King  of  kings, 
In  sinless  man's  primeval  days, 

The  voices  of  all  living  things. 

All  nature's  sounds,  were  notes  of  praisft 

When  Adam  by  transgression  fell, 
Concord  to  dissonance  was  changed, 

And  strife,  the  element  of  hell. 

The  young  world's  harmony  deranged. 

Nor  ever,  since  his  Sabbath-rest, 

When  the  great  Maker  from  the  skies. 

His  finished  works  beheld  and  blessed, 
Have  songs  of  glory  ceased  to  rise. 
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Where  two  or  three  in  union  meet, 

Or  thousands  throng  the  house  of  pra}'er, 

Heart-melodies,  thanksgivings  sweet, 
And  faithful  vows  are  offered  there. 

Now,  with  all  instruments  in  one, 

All  spirits  tuned  to  one  accord, 
Our  prayer  be  this,  —  "Thy  will  be  done;" 

And  this  our  anthem,  —  "  Praise  the  Lord  !  " 


ON  THE  PREPARATION  OF  A  BURIAL  GROUND. 

We  plan  foundations  for  the  dead. 
But  lay  the  eai'liest  stone  to  thee, 

Who,  as  the  whole  creation's  head. 
Alone  hast  immortality. 

For  in,  and  through,  and  over  all, 

Extends  thy  universal  reign  ; 
We  know  the  heaven  of  heavens  too  small, 

Thy  power  and  glory  to  contain. 

In  Sinai's  howling  wilderness, 

Of  old  thy  presence  deigned  to  dwell ; 

The  tabernacle  stood  to  bless. 
And  guard  the  tents  of  Israel. 

So  on  this  yet  unpeopled  plot, 
Whither  the  living  shall  repair. 

And  thronging  graves  surround  the  spot, 
To  thee  shall  rise  an  house  of  prayer. 

Watch  o'er  this  sanctuary  keep, 

And  oh  !  may  all  who  slumber  here, 
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Redeemed  from  sin  in  Jesus  sleep, 
Till  he  who  is  their  life  appear. 

As  in  his  rock-hewn  sepulchre, 
Where  man  had  never  lain  before, 

Thy  Son  once  rested,  —  we  inter 
Our  kindred,  seen  on  earth  no  more. 

Then,  at  the  last  loud  trumpet's  breath, 
When  quick  and  dead  before  him  stand, 

Saved  from  both  first  and  second  death. 
May  these  be  found  on  his  right  hand. 


FOR  THE  OPENING  OF  A  CHAPEL  AND 
SUNDAY  wSCHOOL. 

Hallowed  be  this  humble  spot, 
Like  the  place  of  Jacob's  bed ; 

God  was  there,  he  knew  it  not, 
Till  heaven  opened  o'er  his  head. 

Angels  travelled  through  his  dream. 

Time  unveiled  eternity ; 
Then  came  forth  a  voice  from  him. 

Whom  no  living  eye  can  see. 

"  I  am  God,  —  thy  father's  God, 
I  will  bless  thee  and  increase, 

Give  the  land  which  thou  hast  trod, 
To  thy  seed,  and  send  them  peace," 

Not  in  visions  of  the  night, 
God  of  Jacob  !  on  our  way, 
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But  in  noon  of  gospel  light, 

Here  thy  power  and  grace  display. 

Here,  though  prayer,  since  time  begun, 

Never  have  been  made  before, 
Now  be  prayer  from  sire  to  son, 

Made  till  time  shall  be  no  more. 

Oft  on  embassies  of  love. 

Be  descending  angels  sent, 
And  returning  spread^bove 

Joy  o*er  sinners  that  repent. 

Here  the  children's  angels  see 

Little  ones  to  Jesus  brought. 
In  thy  nurture  trained  for  thee. 

By  thine  admonition  taught. 

While  thy  ministers  declare 

All  the  counsel  of  thy  will, 
Lord,  thy  people's  hearts  prepare 

Every  precept  to  fulfil. 

Here,  when  all  that  live  are  dead. 
And  the  unborn  supply  their  place, 

Age  by  age,  may  souls  be  led, 
In  this  house,  to  seek  thy  face. 


ON  THE  APPOINTMENT  OF  A  MINISTER, 

Phil.  u.  29. 

We  bid  thee  welcome  in  the  name 
Of  Jesus,  our  exalted  head  ; 
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Come  as  a  servant,  so  he  came, 
And  we  receive  thee  in  his  stead. 

Come  as  a  shepherd ;  guard  and  keep 
This  fold  from  hell,  and  earth,  and  sin ; 

Nourish  the  lambs,  and  feed  the  sheep. 
The  wounded  heal,  the  lost  bring  in. 

Come  as  a  watchman ;  take  thy  stand 
Upon  thy  tower  amidst  the  sky ; 

And  when  the  s\|ord  comes  on  the  land, 
Call  us  to  fight,  or  warn  to  fly. 

Come  as  an  an^el,  hence  to  guide 
A  band  of  pilgrims  on  their  way, 

That,  safely  walking  at  thy  side. 

We  fail  not,  faint  not,  turn,  nor  stray. 

Come  as  a  teacher  sent  from  God, 

Charged  his  whole  counsel  to  declare ; 

Lift  o*er  our  ranks  the  prophet's  rod. 
While  we  uphold  thy  hands  with  prayer. 

Come  as  a  messenger  of  peace. 

Filled  with  the  Spirit,  fired  with  love ; 

Live  to  behold  our  large  increase. 
And  die  to  meet  us  all  above. 


FOB  A  MEETING    OF  MINISTERS. 

Pour  out  thy  Spirit  from  on  high ; 

Lord,  thine  assembled  servants  bless ; 
Graces  and  gifts  to  each  supply, 

And  clothe  thy  priests  with  righteousness. 
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'  Withiri.  thy  temple,  wlien  we  stand 

To  teach  the  truth,  as  taught  by  the© ; 
Saviour,  like  stars  in  thy  right  hand, 
The  anffels  of  the  churches  be. 

Wisdom,  and  zeal,  and  faith  impart, 
Firmness  with  meekness,  from  above. 

To  bear  thy  people  on  our  heart, 

And  love  the  souls  whom  thou  dost  love  :  — 

To  watch,  and  pray,  and  never  faint^ 
By  day  and  night,  strict  guard  to  keep. 

To  warn  the  sinner,  cheer  the  saint, 
Nourish  thy  lambs,  and  feed  thy  sheep. 

Then,  when  our  work  is  finished  here. 
In  humble  hope  our  charge  resign ; 

When  the  Chief  Shepherd  shall  appear, 
O  God !  may  they  and  we  be  thine. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  MINISTER. 

Rest  from  thy  labors,  rest. 

Soul  of  the  just  set  free ! 
Blest  be  thy  memory,  and  blest 

Thy  bright  example  be. 

Now  toil  and  conflict  o'er, 

Go,  take  with  saints  thy  place, 

But  go,  as  each  hath  gone  before, 
A  sinner  saved  by  grace. 

Lord  Christ,  into  thy  hands. 
Our  pastor  we  resign  ; 
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And  now  we  wait  thy  own  commands, 
We  were  not  hisy  but  thine. 

Thou  art  thy  church's  head, 
And  when  the  members  die, 

Thou  raisest  others  in  their  stead,  — 
To  thee  we  lift  our  eye ;  — 

On  thee  our  hopes  depend. 
We  gather  round  our  Rock; 

Send  whom  thou  wilt,  but  condescend 
Thyself  to  feed  thy  flock. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  MINISTER,  CUT  OFP 

IN  HIS  VIGOR. 

Go  to  the  grave  in  all  thy  glorious  prime. 

In  full  activity  of  zeal  and  power ; 
A  Christian  cannot  die  before  his  time, 

The  Lord's  appointment  is  the  servant's  hour. 

Go  to  the  grave ;  at  noon  from  labor  cease  ; 

Rest  on  thy  sheaves,  thy  harvest-task  is  done  ; 
Come  from  the  heart  of  battle,  and  in  peace, 

Soldier,  go  home ;  with  thee  the  fight  is  won. 

Go  to  the  grave ;  though  like  a  fallen  tree. 
At  once  with   verdure,    flowers,   and    fruitage 
crowned ; 

lliy  form  may  perish,  and  thine  honors  be 

Lost  in  the  mouldering  bosom  of  the  ground  ;  — 

Go  to  the  grave,  which,  faithful  to  its  trust. 
The  germ  of  immortality  shall  keep ; 
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While  safe,  as  watched  by  cherubim,  thy  dust 
Shall,  till  the  judgment-day,  in  Jesus  sleep. 

Go  to  the  grave,  for  there  thy  Saviour  lay 
In  death's  embraces,  ere  he  rose  on  high ; 

And  all  the  ransomed,  by  that  narrow  way, 
Pass  to  eternal  life  beyond  the  sky. 

Gk)  to  the  grave ;  —  no,  take  thy  seat  above ; 

Be  thy  pure  spirit  present  with  the  Lord, 
Where  thou,  for  faith  and  hope,  hast  perfect  love, 

And  open  vision  for  the  written  Word. 


PRAYER  FOR  AN  AGED  MINISTER. 

A  BLESSING  on  our  pastor's  head, 
Lord  God,  we  fervently  implore  ; 

On  him  this  day  a  blessing  shed, 
For  life,  for  death,  for  evermore. 

For  all  that  thou  in  him  hast  wrought. 
For  all  that  thou  by  him  hast  done, 

Our  warmest,  purest  thanks  be  brought, 
Through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord,  thy  Son. 

To  thee  he  gave  his  flower  of  youth. 
To  thee  his  manhood's  fruit  he  gave, 

The  herald  of  life-giving  truth, 

Dead  souls  from  deathless  death  to  save. 

Forsake  him  not  in  his  old  age. 

But  while  his  Master's  cross  he  bears, 

Faith  be  his  staff  on  pilgrimage, 
A  crown  of  glory  his  gray  hairs. 
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With  holier  zeal  his  heart  enlarge, 

Though  strength  decay,  and  sight  grow  dim. 

That  we,  the  people  of  his  charge. 
May  glorify  thy  grace  in  him. 

So,  when  his  warfare  here  shall  cease, 

By  suffering  perfected  in  love, 
His  ransomed  soul  shall  join  in  peace 

The  church  of  the  first-born  above. 


ON  A  MINISTER'S  JUBILEE. 

Hallelujah  !  heart  and  voice. 
Yielding  all  the  praise  to  thee. 

Lord,  the  flock  would  now  rejoice 
In  their  shepherd's  jubilee. 

Hallelujah !  heart  and  voice. 
When  the  day  of  God  they  see, 

All  Christ's  pheep  will  thus  rejoice, 
At  his  own  great  jubilee. 

Hallelujah !  heart  and  voice, 

Then  in  heaven  one  fold  shall  be, 

And  one  shepherd,  —  to  rejoice     • 
In  eternal  jubilee. 


APPEAL  FROM  POOR  CHILDREN. 

Friends  of  the  poor,  the  young,  the  weak, 
Regard  our  humble  train  ; 


^ 
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Compassion  at  your  hands  we  seek ; 
Shall  children  plead  in  vain  ? 

Were  you  not  children  once  ?  —  Renew 

The  time  when  young  as  we ; 
Think  of  the  friends  that  nourished  you, 

And  hearken  to  our  plea. 

Are  there  not  feelings  from  above, 

In  every  heart  that  reign  ? 
The  pulse,  the  voice,  the  look  of  love ;  — 

Shall  nature  plead  in  vain  ? 

Have  you  no  dear  ones  round  your  hearth. 

As  weak  and  young  as  we  ? 
Think,  if  like  ours  had  been  their  birth, 

Could  you  resist  the  plea  ? 

Have  you  not  known  a  Saviour's  grace, 

For  man's  redemption  slain  ? 
Behold  that  Saviour  in  our  place  ;  — 

Shall  Jesus  plead  in  vain  ? 

No  ;  —  by  his  early  griefs  and  tears, 

When  poor  and  young  as  we ; 
By  all  his  woes  in  after  years. 

Accept  your  Saviour's  plea. 


THE  ERECTION  OF  A  SUNDAY  SCHOOL 

A  children's  temple  here  we  build. 
And  consecrate  it.  Lord,  to  thee  ; 

In  hope,  that  with  thy  presence  filled. 
These  humble  walls  henceforth  may  be. 
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When  Christ,  thy  holy  child,  was  born, 
He  had  not  where  to  lay  his  head ; 

Though  King  of  kings,  he  did  not  scorn 
The  meanness  of  a  manger-bed. 

He,  who  the  throne  of  glory  shares, 

Came  down,  that  we,  through  sovereign  love. 

Might  be  God's  children,  and  God's  heirs, 
Joint-heirs  with  him  in  bliss  above. 

And  is  he  not  to-day  the  same, 
And  deigns  he  not  to  visit  there, 

Where  two  or  three  in  his  great  Name, 
Are  met  for  worship,  praise,  and  prayer  ? 

Ah !  yes,  where  simple  souls  are  taught 
To  know  and  do  his  Father's  will. 

Or  infants  to  his  arms  are  brought, 
He  welcomes  all,  and  blesses  still. 

Come,  Holy  Ghost!  while  we  draw  nigh. 
Such  life  and  power  to  us  afford. 

That  each  may  "  Abba,  Father  1 "  cry, 
And  young  and  old  call  Jesus,  Lord. 


THE  HAPPINESS   OF  THOSE  WHO   WALK 

WITH   CHRIST. 

Happt  the  child,  who  eai'ly  makes 
The  path  of  duty  his  delight. 

The  way  of  wickedness  forsakes. 
And  walks  as  in  his  Maker's  sight. 


L 
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Happy  the  youth,  whose  soul  hath  found 
Pardon  and  favor  with  the  Lord ; 

True  riches  shall  to  him  abound, 

True  pleasures  spring  from  God's  word. 

Happy  the  man,  who  trusts  in  thee, 
Christ,  our  Redeemer,  strong  to  save. 

Thy  love  through  life  his  bliss  shall  be. 
In  death  his  hope  beyond  the  grave. 

Thrice  happy  they,  who  thus  are  taught 

To  seek  salvation  here  below. 
And  young  or  old,  determined  naught, 

Save  Jesus  crucified,  to  know. 


THE  SOULS  OF  CHILDREN  RANSOMED  BY 
THE  DEATH  OF  CHRIST. 

Lord  Jesus  Christ,  the  children's  friend, 
On  us  lift  up  thy  gracious  hands, 

And  from  thy  holy  temple  send 
Blessings  on  our  united  bands. 

How  precious  in  thy  Father's  sight 

Were  children's  souls,  when  thee  he  gave, 

His  only  Son,  his  heart's  delight, 

From  hell  to  heaven  those  souls  to  save ! 

What  love  to  them,  what  love  was  thine, 
Meek  Lamb  of  God  when  thou  didst  give 

Thy  soul,  a  sacrifice  divine, 

Dying  thyself  that  they  might  live ! 
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Nor  less  the  Holy  Spirit's  grace, 
When  by  his  light  he  thee  reveals, 

As  though  they  saw  thee  face  to  face, 
And  them  as  heirs  of  glory  seals. 

Are  children's  souls  of  such  high  price  ? 

With  grief  and  gladness  may  we  see, 
How  sad  their  loss  in  Paradise, 

How  great  their  gain  on  Calvary 

Our  own  no  longer,  thine  they  are. 
In  mercy  bind  them  to  thy  cross ; 

Safe  only  from  the  tempter  there. 
From  second  death  and  endless  loss. 


POOR  CHILDREN  PRAYING  FOR  GRACE. 

O  Lord  our  God,  thy  light  and  truth 

To  us  thy  children  send, 
That  we  may  serve  thee  in  our  youth. 

And  love  thee  to  the  end. 

By  nature  sinful,  weak,  and  blind, 

The  downward  path  we  trod. 
Our  wandering  heart  and  wayward  mind 

Were  enemies  to  God. 

But  friends  and  guardians  now,  through  grace, 

Our  heedless  steps  restrain. 
They  teach  us,  Lord,  to  seek  thy  face, 

Which  none  shall  seek  in  vain. 

Hence  to  the  hills  we  lift  our  eyes. 
From  which  salvation  springs ; 
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O  Sun  of  Righteousness,  arise, 
With  healing  in  thj  wings ! 

Arise,  —  and  o'er  this  vale  of  tears, 

Shine  into  perfect  daj, 
Still  heavenward,  through  progressive  years, 

Pointing  the  Christian's  way. 


rOUTH  RESOLVING  BY  VOWS  AND  PRAYER 
TO  SERVE  THE  LORD. 

Youth,  health,  and  strength  are  ours  to-day. 
And  years  to  come  in  prospect  lie ; 

But  youth,  health,  strength,  must  soon  decay. 
This  year  —  this  moment,  we  may  die. 

Brought  to  the  altar  of  the  Lord, 

Eternal  enmity,  we  now 
To  sin  and  Satan  would  record ; 

To  Christ  eternal  homage  vow. 

Lord,  to  thyself  our  spirits  draw, 
Bind  our  affections  with  thy  love  ; 

Incline  our  hearts  to  keep  thy  law, 
And  fix  our  hopes  on  things  above. 

The  fragrance,  dew,  and  flower  of  youth, 
The  health  and  strength  of  nature's  prime. 

We  here  present ;  —  Oh !  thine  in  truth 
Be  all  our  talents,  all  our  time. 

Heavenward  our  course  on  earth  be  bent, 

Where'er  our  future  lot  is  cast ; 
VOL.  V.  18 
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And  life,  thus  well  and  wisely  spenty 
Be  pure  and  holj  to  the  last. 


THB  HEART  GIVEN  TO  GOD  IN  ACKNOWL- 
EDGMENT OF  HIS  BLESSINGS. 

PAST  I. 

Our  parents,  brothers,  sisters,  friends. 

We  love  and  hold  most  dear ; 
For  these  our  heavenly  Father  sends 

To  make  us  happy  here. 

They  feed,  they  clothe,  supply  our  wants, 

And  bless  us  while  they  live ; 
But  God,  our  heavenly  Father,  grants 

Blessings  they  cannot  give. 

We  call  them  ours  a  little  while  — 

Then  one  by  one  departs. 
And  we  no  longer  see  their  smile 

That  won  our  youthful  hearts. 

Our  heavenly  Father  cannot  die ; 

On  him  our  souls  depend  ; 
We  sleep  and  wake  beneath  his  eye  — 

He  loves  us  to  the  end. 

He  gave  us  being,  gave  us  breath ; 

We  feel  his  constant  care  ; 
We're  his  through  life,  we're  his  in  death, 

His  we  for  ever  are. 

He  to  his  house,  not  made  with  hands, 
Invites  us  while  we  roam. 
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And  at  the  door  our  Saviour  stands 
To  bid  us  welcome  home. 

FABT  n. 

What  doth  the  Lord,  on  our  poor  part. 

Require  us  to  resign  ? 
"  My  son,"  saith  he,  "  give  me  thy  heart,*' 

<<  My  daughter  I  give  me  thine." 

Let  us  on  this  great  jubilee. 

Answer,  "  Thy  will  be  done ; 
We  give  up  all  our  hearts  to  thee : 

Each  child  now  brings  thee  one. 

^  Take  them,  and  fill  them  with  thy  love  -— 

Fill  till  they  overflow 
With  praise  to  thee  in  heaven  above, 

And  prayer  for  all  below. 

'*  May  every  heart  on  earth's  wide  face, 

Of  child  or  man,  be  given 
To  Christ,  where'er  his  word  of  grace 

Is  sounded  under  heaven  I " 


PRAYER  FOR  SPIRITUAL  LIGHT,  HOLINESS, 

AND  PEACE. 

God,  o'er  all  supremely  blessed, 
God,  in  Christ  made  manifest, 
God,  the  Spirit,  one  in  three ; 
Make  thy  children  one  with  thee. 

Let  the  glory  of  thy  face. 
Let  the  riches  of  thy  grace. 
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Xtet  tkine  influence  benign, 
Sanctify  and  seal  us  thine. 

Thou  art  power,  and  loire,  and  light, 
Bj  that  threefold  cord  unite 
All  our  schools,  with  large  increase,    ^ 
In  thj  covenant  of  peace. 

Then  the  living,  year  by  year, 
Shall  recruit  our  numbers  here. 
And  our  dying  friends  supply 
Fresh  accessions  to  the  sky. 

Till,  at  mortal  life's  last  stage, 
Time  himself  shall  die  of  age. 
Death,  dethroned,  lay  down  his  head 
In  that  grave  where  lay  his  dead. 

Thence  may  we,  in  that  dread  hour. 
Rescued  from  the  tyrant's  power. 
With  thy  saints  arise,  and  sing 
Christ,  decUhrs  OtrnqueroTy  Christ  our  King. 


GOD  THE  SOURCE  OF  NATURAL  AND  SPIRIT 

UAL  LIGHT. 

FOB  SUNDAY  SCHOOL  TSACHKR8. 

God  said,  "  Let  there  be  light !  '* 
And  light  sprang  forth,  new  bom ; 

He  spake,  'twas  done,  —  primeval  night 
Brake  into  glorious  mom. 

Who  then  shall  dare  to  say, 

*'  Let  there  be  darkness  "  —  none 
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But  ravening  wolves  that  hate  the  day, 
And  owls  that  fear  the  sun« 

Stars,  from  the  solar  fount, 

Their  borrowed  lustre  draw ; 
Moses  came  radiant  from  the  mount 

To  teach  God's  holy  law. 

Warm  from  the  throne  of  grace, 
Where  we  have  learnt  his  will ; 

When  we  go  forth,  may  every  face 
Express  his  image  still. 

Light  in  the  Lord  are  we. 

While  by  his  truth  we  stand, 
Reflecting  beams  of  Deity, 

Like  stars  in  his  right  hand. 

So  shall  our  schools  be  found 

As  gardens  of  the  Lord, 
And  fruits  of  holiness  abound, 

Where'er  we  plant  the  Word. 


FOR  A  SUNDAY  SCHOOL  MEETING  AT 
WHITSUNTIDE. 

With  heart  and  soul,  with  mind  and  might, 
In  many  a  glad  and  grateful  throng, 

The  aged  and  the  young  unite 
To  sing  their  pentecostal  song. 

This  day  brings  sweet  remembrances 
Of  hallowed  seasons  gone  before, 


278  OBIGINAL   HTHNS. 

And  pledges  greater  things  than  these. 
To  schools  and  teachers,  still  in  store. 

Thus  every  year  bequeathes  one  day 
Of  special  blessings  to  record  ; 

With  dear  companions  by  the  way, 
While  following  on  to  know  the  Lord. 

A  gathering  here  on  pilgrimage 

Refreshes  thousands  in  their  course ; 

A  field-day  here  gives  those  who  wage 
War  with  the  world,  redoubled  force. 

Among  the  annals  of  the  past, 
This  happiest  day  let  us  enroll. 

And  year  by  year,  while  life  shall  last. 
Inscribe  a  happier  on  the  scroll. 

Can  such  a  consummation  be  ?  — 
This  day  is  ours,  —  the  only  one  ; 

To  spend  it  for  eternity 

Will  be  the  good  work  well  begun. 


UNITY  IN  FAITH,  HOPE,   AND  FEELING. 

Around  the  throne  of  grace  we  meet, 

In  pentecostal  bands, 
With  Christian  love  each  other  greet, 

And  join  our  hearts  and  hands. 

Now  all  as  one,  and  one  as  all. 
Faith,  feelings,  hopes  the  same. 

On  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ  we  call, 
And  glorify  his  name. 


r 
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At  onoe  upon  ten  thousand  flowers, 

The  morning  sunbeams  strike. 
Millions  of  blades  of  grass  —  spring  showers 

Baptize  from  heaven  alike. 

So  may  the  Sun  of  Righteousness  ' 

On  our  assembly  shine, 
And  showers  of  consolation  bless 

Our  souls  with  peace  divine. 

Hence,  when  we  to  our  homes  return, 

Rejoicing  let  us  say, 
"  Did  not  our  hearts  within  us  bum. 

While  Christ  went  all  our  way  ?  " 


SABBATH  SCHOOL  UNION. 

On  earth  we  meet  again  below  ; 

But  shall  we  ever  meet  above. 
And  all  our  souls  together  flow 

In  one  eternal  tide  of  love  ? 

Some  meet  who  never  met  before ; 

We  bid  them  welcome  on  their  way : 
And  some  may  part  to  join  no  more 

The  children's  Whitsuntide  array. 

While  the  whole  world  before  us  lies. 
May  each,  whatever  our  pilgrim  path. 

Be  truly  taught,  and  timely  wise 
To  follow  peace,  and  flee  from  wrath : 

That  wrath,  which  disobedience  brought 
On  Adam's  sin-born  progeny ; 
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That  peace,  whicfaroor  Redeemer  bought, 
With  his  own  blood,  upon  the  tree. 

So  be  this  temple  to  the  Lord, 

This  Sabbath  Union,  which  we  build 

Of  living  stones,  upon  his  Word, 
With  his  perpetual  presence  filled. 

Death-partings,  then,  from  earth  shall  be 
Life-meetings  in  that  world  above, 

Where  life  is  immortalitj,  — 
An  immortality  of  love. 


CHILDREN  SINGING  HOSANNA  TO  CHRIST 

HosANNA  be  the  children's  song. 
To  Christ,  the  children's  King; 

His  praise,  to  whom  their  souls  belong. 
Let  all  the  children  sing. 

From  little  ones  to  Jesus  brought, 

Hosannas  now  be  heard ; 
Let  infants  at  the  breast  be  taught 

To  lisp  that  lovelj  word* 

Hosanna  here,  in  joyful  bands. 
Maidens  and  youths  proclaim. 

And  hail  with  voices,  hearts,  and  hands, 
The  Son  of  David's  name. 

Hosanna,  sound  from  hill  to  hill. 
And  spread  from  plain  to  plain ; 

While  louder,  sweeter,  clearer  still. 
Woods  echo  to  the  strain. 
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Hosanua,  on  the  wings  of  light, 

0*er  earth  and  ocean  fij ; 
Till  mom  to  eve,  and  noon  to  nighty 

And  heaven  to  earth  reply. 

The  city  to  the  country  call : 

Let  realm  with  realm  accord ; 
And  this  their  watchword  one  and  all ; 

Hosanna  —  praise  the  Lord  I 

Hosanna,  then^  our  song  shall  be  ; 

Hosanna  to  our  King ; 
This  is  the  children's  jubilee ; 

Let  all  the  children  sing. 


CHILDREN  RECALLING  CHRIST'S  EXAMPLE 

AND  HIS  LOVE. 

When  Jesus  left  his  Father's  throne. 

He  chose  an  humble  birth ; 
Like  us,  unhonored  and  unknown, 

He  came  to  dwell  on  earth. 

Like  him,  may  we  be  found  below 

In  wisdom's  paths  of  peace  ! 
Like  him,  in  grace  and  knowledge  grow. 

As  years  and  strength  increase. 

Jesus  passed  by  the  rich  and  great. 

For  men  of  low  degree ; 
He  sanctified  our  parents*  state, 

For  poor,  like  them,  was  he. 
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Sweet  were  his  words,  and  kind  his  look, 
When  mothers  round  him  pressed ; 

Their  infants  in  his  arms  he  took, 
And  on  his  bosom  blessed. 

Safe  from  the  world's  alluring  harms, 

Beneath  his  watchful  eye, 
Thus  in  the  circle  of  his  arms. 

May  we  forever  lie. 

When  Jesus  into  Salem  rode. 

The  children  sang  around ; 
For  joy  they  plucked  the  palms,  and  strowed 

Their  garments  on  the  ground. 

Hosanna,  our  glad  voices  raise, 

Hosanna  to  our  King  ; 
Should  we  forget  our  Saviour's  praise. 

The  stones  themselves  would  sing. 

For  we  have  learned  to  love  his  name : 

That  name  divinely  sweet, 
May  every  pulse  through  life  proclaim, 

And  our  last  breath  repeat. 


CHILDREN  ACKNOWLEDGING  THE  PROVL 
DENCE  AND  GOODNESS  OF  GOD. 

The  children's  angels  always  view 
Their  heavenly  Father's  face ; 

His  joyful  messengers  and  true, 
In  providence  and  grace :  — 
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To  guard  our  feeble  steps ;  to  keep 

From  harm  our  living  breath, 
Watch  o'er  our  senses  while  we  sleep, 

And  waft  us  home  in  death. 

But  not  to  angels*  care  alone 

Poor  children  are  consigned ; 
To  Grod  himself  our  wants  are  known. 

The  Lord  to  us  is  kind. 

Yes ;  —  every  comfort  here  below, 

And  every  hope  above ; 
All  that  we  have  and  are,  we  owe 

To  his  tinfailing  love. 

Then  let  us  act  as  in  his  sight, 

And  on  our  humble  way 
Walk  in  the  liberty  of  light, 

As  children  of  the  day. 

Young  though  we  be  and  in  the  prime 

Of  life's  unfolding  powers, 
Of  all  the  moments  of  our  time. 

This,  only  this  is  ours. 

We  seize  it.  Lord,  before  't  is  past ; 

We  yield  ourselves  to  thee  ; 
Thine  be  our  earliest  years,  our  last. 

And  our  eternity. 


CHILDREN  NUMBERING  THEIR  DAYS 

The  pure  and  peaceful  mind. 
The  meek  and  lowly  heairt, 
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Tbe  patient  will  to  thine  resigned,    • 
God  of  all  power  impart. 

Young  though  in  years  we  be. 
In  health  and  spirits  strong ; 

What  is  the  life  of  man  to  thee  ? 
The  longest  is  not  long. 

A  thousand  years,  a  day, 

Are  equal  in  thy  sight ; 
Our  generations  pass  away. 

Like  watches  of  the  night. 

Lord,  make  us  timely  wise 
To  know  our  call  of  grace ; 

And  with  the  moment,  as  it  flies, 
Run  our  appointed  race : 

Still  keep  the  end  in  view. 

Tarry  nor  turn  aside. 
Perils,  allurements,  bonds  break  through 

Most  faithful  when  most  tried  I 

Thus,  till  we  reach  the  goal, 
All  else  we  count  but  loss  ; 

Nor.  till  we  gain  the  prize, — our  soal, — 
Grow  weary  of  the  cross. 


THE  GOVERNMENT  OF  THE  TONGUE. 

The  tongue,  the  tongue,  with  all  its  powers. 
Is  thine  who  made  it,  thine,  not  ours ; 
Lord,  teach  us  early  to  control. 
That  tameless  tell-tale  of  the  soul. 
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Twas  with  the  tongue,  the  serpent's  wile 
Did  Eve*s  simplicity  beguile  ; 
'Twas  with  the  tongue  fallen  Adam  tried, 
His  guilt  behind  her  sin  to  hide. 

The  tongue's  a  sword,  a  two-edged  sword, 
To  kill  or  quicken  with  a  word ; 
A  key  to  ope  and  shut  the  heart. 
To  lock  out  knowledge  or  impart. 

With  it  God's  glory  we  proclaim, 
With  it  blaspheme  his  holy  name ; 
Here  good  and  evil  strangely  meet, 
Hence  bitter  waters  flow  with  sweet. 

Lord,  such  confusion  should  not  be ; 
Thou  art  all  truth,  all  equity ; 
Pure  from  thine  hand  the  creature  sprung, 
But  lost  thine  image  through  the  tongue. 

Through  it  that  image  be  restored ; 
Let  tongues  of  fire  that  preach  thy  word. 
Call,  by  thy  Holy  Spirit's  might, 
Souls  out  of  darkness  into  light. 

Be  this  our  lot :  —  may  heart  and  tongue 

To  heavenly  harmony  be  strung, 

Till  every  tone  thy  love  record. 

And  every  pulse  praise  thee  the  Lord. 
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PRAYER  FOR  PRESERVATION  FROM  SINFUL 

WORDS. 

With  lawless  lips,  unbridled  tongue, 
In  language,  wanton  or  profane, 

Never,  good  Lord,  from  ua  be  wrung 
A  phrase  to  take  thy  name  in  vain. 

For  every  idle  word  to  thee. 

As  each  must  give  a  strict  account, 

Well  might  we  tremble,  could  we  see, 
Young  as  we  are,  the  past  amount. 

Since,  not  by  blasphemy  alone, 

When  sinners  curse  thee  to  thy  face, 

A  thought,  a  sign,  a  look,  a  tone, 
May  cast  upon  thy  name  disgrace. 

Thy  name  they  also  desecrate, 

Who  read  thy  word,  who  pray,  and  praise, 
Yet  not  on  thee  in  spirit  wait, 

Nor  honor  thee  in  all  their  ways. 

Thy  name !  —  0  by  our  mouth,  that  word 
Be  never  spoken,  —  in  our  heart 

Conceived,  —  or  by  our  ear  be  heard, 
Without  remembering  who  thou  art :  — 

Grod,  from  eternity  the  same, 

For  ever  blessing,  ever  blest ; 
Holy  and  reverend  is  thy  name. 

Why  is  it  not  by  all  confest  ? 
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Now,  fire  from  heaven,  thy  fire  of  love, 

To  sanctify  our  speech  be  sent, 
Till,  gathered  to  the  church  above. 

Pure  love  shall  be  our  element 


SCRIPTURAL  EXAMPLES  OP  PIETY  AND  OBE- 
DIENCE IN  THE  YOUNG. 

Isaac  was  ransomed  when  he  lay 

Upon  the  altar  bound ; 
Moses,  an  infant  cast  away, 

Pharaoh's  own  daughter  found. 

Joseph,  by  his  false  brethren  sold, 

God  raised  above  them  all ; 
To  Hannah's  child,  the  Lord  foretold, 

How  Eli's  house  must  fall. 

David  the  bear  and  lion  slew 
And  o'er  Gath's  champion  trod ; 

Josiah,  from  his  boyhood,  knew 
His  father  David's  God. 

To  good  Naomi  gentle  Ruth 

Clave  with  a  daughter's  soul ; 
A  little  maid  revealed  the  truth. 

Whence  Naaman  was  made  whole. 

Children  are  thus  Jehovah's  care ; 

Thus  youth  may  seek  his  face ; 
Since  his  own  Son  he  did  not  spare. 

With  him  he  gives  all  grace : 
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Grace,  like  the  young  of  whom  we  read, 

Early  in  him  to  trust ; 
A  friend  in  need,  a  friend  indeed, 

As  merciful  as  just. 

Lord,  while  like  them  our  course  we  run, 

Be  thou  to  us  that  friend, 
And  in  the  footsteps  of  thy  Son, 

Conduct  us  to  the  end. 


THE   CHRISTIAN  SISTERHOOD. 

ON   THE  CEKTENARY  CELEBRATION  OP  THEIR  ESTABLISH MEKT 

IN   1752. 

On  his  pilgrimage  of  woe, 
When  our  Saviour  walked  below. 
He,  whose  voice  awoke  the  dead. 
Had  not  where  to  lay  his  head. 

Yet,  on  one  sweet  hill  of  rest. 
Oft  he  loved  to  be  a  guest, 
Where  two  sister-handmaids  dwelt, 
In  whose  home,  at  honie  he  felt. 

Fulneck-hill  to-day  shall  be 

Our  delightful  Bethany ; 

Dwell,  Lord  Jesus,  where  we  dweilf 

God  with  us,  Immanuel ! 

> 

In  our  hearts,  do  thou  appear. 
Let  our  spirits  feel  thee  here. 
Till,  called  hence  by  thee,  in  love,   . 
To  thy  Bethany  above. 
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ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  SUNDAY  SCHOOL 

TEACHER. 

Weep,  little  children,  weep, 

A  father  gone  before ; 
For  those  who  loved  to  see  his  face, 

Shall  see  his  face  no  more. 

Yet  all  whom  once  he  taught 

To  sit  at  Jesus'  feet, 
And  seek  the  blessedness  he  sought, 

May  him  in  glory  meet. 

Mourn,  youths  and  maidens,  mourn. 

Whom  like  a  flock  he  led 
To  living  streams  from  Christ  the  rock, 

And  in  green  pastures  fed. 

Walk  in  his  footsteps  here, 

So,  in  the  heavenly  fold. 
When  the  chief  Shepherd  shall  appear, 

Be  you  with  him  enrolled. 

Grieve,  fellow  teachers,  grieve ; 

With  you  he  bore  the  cross, 
And  gladly,  for  a  crown  of  life, 

Accounted  all  things  loss. 

Think  with  what  power  he  spake, 

While  tears  his  words  outran, 
As  though  his  very  heart  would  break. 

With  love  to  God  and  man. 
VOL.  V.  19 
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His  eye,  his  voice,  his  hand. 
Still  marshal  you  along ; 

A  fearless,  firm,  united  band, 
Quit  you  like  men,  —  be  strong  I 

Strong  in  the  Lord  was  he, 
And  valiant  for  the  truth ; 

Go,  train  your  little  ones  to  be, 
Christ's  soldiers  from  their  youth. 


CHILDREN  PRAISING  GOD. 

Glory  to  the  Father  give, 
God  in  whom  we  move  and  live. 
Children's  prayers  he  deigns  to  hear, 
Children's  songs  delight  his  ear. 

Glory  to  the  Son  we  bring, 
Christ,  our  prophet,  priest,  and  king , 
Children,  raise  your  sweetest  strain 
To  the  Lamb,  for  he  was  slain. 

Glory  to  the  Holy  Ghost ; 
Be  this  day  a  Pentecost ; 
Children's  minds  may  he  inspire. 
Touch  their  tongues  with  holy  fire. 

Glory  in  the  highest  be 

To  the  blessed  Trinity, 

For  the  gospel  from  abov£, 

Fer  the  word,  that  "  Gk)d  is  love." 
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OLD  AND  YOUNG  PRAISING  JESUS  TOGETHER 

O  COME,  let  us  raise 

Our  tribute  of  song; 
Thanksgiving  and  praise 

To  Jesus  belong ;  — 
He  came  from  above 

Our  bliss  to  begin. 
Make  perfect  in  love, 

And  free  us  from  sin. 

The  old  and  the  young, 

His  people  by  choice, 
With  heart,  soul,  and  tongue, 

In  him  may  rejoice :  — 
We  Qieet  him  to-day 

Triumphantly  crowned, 
And  welcome  his  way. 

In  chorus  around. 

Hosanna  I  —  that  word 

To  children  is  dear ; 
To  Jesus  our  Lord, 

We'll  echo  it  here ;  — 
Let  worldlings  despise. 

And  enemies  rail, 
Hosannas  shall  rise, 

Hosannas  prevail. 

God's  temple  shall  ring. 

While  under  his  eye, 
Hosanna  we  sing, 

For  Jesus  draws  ni^h : 
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Hosanna !  our  breath 

Through  life  shall  proclaim ; 

Hosanna  1  in  death,  — 
In  glory,  the  same ! 


FOR  A  SUNDAY  SCHOOL  ANNIVERSARY. 

The  brightest  morning  of  the  year 

Is  that  which  brings  the  day. 
When  Sunday  schools  assemble  here, 

Their  joyful  vows  to  pay. 

The  loveliest  scene  that  eyes  behold. 

Is  band  succeeding  band. 
Till,  fairly  formed  with  flags  unrolled,  * 

The  children's  legions  stand. 

The  sweetest  harmony  that  floats, 

Is,  when,  o'er  hill  and  dale. 
From  yonder  height,  their  mingling  notes 

With  rapture  swell  the  gale. 

The  purest  bliss  that  life  can  know, . 

Devoid  of  fear  and  guile. 
Is,  when  at  once  all  bosoms  glow, 

All  faces  wear  one  smile. 

Nor  beautiful  on  earth  alone 

This  spectacle  of  love. 
Their  angels  round  their  Father's  throne 

Bend  o'er  it  from  above. 

Great  God !  fulfil  our  hearts*  desire  ; 
Make  every  soul  sincere. 
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That,  in  thy  sight,  this  youthful  choir 
May  he  what  they  appear* 


FOR  WADSLEY  CHURCH  SCHOOLS.* 
Come  from  your  dwellings,  girls  and  boys, 

Come  in  your  neat  though  plain  array  ; 
From  work  and  pastime,  tools  and  toys. 

Come  to  the  children's  holy  day. 

Come  from  the  valley  and  the  hills. 

Bound  Wadsley  Church,  by  Wharncliffe  woods : 
Come  from  the  forges,  tilts,  and  mills 

On  Rivelin,  Dun,  and  Loxley  floods. 

We  gladly  answer,  while  we  throng 

Through  fields  and  lanes  —  We  come,  we  come. 
To  sing  the  children's  sweetest  song,  — 

Stones  might  cry  out  if  we  were  dumb. 

Hosanna  to  our  Saviour  King, 
Who  came  from  heaven  for  us  to  die ; 

Hosanna  let  the  moorlands  ring, 
Hosanna  all  their  rocks  reply. 

At  church,  in  school,  this  day,  good  Lord  ! 

With  reverence  and  with  godly  fear. 
Teach  us  to  hearken  to  thy  word, 

And  then  to  practise  what  we  hear. 


*  Wadsley,  and  the  other  places  mentioned  in  the  second 
verse  of  this  hymn,  are  situate  from  four  to  eight  miles  N.  W. 
of  SheflBeld,  and  include  the  picturesque  scenery  of  the  old  bal- 
lad —  **  The  Dragon  of  Wantley,"  and  several  streams  of  local  ce- 
iebritv. 
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Our  weakness  help,  our  sins  forgive. 
Confirm  our  faith,  our  love  increase  ; 

That  we  may  serve  thee  while  we  live, 
And  when  we  die,  depart  in  peace. 


FOR  THE  SUNDAY  SCHOOL  JUBILEE, 

TIE   BIBTHDAT  OF   ROBERT  RAIKES,  THE  FOUHDEB  OF  SUIT- 
DAT    SCHOOLS,  SEPT.  14,  1831. 

I. 

Let  songs  of  praise  arise ; 

Teachers,  your  tribute  bring ; 
Let  hallelujahs  fill  the  skies. 

Earth  with  hosannas  ring. 

Once,  by  the  river-side,  # 

A  little  fountain  rose ; 
Now,  like  the  Severn's  sea-ward  tide. 

Round  the  broad  world  it  flows. 

One  heaven-directed  mind 

Revealed  the  simple  plan : 
Now,  in  the  glorious  task  combined, 

Ten  thousand  are  one  man. 

Though  poor  and  mean  the  place, 

And  small  the  band  he  taught : 
Millions  since  then  have  shared  the  grace ; 

Behold  what  God  hath  wrought. 

Through  Albion's  ocean  isles, 
Li  near  and  distant  lands. 
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Where'er  the  Christian  Sabbath  smiles, 
The  Sabbath  school-house  stands. 

Heralds  of  peace  proclaim 

The  year  of  jubilee  ; 
Now  in  the  babe  of  Bethlehem's  name, 

Bid  every  child  go  free. 


FOR  THE  SUNDAY  SCHOOL  JUBILEE, 
September  14,  1831. 

II. 

LovB  is  the  theme  of  saints  above  ; 

Love  be  the  theme  of  saints  below  : 
Love  is  of  God,  for  God  .is  love ; 

With  love  let  every  bosom  glow :  — 

Love,  stronger  than  the  grasp  of  death. 
Love  that  rejoices  o'er  the  grave. 

Love  to  the  Author  of  our  breath. 

Love  to  his  Son,  who  came  to  save ;  -^ 

Love  to  the  Spirit  of  all  grace, 
Love  to  the  Scriptures  of  all  truth. 

Love  to  our  whole  apostate  race, 
Love  to  the  aged,  love  to  youth  ;  — 

Love  to  each  other  —  soul  and  mind. 
And  heart  and  hand,  with  full  accord. 

In  one  sweet  covenant  combined, 
To  live  and  die  unto  the  Lord. 

Christ's  little  flock  we  then  shall  feed. 
The  lambs  we  in  our  arms  shall  bear. 
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Reclaim  the  lost,  the  feeble  lead, 
And  watch  o*er  all  in  faith  and  prayer. 

Thus  through  our  isle,  on  all  our  bands, 
The  beauty  of  the  Lord  shall  be  ; 

And  Britain,  glory  of  all  lands, 

Plant  Sabbath  schools  from  sea  to  sea. 


FOR  AN  INFANT  SCHOOL. 

BLI  PERCEIVBD  THAT  THB  LORD  HAD  CALLED  THE  CHILD.* 

1  Sami;iel  iii.  8. 

Sun,  moon,  and  stars,  by  day  and  night, 
At  God's  commandment,  give  us  light. 
And  when  we  wake,  and  while  we  sleep. 
Their  watch,  like  guardian  angels,  keep. 

The  bright  blue  sky  above  our  head, 
The  soft  green  earth  on  which  we  tread, 
The  ocean  rolling  round  the  land, 
Were  made  by  God's  almighty  hand. 

Sweet  flowers  that  hill  and  dale  adorn. 
Fair  fruit-trees,  fields  of  grass  and  corn, 
The  clouds  that  rise,  the  showers  that  fall. 
The  winds  that  blow  —  God  sends  them  all. 

The  beasts  that  graze  with  downward  eye. 
The  birds  that  perch,  and  sing,  and  fly, 
The  fishes  swimming  in  the  sea, 
God's  creatures  are  as  well  as  we. 

But  us  he  formed  for  better  things ;  — 
As,  servants  of  the  King  of  kings, 
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With  lifted  hands,  and  open  face. 
And  thankful  hearts,  to  seek  his  grace. 

Thus  Grod  loved  man,  and  more  than  thus,  — > 
He  sent  his  Son  to  die  for  us, 
And  now  invites  us,  when  we  die, 
To  come  and  live  with  him  on  high. 

But  we  must  live  to  him  below, 
For  none  but  such  to  heaven  will  go ;  — 
Lord  Jesus,  hear  our  humble  prayer. 
And  lead  the  little  children  there. 


FOR  THE  CHILDREN  OF   NATIONAL,  BRITISH 
OR  SUNDAY  SCHOOLS. 

Thy  throne,  0  God,  in  righteousness. 

For  ever  shall  endure ; 
We  bow  before  it ;  deign  to  bless 

The  children  of  the  poor. 

Thy  wisdom  fixed  our  lowly  birth, 

Yet  we  thy  goodness  share ; 
Still  make  us  while  we  dwell  on  earth. 

The  children  of  thy  care. 

Strangers  to  thee,  though  thine  by  name, 

We  hear  thy  welcome  voice. 
And  gathered  from  the  world,  became 

The  children  of  thy  choice. 

Thou  art  our  Shepherd ;  —  glorious  God, 
Thy  Uttle  flock  behold : 
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And  guide  us  by  thy  staff  and  rod,  — 
The  children  of  thy  fold. 

We  praise  thy  name  that  we  were  brought 

To  this  delightful  place, 
Where  we  are  watched,  and  warned,  and  taught, — 

The  children  of  thy  grace. 

0  may  our  friends,  thy  servants  here, 

Meet  all  our  souls  above. 
And  they  and  we  in  heaven  appear, 

The  children  of  thy  love  ! 


HYMN  FOR  THE  BRITISH  ORPHAN  ASYLUM. 

Thou  Father  of  the  fatherless, 

A  band  of  orphans  see, 
And  from  thy  throne  of  glory  bless, 

Our  little  family :  — 

A  little  family,  who  share 

No  human  parents*  love  ; 
And  yet  for  whom  thou  wilt  prepare 

A  house  and  home  above :  — 

A  home  above,  if  trained  up  here. 

In  wisdom's  paths  to  go. 
We  travel  heavenward  in  thy  fear, 

From  this  sweet  home  below  :  — 

This  home  below,  where  we  have  found 

Refuge  in  time  of  need, 
And  meet  upon  its  holy  ground, 

Friend?,  who  are  friends  indeed. 
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For  friends  indeed  to  us  are  they, 

Who,  for  our  Saviour's  sake, 
Have  sought  us  out,  like  lambs  astray, 

Their  bounty  to  partake : 

Thine  is  their  bounty,  —  theirs  not  less, 
Though  thine  what  each  imparts. 

When,  to  relieve  the  fatherless. 
Thy  love  constrains  their  hearts. 


FOR  THE  CHILDREN  IN  A  CHARITY  SCHOOL. 

While  saints  and  angels,  glorious  King, 
Day  without  night  thy  praises  sing ; 
Thou  wilt  not  humbler  strains  despise, 
The  songs  of  children  reach  the  skies. 

Amidst  the  whole  creation's  cares. 
The  meanest  worm  thy  bounty  shares  ; 
Thine  eyes  the  depths  of  ocean  see, 
The  grave  itself  hides  not  from  thee. 

While  want  and  hardships  were  our  lot, 
Thou  knew'st  us,  though  we  knew  thee  not ; 
Now  we  adore  thine  hand,  that  sends 
Our  earthly  comforts,  home,  and  friends. 

With  these  thy  heavenly  gifts  afford, 
Thy  Son,  thy  Spirit,  and  thy  Word  : — 
Thy  Word  to  teach  our  wayward  youth, 
Thy  pure  commandments,  Grod  of  truth  I  — 

Thy  Spirit  to  dispel  the  night 
Of  sin  and  en*or,  God  of  light ! '— 
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Thy  Son,  to  raise  our  minds  above 
This  world's  affections,  God  of  love! 

For  all  the  good  thy  grace  imparts 

What  shall  we  give  thee  ?  —  take  our  hearts : 

O  seal  them  by  thy  power  divine, 

In  life,  in  death,  for  ever  thine. 


FOR  RAGGED  SCHOOLS. 

The  poorest  of  the  poor  are  we, 
But  precious  are  our  souls  to  thee. 
Whom,  though  thou  art  the  Lord  of  all, 
Our  Heavenly  Father  we  may  call. 

If  meanly  clad,  and  sparely  fed. 
Give  us  this  day  our  daily  bread, 
For  all  that  live,  and  move,  and  are. 
In  Providence,  thy  bounty  share. 

To  thee,  when  the  young  ravens  cry. 
Thy  hands  their  humble  wants  supply ; 
Alike  on  thee,  their  unknown  friend. 
The  lion  and  the  lamb  depend. 

Thine  air,  thy  sunshine,  dews,  and  showers, 
In  season  make  the  lily's  flowers 
More  beautiful  to  look  upon. 
Than  on  his  throne.  King  Solomon. 

The  widow,  old  and  desolate  ; 
The  orphan  in  his  low  estate ; 
The  slave,  the  outcast  of  mankind, 
Thee  their  almighty  Helper,  find. 
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All  times,  and  everywhere,  thine  eye 
Looks  down  upon  us  from  the  sky  ; 
Could  we  look  up,  by  light  divine, 
Ours  might  be  ever  iixed  on  thine. 

While  every  word*  we  speak,  thine  ear 
Through  all  creation's  sounds  can  hear. 
But  ours,  if  opened  to  thy  word. 
Thy  voice  from  heaven  would  here  be  heard. 

Moment  on  moment,  breath  by  breath, 
Our  pilgrim  life  draws  nearer  death  : 
Each  breath,  each  moment,  make  us  be 
More  meet  for  immortality. 

O  God,  most  merciful  and  just, 
Shall  we  not  put  in  thee  our  trust  ? 
In  grief  and  pain,  to  calm  our  fears, 
Comfort  our  hearts,  and  wipe  our  tears. 


POOR  CHILDREN  PRAYING  FOR  THEMSELVES 
AND   THEIR  BENEFACTORS. 

God  over  all,  the  sun  by  day 

Keveals  thy  glory  in  his  light ; 
The  moon  and  stars  thy  voice  obey. 

And  mark  thy  presence  through  the  night. 

God  over  all,  the  earth  that  yields 

Her  flowers  and  fruits  at  thy  command, 

From  mountains,  rivers,  woods,  and  fields, 
Pours  the  rich  bounties  of  thy  hand. 
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To'  US,  the  poorest  of  the  poor, 

High  as  thou  art  thy  care  descends ; 

Thy  mercies  are  for  ever  sure, 

Thou  art  our  father,  these  our  friends* 

Are  these  our  friends? — thou  God  of  grace 
Reward  their  love  a  thousand  fold  ; 

And  may  they  ever  in  thy  face, 

Their  best,  their  dearest  friend  behold. 

Art  thou  our  father  ?  —  we  confess. 

With  grief  and  shame  our  sin  and  guilt ; 

O  turn  from  our  unrighteousness. 

Look  on  thy  Son,  —  his  blood  was  spilt- 

He  bore  the  chastening  of  thy  rod, 

That  we  might  by  his  stripes  be  healed  ; 

He  died  for  us,  the  Lamb  of  God ! 
He  rose,  and  our  redemption  sealed. 

And  shall  we,  dare  we,  can  we  still 
Resist  thy  fear,  thy  love  despise  ? 

No,  take  us,  —  soul,  affection,  will  — 
A  free  and  living  sacrifice. 


FOR  christia:^  adult  schools, 

Bristol,  1818. 

Lord  !  are  there  eyes  that  see  the  sun. 
And  gaze  with  joy  on  nature's  fac^. 

Yet  while  through  all  thy  works  they  run, 
Thy  glorious  Godhead  never  ti-ace  ? 
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Lord !  are  there  eyes,  to  which  thy  book 

No  hidden  mystery  reveals  ? 
O  give  them  power  thereon  to  look ; 

*'  Lion  of  Judah  !  break  the  seals."  * 

There,  with  new  sight,  may  they  behold 
Thy  counsels,  since  the  world  began. 

Like  morning's  gradual  beams,  unfold 
The  wonders  of  thy  love  to  man :  — 

For  whom,  a  rebel  from  his  birth, 
Thine  only  Son  thou  didst  not  spare : 

The  Lord  from  heaven  came  down  to  earth, 
His  guilt  and  punishment  to  bear. 

Thus  while  instruction  they  receive, 
Thy  Spirit's  inward  light  impart. 

Till  trembling  penitents  believe. 
And  mercy  heals  the  broken  heart. 

Not  eyes  alone  shall  then  rejoice 
In  the  rich  comforts  of  thy  word  ; 

Deaf  ears  shall  hearken  to  thy  voice. 
And  bless  *the  day  its  sound  was  heard 

Tongues,  that  were  wont  to  pledge  thy  name 
In  oaths,  and  cursings,  change  their  tone, 

Thy  free  salvation  to  proclaim. 

And  make  thy  loving-kindness  known- 

Bosoms,  by  cruel  fiends  possest. 
Dark  dungeons  of  indwelling  sin, 

•  Kev.  v.  5. 
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Are  temples,  with  thy  presence  blest, 
All  glorious,  like  the  ark,  within. 

Though  earth  no  lovelier  prospect  show 
Than  children  walking  in  thy  ways ; 

And  heaven  no  sweeter  music  know 
Than  infant  voices  joined  in  praise : 

Though  such^  secured  from  early  vice ; 

Watered  by  thy  continual  care, 
Spring  up  like  trees  of  Paradise, 

And  fruit,  in  long  succession,  bear : 

Yet  will  the  tears  of  transport  swell, 

Our  spirits'  pure  affection  burn. 
When  aged  sinners,  warned  of  hell,  1 

Though  late  and  slow,  to  God  return. 

Humbly  they  take  the  lowest  seat ; 

Matrons  and  hoary -headed  men 
Are  learners  at  the  Saviour's  feet, 

Are  "  little  children  "  once  again. 

Lord !  we  commit  them  to  thine  hands, 
To  thee  their  new-bom  hopes  aspire ; 

O  take  them,  keep  them,  —  these  are  brands, 
Pluckt  out  of  everlasting  fire. 


CHILDREN  SCHOOLS  NURSERIES  FOR 

PARADISE. 

Our  schools  are  nurseries  below, 
For  trees  of  Paradise  to  grow. 
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Till  by  their  Saviour's  training  hand, 
Transplanted  to  the  promised  land. 

Myriads  already,  from  our  care. 
Once  our  companions  flourish  there, 
Yet  still  in  fellowship  all  meet. 
They  see  his  face,  we  kiss  his  feet. 

There's  joy  in  heaven  among  the  saints, 
O'er  every  sinner  that  repents  ? 
The  children's  angels  swell  that  strain, 
When  little  ones  are  born  again. 

Then  be  this  day  of  sacred  mirth 
A  jubilee  in  heaven  and  earth ; 
Hence  while  our  glad  hosannas  rise, 
High  hallelujahs  fill  the  skies. 

When  time  hath  run  his  latest  round. 
And  the  last  trumpet  ceased  to  sound. 
Death  and  the  grave  abolished,  —  then 
Eternity  shall  shout.  Amen  ! 


ALL  AGES  PRAISING  THE  LORD. 

Now  Lord  of  lords  and  King  of  kings. 
Homage  from  all  created  things 
Receive ;  the  church  above,  beneath. 
One  prayer,  one  song,  one  spirit  breathe ; 
Childhood,  and  youth,  and  age  that  weara 
The  crowning  glory  of  gray  hairs. 

VOL.  V.  20 
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THE  SABBATH  ON  EARTH— THE  SABBATH  IN 

HEAVEN. 

The  Sabbath  of  the  Lord, 

The  Sabbath  is  our  day, 
For  then  we  read  and  hear  God's  word, 

We  learn  to  praise  and  pray. 

Ours  is  the  Sunday  school, 

Its  lessons  may  we  prize, 
And  grow  by  every  gospel  rule 

Unto  salvation  wise. 

So  all  our  lives  below. 

In  wisdom's  pleasant  ways, 
The  fruits  of  Sunday  schools  shall  show, 

The  bliss  of  Sabbath  days. 

Lord  of  the  Sabbath,  send 

Prosperity  and  peace. 
Till  tasks  and  teaching  here  shall  end. 

Tongues  fail,  and  knowledge  cease. 

Then  heaven  itself  shall  be 

One  Sunday  school  above  ; 
And  undisturbed  eternity 

One  Sabbath  day  of  love. 


SUNDAY  SCHOOL  UNION  JUBILEE,   1858. 

The  grace  of  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord, 
The  Father's  love  with  sweet  accord, 
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The  Holy  Ghost's  communion  be 
Our  bond  of  peace  and  amity. 

This  is  the  threefold  cord  that  binds 
The  sympathies  of  kindred  minds, 
And  draws  them  to  that  glorious  three. 
The  One  eternal  Deity. 

Thus  God  to  man  himself  reveals, 
His  people  calls,  redeems,  and  seals. 
Who  one  with  hira  in  spirit  are. 
In  answer  to  Christ's  farewell  prayer. 

Nor  time,  nor  place,  nor  life,  nor  death, 
Decaying  strength,  departing  breath. 
Can  loose  or  break  that  holy  cord. 
Laid  on  them  by  their  loving  Lord. 

This  was  the  very  cord  of  love. 
Which  drew  him  from  his  throne  above ; 
With  it  he  makes  sin's  prisoners  free, 
And  captive  leads  captivity. 

Bound  with  this  covenant  to-day, 
We  rest  as  pilgrims  on  our  way, 
Past  trials  thankfully  review. 
And  cheerfully  prepare  for  new. 


GLORIA  PATRI. 

Maker,  Upholder,  Ruler !  —  thee, 

Let  all  that  live  adore. 
Who  art,  and  wast,  and  yet  shalt  be, 

God  blessed  evermore. 
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Redeemer,  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King ! 

Appointed  Judge  of  all ! 
Let  ransomed  souls  thj  triumphs  sing. 

And  foes  before  thee  fall. 

Spirit  of  life,  and  light,  and  love  ! 

To  us  thy  gifts  impart ; 
From  heaven,  descending  like  a  dove. 

Come  dwell  in  every  heart. 

Thee,  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit !  thee, 
Let  heaven  and  earth  adore ; 

Thou  art,  thou  wast,  and  thou  shalt  be 
One  God  for  evermore. 


AFTER  DIVINE  SERVICE 

Again  our  ears  have  heard  the  voice, 
At  which  the  dead  shall  live ; 

0  may  the  sound  our  hearts  rejoice, 
And  strength  immortal  give. 

And  have  we  heard  the  word  with  joy  ? 

And  have  we  felt  its  power  ? 
To  keep  it  be  our  blessed  employ, 

Till  life's  extremest  hour. 


ON  LEAVING  THE  HOUSE   OF  GK)D. 

Thy  word,  almighty  Lord, 
Where'er  it  enters  in, 
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Is  sharper  than  a  two-edged  sword 
To  slay  the  man  of  sin. 

Thy  word  is  power  and  life ; 

It  hids  confusion  cease, 
And  changes  envy,  hatred,  strife, 

To  love,  and  joy,  and  peace. 

Then  let  our  hearts  obey 

The  gospeFs  glorious  sound. 
And  all  its  fruits,  from  day  to  day, 

Be  in  us  and  abound. 


DOXOLOGIES. 
I. 

All  glory  to  the  Father  be, 

Coequal  glory  to  the  Son, 
And  to  the  Holy  Spirit,  —  Three, 

In  union  of  the  Godhead  One. 
As  't  was  ere  measured  time  begun. 

Is  now,  and  shall  forever  be. 
While  self  involving  ages  run 

The  circle  of  infinity. 

II. 

All  glory  to  the  Father  be. 

All  glory  to  the  Son, 
All  glory  to  the  Spirit,  — Three, 

In  power  and  Godhead  One. 
As  'twas  ere  measured  time  begun, 

Is  now,  and  yet  shall  be. 
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While  never-ending  ages  run 
On  through  eternity. 

III. 

•   Glory,  O  Father!  be 

To  thee,  and  to  thy  Son, 
And  to  the  Holy  Spirit,  —  Three, 

In  name,  —  in  Godhead  One. 
As  't  was  ere  time  begun, 

As  't  is,  and  yet  shall  be,  ' 

While  everlasting  ages  run, 

On  through  eternity. 

IV. 

Glory  to  the  Father  be. 

Equal  glory  to  the  Son  ; 
And  the  Holy  Spirit,  —  Three, 

In  eternal  Godhead  One. 
As  it  was  ere  time  begun. 

As  it  now  is,  and  shall  be, 
While  unending  ages  run 

Onward  to  eternity. 

V. 

Glory  to  the  Father  be, 

Glory  to  the  Son, 
Glory  to  the  Spirit,  —  Three^ 

In  the  Godhead  One. 
As  it  was  ere  time  begun, 

Is,  and  yet  shall  be. 
While  unending  ages  run 

To  eternity. 
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SONNET  UPON  THE  CLOSE  OF  THE  CAMPAIGN 

OF   1793. 

Hail,  drear  December,  King  of  Tempests,  hail ! 
Rise  wrapt  in  horrors,  armed  with  Vengeance  rise ! 
Round  thj  pale  throne  tormented  goblins  wail, 
And  sanguine  meteors  streak  with  blood  the  skies ! 

Grim  tyrant,  saj,  since  light  from  darkness  rose, 
Was  ever  year  before  so  red  with  crimes  ? 
Oh,  guilty  year  !  Oh,  year  of  murders !  close, 
And  be  abhorred,  accursed  by  future  times  ! 

In  blood  did  Spring,  in  blood  did  Summer  mourn, 
And  Autumn's  reeking  vintage  gushed  with  gore  ; 
Rather  than  scenes  like  these  should  yet  return. 
May  seed  and  harvest  time  return  no  more ; 
Eternal  desolation  blast  the  plain. 
And  Winter  —  everlasting  Winter,  reign  ! 

December  f  1793. 

(818) 
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HYMN,  WRITTEN  FOR  A  MEETING  OF  THE 
"FRIENDS  OF  PEACE  AND   REFORM," 

ON  THE  DAY  OF  OENEBAL  FAST,  FEBRUARY  28,  1794. 

O  God  of  hosts,  thine  ear  incline, 
Regard  our  prayers,  our  cause  be  thine : 
When  orphans  cry,  when  babes  complain, 
When  widows  weep,  canst  thou  refrain  ? 

Now  red  and  terrible,  thine  hand 
Scourges  with  war  our  guilty  land  ; 
Europe  thy  flaming  vengeance  feels, 
And  from  her  deep  foundations  reels. 

Her  rivers  bleed  like  mighty  veins  ; 
Her  towers  are  ashes,  graves  her  plains  ; 
Slaughter  her  groaning  valleys  fills. 
And  reeking  carnage  melts  her  hills. 

O  Thou,  whose  awful  word  can  bind 
The  roaring  waves,  the  raging  wind, 
Mad  tyrants  tame,  break  down  the  high. 
Whose  haughty  foreheads  beat  the  sky. 

Make  bare  thine  arm,  great  King  of  kings  ! 
That  arm  alone  salvation  brings  : 
That  wonder-working  arm  which  broke 
From  Israel's  neck  the  Egyptian  yoke. 

Burst  every  dungeon,  every  chain,  • 

Give  injured  slaves  their  rights  again  ; 
Let  truth  prevail,  let  discord  cease, 
Speak  —  and  the  world  shall  smile  in  peace. 
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DEFINITION  OF  MAN. 

*'  An  acquaintance  of  mine,  who  is  fond  of  the  Linnsean  mode 
of  characterizing  objects  of  Natural  History,  has  amused  him- 
self with  drawing  up  the  following  definition  of  man:  simia  sine 
caudA :  j)edibut  posticis  an^lans :  gregarittSj  omnivoruty  iriquietuSf 
merukiXy  furaXy  rajmxy  salax,  pugnax,  artlum  variarum  capax^ 
animalium  reliquorum  hostis^  sui  ipsitis  inimicus  acerrimus.^* 
Montgomery  translated  these  terms  for  his  readers,  as  follows : 

Man  is  an  animal  unfledged, 

A  monkey  with  his  tail  abridged  ; 

A  thing  that  walks  on  spindle  legs. 

With  bones  as  brittle,  sir,  as  eggs ; 

His  body  flexible  and  limber, 

And  headed  with  a  knob  of  timber  j 

A  being  frantic  and  unquiet, 

And  very  fond  of  beef  and  riot ; 

Rapacious,  lustful,  rough  and  martial. 

To  lies,  and  lying  scoundrels  partial ! 

By  nature  formed  with  splendid  parts. 

To  rise  in  science  —  shine  in  arts ; 

Yet  so  confounded  cross  and  vicious, 

A  mortal  foe  to  all  his  species  ! 

His  own  he&t  friend,  and,  you  must  know. 

His  own  worst  enemy  by  being  so  / 


A  THOUGHT. 

While  shadowy  night  expands  his  starry  wings, 
And  bears  the  brilliant  moon  upon  his  breast. 

Beyond  this  scene  of  transitory  things 
My  spirit  soars,  and  all  her  sorrows  rest. 
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Come,  Contemplation  !  wonder-viewing  maid  1 
And  lift  sublime  thine  intellectual  eye ; 

See  the  blue  galaxy  of  space  displayed, 
Behold  the  living  glories  of  the  sky  ! 

In  beautiful  magnificence  of  light, 

Legions  of  radiant  luminaries  roll ; 
Like  flaming  cherubim,  with  banners  bright, 

In  triumph  marching  o*er  the  convex  pole. 

Each  twinkling  beauty  beams  a  mighty  sun, 
To  circling  worlds  dispensing  life  and  day  ; 

Worlds  —  that  through  pathless  fields  of  ether  nm, 
By  sister  moons  attended  on  their  way. 

But  who  shall  trace  the  dark,  bewildering  maze, 
Where  the  free  wanderers  of  creation  roam  — 

Tliat  borrow,  from  a  thousand  suns,  their  blaze, 
And  make  tli*  unbounded  universe  their  home  ? 

Rise  !  —  rend  the  veil  of  this  contracted  sky  ; 

Explore  the  secrets  of  the  dread  abyss ; 
Dart  through  immensity  a  seraph's  eye, 

From  earth's  dim  dungeon  to  the  realms  of  bliss ! 

An  awful  vision  overwhelms  the  sight ! 

Where  bold  imagination  never  trod,  — 
The  sun  of  suns,  the  native  land  of  light, 

All  nature's  centre  —  stands  the  throne  of  Grod  I 

His  throne  ?  —  weak  worm !  where  hast  thou  found 
his  throne  ? 
Canst  thou  confine  the  Deity  to  place  ? 
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Know  that  he  dwells  within  himself  alone,  — 
His  time,  eternity !  —  his  presence,  space  ! 


THE  LOSS  OF  THE  LOCKS. 

**In  Dr.  Anderson's  *  Bee'  (vol.  xii.  p.  76),  some  account  is 
given  of  a  mineral  found  in  Siberia,  which  is  composed  of  fine 
threads  of  red  shorl  inclosed  by  nature  in  transparent  rock- 
crystal:  these,  when  regularly  disposed,  as  they  sometimes 
happen  to  be,  resemble  those  tresses  of  real  hair  so  often  put 
into  lockets  or  brooches,  in  honor  of  some  friend,  relative,  or 
lover.  This  htaw  naturce^  soon  after  its  discovery,  was  aptly 
named  cheveux  de  Venus  (Venus's  hair),  from  its  color  somewhat 
resembling  that  given  by  the  poets  to  the  Goddess  of  Beauty. 
Another  variety  of  this  elegant  stone  which  has  been  discovered, 
containing  green  instead  of  red  tresses,  acquired  the  appellation 
of  *  Thetis's  hair.* 

"  In  the  same  number  of  the  *  Bee*  (Nov.  14, 1702),  a  corre- 
spondent, signing  himself  *  Arcticus,'  and  who  was  in  reality 
Dr.  Guthrie,  physician  to  the  Imperial  Cadet  Corps  at  St.  Pe- 
tersburg, the  author  of  several  useful  mineralogical  papers,  of- 
fered, as  prizes  for  poetical  competition,  two  fine  ring-stones  of 
the  substances  alluded  to, — *  The  first,  for  the  best  classical 
fable  of  that  fair  jilt's  [Venus]  trip  to  Siberia,  and  the  manner 
she  left  her  golden  locks  in  a  crystal  rock.  The  second,  a  ring- 
stone  of  the  sea-goddess's  hair,  whom  they  [the  poets]  must  get 
to  Siberia  as  they  can,  or  the  offered  stone,  its  production,  will 
not  be  within  their  reach.'  The  gems  were  in  the  hands  of  Dr. 
Anderson,  but  what  became  of  them  does  not  appear;  there  is 
no  record  in  the  *■  Bee  '  of  either  adjudication  of,  or  poetical 
competition  for,  the  prizes. 

"  Accidentally  meeting  with  the  volume  containing  the  account 
of  these  curious  Russian  minerals,  some  time  after  the  periodical 
had  dropped,  Montgomery  amused  his  imagination  with  tracing 
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their  origin  in  the  fable  before  us.  It  was  a  work  of  haste ;  for, 
as  he  once  told  us,  *  Though  the  introductory  lines  were  writ- 
ten live  years  before  the  publication  of  the  poem  in  the  *  Iris/ 
in  December,  1799,  the  i^mainder  was  composed  week  by  week, 
as  it  was  wanted  by  the  compositor.'  "  —  Memoirs,  vol.  i.  p.  316. 

CANTO   I. 

Once  on  a  time,  —  and  you  may  know 

*Tis  now  three  thousand  years  ago, 

Near  ancient  Troy,  —  though  when  and  where, 

To  us  is  neither  here  nor  there ; 

Who  dare  dispute  the  truth  of  fable  ? 

When  once  a  poet  slips  his  cable, 

He  scuds  away  before  the  wind, 

While  in  their  cockboats,  far  behind. 

Critics  in  vain  pursue  the  chase. 

Distanced  alike  in  time  and  place. 

So  the  proud  swan  triumphant  sails. 

While  ducks  at  distance  wag  their  tails. 

Achilles  dead,  his  mother  Thetis 
Bewailed  her  son  in  dismal  ditties ; 
And  mourned  her  own  immortal  lot, 
Since  he  could  die  and  she  could  not. 
Around  her  cave  a  beauteous  throng 
Of  mermaids  poured  the  plaintive  song. 
And  all  the  tears  of  those  sweet  girls 
Were  metamorphosed  into  pearls  ; 
Which  as  they  fell  they  caught  with  care, 
And  strung  them  on  their  sea-green  hair. 
Stern  Neptune  shared  his  daughter's  pain, 
And  Amphi trite  shrieked  amain ; 


OF    POSTHUMOUS   POEMS.  319 

Through  all  the  sea  the  sorrow  ran, 
The  Tritons  blubbered  to  a  man. 
The  billows  heaved  with  such  emotion, 
There  seemed  an  earthquake  in  the  ocean ; 
While,  blest  in  vain  with  hearts  of  stone, 
Relenting  rocks  returned  the  moan. 
Rapacious  sharks  released  their  prey, 
And  swooned  delightfully  away  ; 
Herrings,  like  floating  islands  hung 
In  listening  millions  on  her  tongue  ; 
And  sentimental  shrimps  did  languish 
In  all  the  ecstasy  of  anguish  ; 
Uilwieldy  turtles  bounced  their  best, 
And  seemed  deliciously  distrest ; 
E'en  sympathizing  lobsters  wailed, 
And  wondered  what  their  pincers  ailed ; 
Oysters  lay  gasping  in  their  beds, 
And  cockles  shook  their  sapient  heads  ; 
Crabs  clasped  their  claws,  with  frantic  air# 
In  all  the  pathos  of  despair  ! 

At  length  the  tide,  that  flowed  so  high, 
Began  to  ebb  in  every  eye ; 
Thetis  resolved  to  seek  relief. 
And  in  a  voyage  drown  her  grief. 
The  Dame  was  soon  equipt  for  sea, 
(A  tighter  vessel  could  not  be,) 
And  all  her  sorrows,  all  her  charms, 
Committed  to  her  legs  and  arms ; 
No  seventy-four,  with  all  its  trimming, 
Was  ever  more  expert  at  swimming : 
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Tliough  wild  and  high  the  -surges  swelled, 
Her  lightest  touch  their  wrath  repelled. 
A  fleet  of  dolphins  formed  her  train, 
And  gaily  gambolled  through  the  main. 
Swift  as  the  moon's  awakening  beam, 
Swifl  as  a  disappearing  dream, 
Swift  as  the  whirlwind  sweeps  the  sky. 
Swift  as  a  spider  snaps  a  fly, 
So  swift  along  the  yielding  spray 
Her  gallant  elbows  won  their  way. 
As  when  the  moon  and  starry  host, 
On  heaven's  tempestuous  ocean  tost. 
Bathe  their  bright  forms  in  billowy  clouds. 
Then  start  in  splendor  from  their  shrouds. 
And  braving  wind  and  weather  bleak, 
Play  all  night  long  at  hide  and  seek, 
Thus  Thetis  with  her  dolphin-crew, 
Alternate  rose  and  sunk  from  view. 
Now  in  the  whelming  gulf  concealed. 
Then  fresh  in  rosy  bloom  revealed. 
Light  o*er  the  glistening  wave  she  glides. 
With  glowing  cheek,  and  panting  sides, 
Waves  her  green  locks,  and  winds  her  limbS; 
The  surface  circling  as  she  swims ; 
Fond  Ocean  clasped  her  on  his  breast, 
And  bore  her  blushing  to  the  west. 

O  for  immortal  Homer's  fire. 
Or  humbler  Virgil's  sweeter  lyre. 
To  sing,  in  strains  that  wildly  weep. 
My  Ijady's  dangers  in  the  deep ! 
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How  like  ^neas  and  Ulysses, 
From  Scylla's  fangs  and  Circe's  kisses, 
From  self-consuming  Etna's  rage. 
From  Polyphemus'  dreadful  cage, 
Ten  thousand  thousand  perils  past, 
She  fled,  —  she  triumphed  to  the  last  I 

Now  reaching  that  divided  strand, 
Where  Hercules'  huge  pillars  stand, 
Where  proud  Gibraltar  bullies  Spain, 
She  shoots  into  the  western  main ; 
And  there  her  dolphin-train  dismisses. 
With  briny  tears  and  balmy  kisses. 
Now  tost  about  by  tempests  frantic, 
She  stoutly  stems  the  fierce  Atlantic ; 
And  all  alone,  undaunted  braves 
The  roaring  wilderness  of  waves. 
Yet  Lisbon's  rock  she  shuns  with  care,  — 
She  dreads  the  Inquisition  there ! 
Nor  nearer  Gallia's  coast  is  seen,  — 
She  fears  no  less  the  guillotine  ! 
But  O I  she  hails,  with  proud  emotion. 
The  mighty  magnet  of  the  ocean. 
That  rules  the  waves  where'er  they  roll, 
From  sun  to  sun,  from  pole  to  pole  — 
That  sweet,  sequestered  island-realm, 
Where  George  the  Third  directs  the  helm ! 

"  The  Inquisition  ?  —  George  the  Third  ?  — 
The  guillotine  ?  —  absurd  1  absurd ! 
VOL.  V.  21 
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Did  ever  such  abortive  blunders 
Disgrace  the  vilest  *  Tale  of  AVonders,' 
Born  in  despite  of  Nature's  law, 
When  Bedlam  brains  were  in  the  straw  ? 
What  can  the  crazy  scribbler  mean  ?  "  — 
To  leave  you  to  the  guillotine ; 
And  in  the  teeth  of  railing  knaves, 
To  follow  Thetis  through  the  waves. 

Now  dashing  through  the  Straits  of  Dover, 
The  German  Ocean  crossing  over, 
Lapland's  remotest  point  she  doubles  — 
There  falls  into  a  sea  of  troubles. 
Her  courage  now  begins  to  fail  her, 
Islands  of  floating  ice  assail  her, 
Bulge  her  sweet  ribs  with  barbarous  shocks, 
Amidst  the  crash  of  falling  rocks ; 
Not  Jove  himself  was  more  embarrassed 
When,  by  rebellious  Titans  harassed. 
The  mountains  rattled  round  his  ears, 
And  spoiled  the  music  of  the  spheres. 

The  goddess  thus  besieged  around, 
Sighs  for  a  foot  of  solid  ground. 
Strains  every  sinew,  spends  her  strength. 
And  in  Siberia  lands  at  length. 
What  strange  adventures  there  befell, 
The  Muse  another  time  shall  tell ; 
After  such  tossing  on  the  billows, 
My  readers  languish  for  their  pillows 
Go,  gentle  friends,  and  slumber  free 
From  all  the  dangers  of  the  sea, 
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For  mightier  perils,  still  in  store, 
The  fates  reserve  for  you  on  shore. 


CANTO    II. 

The  goddess  rising  with  a  smile, 
Like  Egypt  from  the  waves  of  Nile, 
Fresh  from  the  renovating  flood, 
On  the  bleak  beach  astonished  stood  ; 
When,  all  around  her,  she  descried 
A  ghastly  region,  wild  and  wide. 
Whose  flowerless  hills,  and  famished  flocks. 
Were  howling  wolves  and  horrid  rocks  ; 
While  chill  and  wintry  blew  the  breeze, 
O'er  icy  lakes  and  leafless  trees. 
Then  rushed  on  her  dejected  mind. 
The  classic  scenes  she  left  behind,  — 
The  shores  of  Greece,  the  Trojan  plain, 
The  islands  of  the  JEgean  main. 
Those  lovely  infants  of  the  deep. 
On  Ocean's  lap  that  smile  and  sleep ! 
Then  sobs  convulsive  shook  her  breast, 
Warm  gushed  the  tears,  too  long  rep  rest, 
And,  paler  than  the  polar  snow. 
She  looked  unutterable  woe. 

Now  sweetly  sailing  with  the  wind. 
Soft  on  a  rosy  cloud  reclined. 
Pensive  and  pale,  and  unattended. 
The  Queen  of  Love  from  heaven  descended. 
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At  her  approach  the  hideous  wild 
With  melancholy  pleasure  smiled  ; 
Thus  from  the  womb  of  ancient  Night, 
All  beauteous  sprang  created  Light ; 
The  infant  smiled  the  mother  dead, 
Chaos  beheld  his  son  —  and  fled  I 

The  ladies  met  with  marvelling  eyes. 
That  spoke  unspeakable  surprise ; 
Thetis  at  length  the  silence  brake, 
And  thus  the  gentle  goddess  spake :  — 
"  Well  1  by  the  polar  star,  my  dear, 
What  doth  the  Queen  of  Beauty  here? 
Did  e'er  immortal  dame  before 
Run  foul  of  such  a  rough  lee-shore  ?  ** 

Venus  replied,  in  accents  low, 
Light  as  the  flakes  of  falling  snow  :  — 
"  While  sporting  in  the  fields  of  air, 
All  in  a  curricle  and  pair, 
A  vulture  scared  my  harnessed  doves. 
And  put  to  flight  the  pretty  loves. 
In  vain  I  strove  witli  softest  words 
To  soothe  my  poor  affrighted  birds  ; 
With  trembling  hand  I  tried  in  vain 
To  check  them  with  the  silken  rein : 
My  winged  steeds,  —  more  wild  than  they 
That  whirled  the  chariot  of  the  day, 
When  young  Apollo  set  the  spheres 
All  in  a  blaze  about  our  ears,  — 
Their  fainting  mistress  bore  on  high. 
Through  many  a  thousand  miles  of  sky 
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Till  reaching  Winter's  dire  dominions, 

Dead  dropped  my  doves,  with  powerless  pinions* 

I  fell !  —  a  cloud  to  save  me  flew, 

And  kindly  wafted  me  to  you ! " 

While  Venus  told  her  tender  tale, 
Thetis  by  turns  grew  red  and  pale ; 
At  length  she  cried,  —  but  scarce  could  speak. 
For  both  her  eyes  had  sprung  a  leak,  — 
"Airs  well  at  last,  but  by  this  light. 
Where,  comrade,  shall  we  mess  to-night  ? 
The  moon  you  see  o'er  yonder  vale, 
Hath  just  weighed  anchor  and  set  sail ; 
Her  fleet  of  stars  are  all  afloat. 
Each  in  his  little  jolly-boat ! " 

"  Behold,"  quoth  Venus,  "  where  a  cavern 
Invites  us  like  a  friendly  tavern." 

"  Crowd  every  sail  then,  at  a  venture," 
Cried  Thetis,  "  helm's  a-lee,  and  enter !  " 

Reaching  the  grotto  in  a  minute, 
The  ladies  went  to  roost  within  it ; 
But  ah  !  for  lack  of  feather  beds. 
They  made  their  pillows  of  their  heads, 
Unbound  their  locks  divinely  fair. 
Veiled  their  fine  limbs  in  mantling  hair, 
And  slept  in  sheets  of  snow  so  nice. 
With  blankets  of  the  purest  ice, 
All  comfortable,  cold,  and  clean  — 
Strange  berths  for  goddesses  I  ween ! 
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Yet  there,  in  Winter's  frozen  lap, 
Unguarded  Beauty  stole  a  nap ; 
Thus  red  and  white,  through  withering  snows, 
The  lovely  laurustinus  blows. 

On  twilight  mountains,  stretched  afar, 
That  freeze  beneath'  the  polar  star. 
In  wild  and  melancholy  state, 
A  beldame  grasps  the  shears  of  fate ; 
A  witch  of  such  tremendous  skill, 
Slie  wields  the  elements  at  will! 
With  man  she  claims  a  kindred  birth. 
Her  limbs,  like  his,  were  formed  from  earth ; 
The  quickening  air  her  breath  supplies. 
And  fire  and  water  are  her  eyes ; 
Darkness  her  veil,  her  face  is  light. 
Her  motion  day,  her  slumber  night. 
Her  varying  moods  the  seasons  bring, 
She  blushes  summer,  smiles  the  spring ; 
'Tis  autumn  when  she  looks  serene, 
And  winter  when  she  has  the  spleen. 
The  morning  strews  her  path  with  flowers, 
Which  evening  bathes  in  balmy  showers  ; 
In  her  the  warbling  birds  rejoice. 
For  all  their  music  is  her  voice. 
Ancient  as  Time,  unchanged  as  Truth, 
She  glories  in  perennial  youth ; 
Her  fioaVmg  garments  grace  the  skies, 
Clouds  of  a  thousand  forms  and  dyes. 
When  midnight  meteors  glance  and  glare, 
She  shakes  her  scintillating  hair; 
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When  horrible  eclipses  happen, 
*Tis  then  she  puts  her  conjuring  cap  on  ! 
She  lends  the  wandering  planets  wings, 
Holds  the  fixed  stars  in  leading  strings, 
And  coins  new  moons,  as  kings  do  gold, 
From  the  light  clippings  of  the  old. 
The  sun  obeys  her  daily  motion  ; 
Her  footsteps  petrify  the  ocean  ; 
The  undulations  of  the  tides 
Are  but  the  heaving  of  her  sides  ; 
The  willing  winds  her  yoke  obey, 
Hailstorms  and  tempests  cleave  her  way ; 
And  eager  lightnings,  prompt  to  fly, 
Pause  on  the  twinkle  of  her  eye  ; 
Deep  roll  the  thunders  round  her  head, 
And  earthquakes  tremble  at  her  tread ! 
But  what  can  speak  her  boundless  fame? 
A  word !  —  for  Nature  is  her  name  ! 

The  reader,  big  with  expectation, 
Stands  like  a  note  of  admiration ! 
Why  glare  those  unbelieving  eyes  ? 
Poets  are  licensed  to  surprise : 
Shall  Aristotle  or  Longinus, 
To  reasonable  bounds  confine  us? 
The  bard  has  neither  wit  nor  sense, 
Who  cannot  oft  with  both  dispense. 
Know  too,  in  this  enlightened  age, 
The  marvellous  is  all  the  rage  : 
Monsters  as  naturally  are  bred 
As  maggots  in  a  scribbler's  head, 


328  APPEKDIZ 

While  little  limits  do  contain 

The  miglifj  wilderness  of  brain, 

Whence  fiends  and  forms,  more  grim  to  view 

Than  Lybian  deserts  ever  knew, 

Rush  o*er  the  realms  of  Truth  and  Taste, 

And  lay  the  world  of  reading  waste ! 

Genius  itself,  in  wild  weeds  clad, 

With  insipidity  run  mad. 

And  moon-eyed  Nonsense,  staring  blind. 

Have  so  bewitched  the  public  mind. 

That  authors  must,  in  times  like  these, 

Work  miracles  for  bread  and  cheese, 

Like  conjurors  amuse  the  many. 

And  raise  the  devil  to  raise  a  penny ! 

Hold,  let  us  take  a  little  breath. 
Nor,  swan-like,  sing  ourselves  to  death : 
With  Mother  Nature  newly  drawn, 
We'll  leave  the  goddesses  in  pawn ; 
But  soon  in  canto  third  and  last. 
Make  full  atonement  for  the  past; 
And  to  redeem  our  lovely  pledges. 
Break  down  all  Aristotle's  hedges. 


CANTO    III. 


Great  Nature  now,  transcendent  queen, 
Enters  our  wild  Siberian  scene ; 
Around  in  hushed  attention  lies, 
The  theatre  of  earth  and  skies  ; 
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Not  deeper  silence,  darker  gloom, 
Lull  the  cold  region  of  the  tonil). 
Marshalled  in  dreadful  ranks  at  hand. 
The  elements  on  tiptoe  stand, 
Spirits  that  earth  and  ocean  fill, 
Or  work  in  fire  and  air  her  will ; 
Impatient  each  to  prove  his  power. 
And  rule,  the  tyrant  of  the.  hour, 
Yet  trembling  with  mysterious  awe. 
Live  on  her  look  —  her  look  their  law  I 

She  came :  the  clouds  before  her  sight. 
Undrew  the  curtains  of  the  night ; 
The  smiling  moon,  and  stars  serene, 
Bowed  in  bright  homage  to  their  queen ; 
Gay  northern  glories  o'er  the  sky 
Broke  from  the  lightning  of  her  eye ; 
While  all  the  hoary  hills  below 
Shone  in  the  majesty  of  snow  ; 
The  echoing  vales  with  music  rang. 
For  bears  and  wolves  in  concert  sang ; 
Shrill  piped  the  gale,  and  hoarse  and  deep 
The  waves  responded  in  their  sleep. 
Pleased  with  the  scene,  th'  enchantress  smiled 
In  boundless  beauty  o'er  the  wild, 
Then,  lest  its  charms  too  soon  be  lost. 
Bound  the  resplendent  night  in  frost ! 
Her  awful  head  she  then  declined, 
And  gunk  to  stillness  with  the  wind ; 
Cold  o'er  her  nerves  the  numbness  crept. 
And  chilled  her  heart-strings  —  Nature  slept  I 
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Outstretched  slie  lay,  from  west  to  east, 
Si^  thousand  English  miles  at  least : 
From  gloomy  Greenland's  coast  forlorn, 
To  where  Kamtschatka  hails  the  morn, 
The  lady's  longitude  extended,  — 
And  there  the  frost  began  and  ended ! 

"  How  dare  you  libel  Nature  thus  ? 
Think  not  to  pass  such  dreams  on  us !  ** 
Nay,  critics,  do  not  storm  about  her, 
We  could  not  make  a  frost  without  her ; 
And  bards,  for  lack  of  better  means, 
Are  privileged  to  use  machines : 
The  Muse  had  sworn,  whatever  the  cost, 
To  pawn  Parnassus  for  a  frost ; 
A  frost  the  story  did  require. 
Though  frost  had  set  the  world  on  fire  ! 

When  o'er  the  hills  the  morning  broke, 
Thetis  and  Cytherea  'woke. 
But  vainly  struggled  in  their  beds, 
To  loose  their  limbs,  and  lift  their  heads ; 
Those  heads  that  lent  their  ample  tresses, 
To  wind  those  limbs  in  soft  undresses, 
Those  heads  the  tyrant  Frost  had  bound, 
Those  limbs  enchanted  to  the  ground, 
Congealed  in  ice  those  radiant  locks. 
And  fixed  the  goddesses  on  rocks. 

Thus  Gulliver,  as  Swift  relates, — 
The  shuttlecock  of  adverse  fates,  — 
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By  winds  and  waves,  with  dire  commotion, 

Borne  o'er  the  solitude  of  ocean, 

Landed  at  length  his  luckless  foot 

On  the  sweet  shore  of  Lilliput ; 

Where,  like  a  weather-beaten  ass. 

He  couched  and  slumbered  on  the  grass ; 

But  waking  soon,  w^ith  horror  found 

His  limbs  in  cobweb-cables  bound, 

By  every  hair  upon  his  head 

Chained  fast  to  his  terrestrial  bed  ! 

With  lucid  ice  encrusted  round. 
Like  flies  in  beauteous  amber  found, 
Our  dames,  in  cold  confinement  pent 
By  Nature's  act  of  parliament. 
Plead  Magna  Charta  to  no  purpose. 
And  sued  in  vain  for  Habeas  Gorpits  ; 
Ah  I  who  with  nature  can  contend, 
And  hope  to  triumph  in  the  end  ? 
If  at  the  door  the  witch  you  spurn, 
Quick  through  the  window  she'll  return; 
Driven  from  the  head,  you  feel  her  dart 
Through  every  fibre  of  the  heart ! 
So  when  physicians  hunt  the  gout, 
The  lame  distemper  skips  about 
From  limb  to  limb,  and  stops  with  ease 
The  patient's  breath,  the  doctor's  fees. 

When  Jove  beheld  the  mighty  odds, 
He  called  a  synod  of  the  gods ; 
Gods  who  in  wood,  and  stone,  and  brass, 
For  very  honest  men  might  pass  ; 
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But  when  from  brass,  and  stone,  and  wood, 
The  poets  made  them  flesh  and  blood, 
The  metamorphosed  blocks  and  logs 
Were  verily  most  shabby  dogs. 

Each  minor  god  assumed  his  throne  ; 
Jove  o*er  the  rest  superior  shone, 
Much  like  the  Jove  of  winter  nights. 
Surrounded  by  his  satellites  ! 
The  Thunderer  then,  with  arms  a-kimbo, 
Told  of  our  goddesses  in  limbo ; 
Quick  at  the  news  the  powers  on  high 
Peeped  from  the  windows  of  the  sky, 
Convulsed  with  laughter  when  they  saw 
Immortals  bound  by  Nature's  law, 
Almost  in  bankruptcy  of  breath, 
Stretched  at  the  turnpike-gate  of  Death, 
Through  which  no  traveller,  on  trust. 
Did  ever  pass  —  or  ever  must ; 
Where  Time  himself,  by  Fate's  decree, 
Pays  tribute  to  Eternity ! 

Momus  alone,  with  solemn  grace, 
Maintained  his  fortitude  of  face, 
Bowed  at  the  central  throne  his  skull, 
And  thus  addressed  the  Great  Mogul :  — 
"  An't  please  your  worship,  my  advice 
Would  free  the  ladies  in  a  trice." 
'*  Take  counsel,"  Jove  exclaimed,  "  of  you  ? 
The  powers  dethrone  me  if  I  do  ! " 
"Nay,  don't  be  angry,"  Momus  said; 
'*  Do  any  thing  but  shake  your  head." 
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That  moment,  such  the  will  of  Fate, 
With  rage  the  Thunderer  shook  his  pate ; 
Tlien  rocked  the  pillars  of  creation, 
Pale  I^ature  reeled  on  her  foundation, 
Through  every  joint  she  felt  the  shock 
Of  Jove's  electrifying  block  ; 
Oh  !  then  were  broken  in  a  trice 
Her  spell  of  frost  and  charm  of  ice  ; 
Our  startled  captives  raised  their  heads, 
And  sprang  triumphant  from  their  beds ; 
But,  dire  mischance  !  among  the  rocks 
Left  the  rich  harvest  of  their  locks  — 
Those  locks  divine,  in  ice  inurned, 
That  ice  to  purest  crystal  turned ! 

As  Berenice's  beams  appear 
Enshrined  in  heaven's  own  sapphire  sphere, 
With  ringlets  of  celestial  light, 
Dishevelled  o'er  the  brows  of  Night, 
Thus  in  that  cavern's  hideous  womb. 
Twinkling  sweet  splendor  through  the  gloom. 
Those  tresses  in  transparent  stone, 
A  richer  constellation  shone. 
Here  the  bright  sea-nymph's  curls  were  seen. 
Like  fairy  rings  of  glossy  green  ; 
And  Cytherea's  ravished  hair, 
A  golden  treasure,  glittered  there, 
As  if  the  moon  enthroned  on  high, 
Had  cast  her  halo  from  the  sky. 

The  goddesses,  struck  dumb  with  wonder, 
A  moment  gazed,  —  then  fled  asunder ; 
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Pale  Thetis  sought  her  native  haven, 

And  reached  old  Greece,  cliagrined  and  shaven ; 

There,  wandering  midst  her  darkest  rocks, 

She  mourned  Achilles  — and  her  locks; 

While  Venus,  on  the  wings  of  morn. 

Gay  as  a  grasshopper,  though  shorn, 

Flew  to  the  skies,  and  triumphed  there 

0*er  every  head,  and  every  hair ; 

The  gods,  their  wives  and  daughters  sweet, 

Laid  beards  and  tresses  at  her  feet : 

And  every  pate  and  every  chin 

Was  cropt  and  levelled  to  the  skin ; 

And  to  this  origin,  perliaps. 

We  owe  the  birth  of  wigs  and  caps : 

While  love  shall  reign  the  sovereign  passion, 

Beauty  will  always  lead  the  fashion. 


EPITAPH 

FOB  A  PROPOSED  MONUMENT  TO  **  EDWIN  AND  £M»LA.** 

Here  dust  to  dust,  to  ashes  ashes  laid. 
Sleep  the  cold  relics  of  a  youth  and  maid. 
Whom  Love,  too  exquisite,  condemned  to  feel 
Those  bosom-pangs,  which  Death  alone  can  heal : 
Death  came ;  —  and  weeping  as  he  struck  their  doom. 
Sealed  an  eternal  marriage  in  the  tomb : 
While  Mallet  scattered  o'er  their  bridal  biers 
Sweet  flowers  of  verse,  for  ever  fresh  with  tears. 
Hence  parents  learn,  that  hearts  to  love  awake, 
Must  beat  together,  or  together  break  I 
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Hence  Youth  be  warned,  nor  prove,  like  them,  too 

late, 
Love's  arrows,  winged  with  hope,  are  barbed  with 

fate. 

Bh^teldy  September  16, 1800. 


EPITAPH  ON  A  YOUTH  OP  FIFTEEN. 

Here  sleeps  in  peace  a  lovely  youth : 

What  was  his  praise  ?  —  he  loved  tlie  truth. 

He  feared  not  death :  —  what  hope  had  he  ?  - 

Hope  full  of  immortality. 

Reader,  thy  day  of  grace  is  now  ; 

What  praise  is  thine  ?  what  hope  hast  thou  ? 


A  FRAGMENT. 

When  Contemplation's  mournful  eye  is  cast 
O'er  the  dim  wilderness  of  ages  past. 
Time's  hoary  ruins,  scattered  round  the  scene, 
Stretch  their  broad  shadows  o'er  the  wastes  between ; 
Wastes,  —  where  proud  nations,  once  the  heirs  of 

fame, 
Lie  low  in  dust,  extinguished  even  in  name ; 
Ruins,  —  where  prouder  states  with  madness  fired. 
In  vain  to  Immortality  aspired.  — 
They  perished,  and  the  wrecks  they  left  behind 
Record  the  crimes  and  sufferings  of  mankind. 
I  sing  those  ruins.     Time !  thy  course  renew. 
And  make  the  past  the  present  to  my  view  :  — 
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A  sudden  whirlwind  mingles  earth  and  skies, 

The  ruins  tremble,  and  the  dead  arise ! 

Along  the  valley  of  departed  years, 

A  melancholy  multitude  appears  ; 

Like  half-remembered  dreams  the  shadows  swim, 

In  twilight  vision,  venerably  dim. 

They  pass ;  high  o'er  the  undistinguished  throng, 

The  giant  ghost  of  Babel  towers  along ; 

In  hieroglyphic  majesty  sublime, 

Old  Egypt  frowns,  tlie  eldest-bom  of  Time ; 

Pale  through  the  gloom  the  tribes  of  Israel  rise, 

Like  the  sweet  Pleiades  in  wintry  skies ; 

Voluptuous  Persia  glimmers  in  the  storm, 

A  feeble,  lingering,  evanescent  form ; 

Greece,  like  resplendent  Pallas,  springs  to  light, 

A  martial  maiden,  beautiful  and  bright ; 

Carthage,  a  gaunt  and  sullen  spectre,  mocks 

The  north-wind  with  her  sea-weed  woven  locks  ; 

In  stem  defiance,  lowering  round  the  tomb, 

Glares  the  fierce  spirit  of  Imperial  Rome ; 

Black  in  the  rear  Barbarian  clans  came  forth, 

Wild  as  the  trumpets  of  their  native  north  ; 

They  rush  to  battle.  —  Darkness  o'er  my  head 

Breaks  like  the  Day  of  Judgment !  —  All  is  fled  ! " 


FOR  THE  WIDOW  AND  THE  FATHERLESS. 

When  those  we  love  on  earth  are  seen  no  more, 
We  mourn  to  think  that  they  are  gone  hefo^e  ; 
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But  if  a  pang  amidst  eternal  rest 

Could  ever  reach  the  bosoms  of  the  blest, 

If  grief  in  heaven  could  one  weak  moment  find, 

Would  they  not  mourn  that  toe  (ire  hft  behind  ?  — 

Our  friend  is  gone,  our  father  snatched  away  ; 

Through  death's  dark  night  he  passed  to  endless  day ; 

With  tears  and  sighs,  in  humble  hope  we  gave 

His  dear,  his  sainted  relics  to  the  grave : 

Yet  from  that  grave  we  lift  the  weeping  eye, 

To  hail  his  spirit  beckoning  from  the  sky ; 

We  hear  his  voice  —  in  tones  divinely  sweet, 

He  calls  us  home  to  our  Redeemer's  feet ;  — 

We  lived  below,  a  family  of  love  ; 

O  may  we  be  a  family  above ! 

October  19, 1809. 

EPITAPH. 

She  lived ;  —  what  further  can  be  said 
Of  all  the  generations  dead  ? 
She  died  ;  —  what  else  can  be  foretold 
Of  all  the  living,  young  or  old  ? 

March  8, 1816. 
TO   THE  MEMORY  OF  A  YOUNG  GIRL, 

WHO  HAD  BEEN  MUCH  DELIGHTED  BT  A  DISCOURSE  ON  THB 
MINISTRY  OF  ANGELS,  WHICH  SHE  HAD  HEARD  A  SHORT 
TIME  BEFORE  HER  LAST  ILLNESS. 

Visions  of  angels,  beautiful  and  kind, 
Turned  to  a  paradise  thine  infant  mind ; 
VOL.  V.  22 
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They  seemed  at  home  within  so  pure  a  breast, 
Yet  vanished  soon,  for  here  was  not  their  rest, 
Nor  thine^  —  like  those  in  Jacob's  dream,  they  trod 
A  ladder,  rising  to  the  throne  of  God  : 
And  taught  thy  little  steps  that  easier  way 
From  night  on  earth  to  heaven's  eternal  day. 
Angels  ere  long,  but  not  in  vision,  spread 
Their  golden  pinions  round  thy  dying  bed, 
And  in  their  arms  thy  ransomed  spirit  bore. 
With  songs  of  joy,  where  death  shall  be  no  more. 
Dwell  there,  sweet  saint,  in  bliss  with  him  above, 
Who  loved  thee  with  an  everlasting  love. 
And  wait  the  answer  to  thine  only  prayer 
Yet  unfulfilled,  —  that  we  may  meet  thee  there. 

January  26, 1826. 


AN  AGED  PILGRIM'S  RETROSPECT. 

IKTENDED  TO  BB  PREFIXED  TO  AN  ILLUSTRATED  EDITION  OP 

THE  PILQRIM^S  PROGRESS. 

A  LITTLE  child,  on  life's  long  pilgrimage, 
Delightful  dreamer !  I  set  out  with  thee ; 
And  thou  hast  borne  my  spirit  company 
From  youth  to  manhood,  manhood  to  old  age ; 
Watching  and  warning  me,  from  stage  to  stage, 
What  guides  to  follow,  what  deceivers  flee. 
And  how  to  fight  assured  of  victory, 
Though  war  against  me  men  and  demons  wage. 
Yes,  I  have  known,  and  felt,  and  suffered  all, 
That  tempts  or  thwarts  the  pilgrim  on  his  way, 
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Have  proved  how  bitter  't  is  to  go  astray, 

How  hard  to  climb,  how  perilous  to  fall ; 

Now  halting,  ere  I  tread  "  the  Enchanted  Ground^ 

I  look  behind,  before  me,  and  around. 

Yonder  "  the  Oily  of  Destruction  **  lies 
Beneath  a  cloud  with  fiery  vengeance  red ; 
**  The  Palace  Beautiful"  in  purer  skies. 
Lifts  to  mid-heaven  its  towered  and  bannered  head ; 
But  from  the  Valley  *  at  its  foot,  arise, 
And  that  beyond,t  with  Death's  broad  wings  over- 
spread, 
ApoUt/on's  yells,  and  Christian's  doleful  sighs. 
And  groans  of  spirits  lost,  from  Tophet's  bed  : 
Through  these  I  passed,  encountered  many  a  snare, 
Faced  flames  of  martyrdom,  where  Faithful  died. 
Yet  on  a  pleasant  "  Bye-Path,"  lured  aside 
Into  the  grasp  I  fell  of  Giant  Despair, 
Who  like  a  lion  dragged  me  to  his  lair. 
Where,  long  and  loud,  for  help  in  vain  I  cried. 

But,  at  the  point  to  die,  Hope  found  "  the  Key 
Of  Promise,"  at  whose  touch  wide  open  sprung 
Bolts,  bars,  and  portals,  —  out  I  flew,  and  sung. 
Like  a  caged  sky-lark,  suddenly  set  free  : 
Now  from  the  Shepherds*  Mountain-tops,  I  see 
The  '^flocks  of  Zion  "  feeding,  old  and  young, 
And  " ZiovkS  Oity"  dim,  yet  overhung 

•  Of  "  Humiliation."  t  Of  "  The  Shadow  of  Death." 
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With  splendor  unsupportable  to  me. 

Back  to  "^Ae   Oross,"*   where   first  my  peace   was 

sealed, 
I  turn  mine  eyes,  —  it  darts  a  single  ray, 
A  clew  of  light,  through  all  "  the  Narrow  Way  ;  " 
Past,  present,  future,  are  at  once  revealed. 
Press  on,  my  soul !  what  now  thy  course  shall  stay  ? 
No  foe  can  conquer  thee,  unless  thou  yield. 


TO  MISS   HARRIET  MONTGOMERY 

WITH  A  LITTLE  VOLUME  ENTITLED  "THE  ADIEU." 

Adieu  !  adieu !  —  what  means  adieu  ? 
My  soul  *  to  God '  commending  you. 
Then  'tis  the  dearest,  sweetest  word, 
Love  ever  spoke  or  ever  heard ; 
And  tho'  but  used  when  meetings  cease. 
And  friend  from  friend  departs  in  peace ; 
That  sweetest,  dearest  word  would  tell 
Not  less  for  welcome  than  farewell. 
Wherefore,  whene'er  we  meet  or  part, 
The  salutation  of  my  heart. 
Through  life,  in  death,  shall  be  for  you, 
My  brother's  child,  adieu  !  adieu ! 

And  0  !  when  partings  are  unknown, 
Once  and  for  ever  near  the  throne. 
Should  you,  at  our  Redeemer's  feet. 
My  long  departed  spirit  meet, 
My  greeting  still  shall  be  to  you. 
In  heaven  itself,  adieu !  adieu  I 
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ON  LAYING  THE  FOUNDATION  OF  A  CHURCH. 

Thus  saith  the  high  and  lofty  One, 

Inhabiting  eternity : 
"  Earth  is  my  footstool,  heaven  my  throne, 

What  temple  will  ye  build  to  me  ?  " 

Yet  mortals,  bound  by  time  and  space, 
May  plead  thy  faithful  promise,  Lord, 

To  bless  and  hallow  every  place 
Where  they  thy  holy  name  record. 

Here  then,  where  none  hath  stood  before, 
To  thee  a  house  of  prayer  we  build  ; 

May  it,  till  seasons  change  no  more. 
Be  with  thy  grace  and  glory  filled. 

From  age  to  age,  the  gospel  here 
Its  life,  its  health,  its  power  impart, 

Be  preached  to  every  listening  ear, 
And  sown  in  every  fruitful  heart. 

So,  in  the  heavenly  church  above, 

When  saints  their  course  on  earth  review, 

Thousands  may  tell,  with  joy  and  love, 
That  here  their  souls  were  bom  anew. 


FRAGMENT  OF  A  LIFE. 

I  SAW  a  mother  and  her  child,  — 

A  spectacle  of  every  day ! 
As  many  a  mother  smiles,  she  smiled. 

He  played  as  any  child  might  play ; 
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Yet  was  her  heart  so  full,  she  turned 
To  him  who  owned  a  father's  name. 

And  while  her  cheek,  all  rosy,  burned, 
Cried,  "  May  he  never  come  to  shame !  * 

Her  words  were  oracles,  long  years 

Have  solved  the  riddle  of  her  fears. 

I  saw  a  cowering,  listening  boy, 

All  eye  and  wonder  at  the  tale 
Told  by  a  beldame,  while  the  joy 

Of  terror  flushed  him  red  and  pale : 
As  in  the  tulip's  folded  root, 

Are  stem,  leaf,  bud,  and  blossom  found, 
So  youth  and  age,  hope's  flowers  and  fruit. 

The  man  within  the  infant  bound, 
Throbbed  to  break  loose,  but  throbbed  in  vain, 
Till  link  by  link  time  loosed  the  chain. 

I  saw  a  group  of  schoolmates  climb 

A  roofless  abbey's  mouldering  walls ;  * 
One  stood  alone,  in  trance  sublime. 

O'er  pillared  aisles  and  sculptured  halls, 
What, were  to  him  those  old  grey  stones  ? 

Parents  of  feeling  undefined ; 
As  turning  up  the  mighty  bones 

Of  warriors,  fires  the  ploughman's  mind 


•  This  stanza  doubtless  refers  to  Kirkstall  Abbey,  which,  as 
elsewhere  mentioned,  the  boys  sometimes  visited,  in  company 
with  their  teachers,  from  Fulneck  School.  Tradition  attribu- 
ted to  it  the  scene  of  Southey*s  ballad  of  "  Mary  the  Maid  of 
the  Inn." 
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With  thoughts  of  battle-fields  that  make 
His  heart  new  bom  for  glory's  sake. 

I  saw  a  youth  amidst  the  tide 

Of  city-life,  that  ever  rolls, 
Wave  urging  wave,  from  side  to  side, 

A  soul  among  a  million  souls  : 
By  none  acknowledged,  knowing  none. 

Homeless  and  hopeless,  yet  a  spark, 
The  latest  of  a  secret  flame, 

He  deeply  cherished  in  the  dark. 
Nameless,  to  leave  a  deathless  name ; 
He  slept  and  dreamed  his  dream  anew, 
Years  passed  —  he  woke  —  and  found  it  true  I 

March^  1834. 


IN  MEMORY  OF  MY  DEAR  FRIEND   ANNE 

GALES. 

She  went  as  calmly  as  at  eve 

A  cloud  in  sunset  melts  away, 
While  blending  lights  and  shadows  weave 

The  winding-sheet  of  dying  day. 

No ;  —  the  day  dies  not ;  round  the  globe 
It  holds  its  flight  o'er  land  and  main ; 

Morn,  noon,  and  evening  are  its  robe. 
And  solemn  night  its  flowing  train. 

So  when  to  us  she  seemed  to  die. 
And  left  a  shadow  in  her  shroud, 
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T  was  but  the  glory  passing  by, 
And  darkness  gathering  round  a  cloud. 

We  gazed  upon  the  earthly  prison 

From  which  the  enfranchised  soul  had  fled ; 
"  She  is  not  here,  for  she  is  risen ; 

Seek  not  the  living  with  the  dead." 

Such  words  as  angel  lips  conveyed, 

To  Mary  at  the  sepulchre 
Where  she  had  seen  her  Saviour  laid, 

Seemed  for  a  moment  true  of  her. 

For  she  had  risen,  and  cast  away 

The  vestments  which  her  spirit  wore, 

"  The  linen  clothes  and  napkin  "  lay. 
But  she,  but  she,  was  there  no  more. 

Yes,  she  was  risen ;  and  whither  flown, 
The  mind  of  man  might  not  conceive ; 

Yet  that  she  stood  before  the  throne. 
Faith,  though  it  saw  not,  could  believe. 

For,  by  no  sophistry  beguiled. 

She  loved  the  gospel's  joyful  sound. 

Received  it  as  a  little  child. 

And  in  her  heart  its  sweetness  found. 

Farewell,  a  brief  farewell,  dear  friend  I 
Dear  sister,  we  are  following  fast : 

O  for  endurance  to  the  end. 

And  home  in  heaven  when  toils  are  past ! 

A^shes  to  ashes,  dust  to  dust, 
We  laid  thee  where  thy  fathers  sleep ; 
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There,  till  the  rising  of  the  just, 

Watch  o'er  thy  bed  the  stars  shall  keep. 

"  Good  night!"  once  more; — when  next  we  meet, 

May  this  our  salutation  be, 
"  Good  morrow ! "  at  the  judgment  seat, 

"  Good  morrow  !  "  to  eternity. 
The  Mount,  Feb,  24, 1838. 


TO   THE  REV.  JOHN  BLACKBURN  ON  THE 
DEATH  OF  HIS   WIFE. 

Weep,  for  our  Saviour  wept ;  —  a  man  was  he 
Of  griefs  and  sorrows  all  his  journey  through, 

From  Bethlehem's  crib  to  lone  Gethsemane ; 
And  as  he  did,  his  suffering  saints  may  do ; 

Since  all  the  tears  that  innocently  fall. 

He  shed  himself,  and  sanctified  them  all. 

Weep,  for  our  Saviour  wept ;  — •  let  tears  of  grief 
Overflow  the  open  fountains  of  your  eyes ; 

An  angel  troubles  them,  to  bring  relief. 

The  streams  grow  healing  as  the  waters  rise ; 

Soon  the  clear  pool  shall  run  itself  to  rest. 

And  heaven  be  seen  again  within  its  breast. 

Weep  tears  of  tenderness,  when  you  retrace 
Days  of  delight,  that  flew  on  wings  like  doves  ; 

Looks,  tones,  endearments,  acts  of  simple  grace, 
Most  sweet,  most  precious  to  the  heart  that  loves 

Once  mutable  as  clouds,  —  now  fixed  they  dwell. 

Like  stars,  in  memory's  sphere,  unchangeable. 
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Weep  tears  of  pity,  when  you  clasp  and  kiss 
The  dear,  dear  little  ones  she  left  behind ; 

Their  mother  then,  though  everywhere/ you  miss, 
And  most  when  them  without  her  care  you  find ; 

Look,  look  again ;  in  each  ingenuous  mien, 

From  you  unparted  there,  she  still  is  seen. 

Weep  tears  of  gratitude  for  mercies  past, 

That  made  your  earthly  cup  of  bliss  run  o'er : 

They  had  their  seasons  —  nothing  here  can  last ; 
Yet  higher,  greater  blessings  are  in  store ; 

Even  through  the  veil  of  death  a  glory  shines, 

Which  brightens  as  the  day  of  life  declines. 

Weep  tears  of  joy,  when  at  the  hour  of  prayer 
Your  family  below,  and  those  above, 

Are  ever  present  with  your  thoughts,  and  share 
In  turn  the  warm  outpourings  of  your  love  : 

For  these  thanksgivings,  and  for  those  the  lot 

Of  them  that  are  at  rest ;  —  ah  I  then  Weep  Not. 


TO   THE  REV.   PETER  LATROBE    ON  THE 
DEATH  OF  HIS  WIFE. 

All  human  love  is  love  divine ; 

For  none  will  bear  the  sacred  name 
Which  is  not  kindled  at  the  shrine 

Of  heavenly  love's  undying  flame ; 
Still  such  on  earth  to  thee  is  mine, 
Wife  of  my  bosom !  what  is  thine  ? 
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We  love  the  living,  when  we  trace 
The  spirit  looking  from  its  throne ; 

The  eye,  —  the  glory  of  the  face, 
And  hear  the  heart  in  every  tone, 

When  voice  with  voice,  and  eye  with  eye, 

Hold  converse,  —  question  and  reply.    • 

We  love  the  dead,  when  but  a  form 

Of  that  which  moved  and  breathed  is  left, 

The  wreck  of  life  in  that  last  storm 
Which  us  of  our  best  part  bereft ; 

How  sad,  sweet,  strange,  yet  dear  the  sight 

Of  the  clay-lamp,  when  quenched  the  light ! 

Such  once  our  fellowship  hath  been. 
Bereavement  now  is  mine  alone ; 

The  veil  which  death  hath  drawn  between 
Us  and  the  joys  that  we  have  known, 

To  th^e  is  glory,  —  but  to  me, 

'Tis  darkness,  silence,  mystery. 

Yet  through  that  glory,  I  believe 
Thy  soul  may  look  on  things  below. 

May  hear  me  sigh  and  see  me  grieve  ; 
Nay,  touched  with  memory  of  woe, 

Once  felt,  but  now  for  ever  fled, 

May  shed  such  tears  as  angels  shed. 

Not  tears  of  wormwood  and  of  gall. 

But  drops  of  sympathy,  so  pure. 
While  on  my  wounded  breast  they  fall, 

They  soothe  the  pangs  they  cannot  cure ; 
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With  silent  comfort  from  above, 
Descending  in  a  shower  of  love. 

Methinks  I  feel  them  now  distil, 
Like  dews  on  my  heart's  wilderness, 

With  flowers  of  hope  the  void  to  fill, 
With  fruits  of  joy  the  soil  to  bless; 

It  must,  it  must  be  so  !  we  meet 

This  moment  in  communion  sweet. 

'T  is  gone !  't  was  but  a  lightning  glance 

Into  eternity,  to  show 
What  now  is  thine  inheritance, 

And  shall  be  mine,  when  hence  I  go, 
If  He,  through  whom  by  faith  I  stand. 
Uphold  me  still  with  his  right  hand. 

Lord  Jesus  Christ,  whose  love  can  bind 

Human  affections  into  one ; 
One  heart,  one  soul,  one  hope,  one  mind ; 

May  our  past  love  be  love  begun. 
Continued,  cherished,  kept  by  thee 
Through  time,  life,  death,  eternity  ! 


WOMAN'S  LOT.     (Unfinished.) 

The  world 's  a  wilderness  of  vice, 
No  child  was  born  in  paradise  ; 
Adam  had  fallen  to  guilt  and  shame, 
Before  he  owned  a  Saviour's  name ; 
Cain  in  his  father's  likeness  grew. 
And  his  more  righteous  brother  slew. 
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Thenceforth,  through  every  range  of  life, 
The  good  and  evil  are  at  strife, 
And  every  Abel  would  be  slain 
By  some  hereditary  Cain ; 
While  every  Cain,  at  war  with  all 
And  with  himself,  in  turn  must  fall ; 
But  God  restrains  the  murderer's  blow, 
"  Thus  far,  nor  further  shalt  thou  go  !  " 
Or  ages  since,  by  fratricide 
Or  self  destruction,  all  had  died, 
And  man,  from  earth's  polluted  face, 
Cut  off  the  entail  of  his  race. 

Hence  too,  in  every  part  alive. 
The  good  and  evil  passions  strive. 
And  there,  as  in  that  ancient  tale. 
Vice  over  virtue  must  prevail ; 
But  He,  whose  everlasting  sway 
Time  and  eternity  obey, 
0*er  the  dark  region  of  the  soul 
Exerts  beneficent  control. 
Nor  lets  the  legion-fiend  within 
Rule  in  security  of  sin. 
His  light  disturbs  the  darkness  there. 
His  spirit  breathes  empyreal  air. 
His  voice  the  storm  to  silence  speaks, 
His  touch  the  captive's  fetters  breaks, 
The  blind  their  Saviour's  presence  greet, 
The  dead  come  forth  their  Lord  to  meet. 

A  mystery,  from  ages  sealed. 
Truth  to  my  secret  ear  revealed  ; 
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Then  hearken,  —  for  't  is  truth  I  tell, 
Though  shadowed  forth  in  parable. 

Heaven's  host,  in  time's  perennial  flight, 
The  sun  by  day,  the  moon  by  night, 
The  planets  in  their  narrow  bounds. 
The  stars  in  their  eternal  rounds, 
Had  measured  on  the  ethereal  sphere 
The  circle  of  the  first  full  year. 
And  each  bright  habitant  of  space 
Re-occupied  its  starting-place. 
Whence,  at  the  new  creation's  birth, 
They  looked  upon  the  infant  earth, 
And  their  benignest  influence  shed 
O'er  Eve  and  Adam's  nuptial  bed : 
For  joy  the  sons  of  morning  sang, 
Eternity  with  rapture  rang ; 
Fresh  from  his  hand  God's  creatures  stood, 
He  saw  them,  and  pronounced  them  good. 

How  did  the  second  year  begin  ? 
A  child  was  born,  was  bom  in  sin ; 
The  primal  curse  its  victim  found, 
Struck  the  first  culprit  to  the  ground, 
And  wrung,  from  Eve's  unburthened  womb. 
Life,  —  under  sentence  to  the  tomb. 
She,  in  her  pangs  of  travail,  thought 
That  death,  not  life,  to  birth  was  brought, 
And  shrunk  and  shrieked,  while  throes  on  throes 
Urged  the  glad  crisis  of  her  woes  ; 
For,  spent  with  agony,  she  lay 
As  though  her  soul  had  passed  away, 
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Till  the  babe's  cry  broke  forth ;  —  ah  !  then 
Her  spirit  dkrted  home  again, 
And  when  she  saw  a  living  boy, 
Forgot  her  anguish  in  the  joy. 
None  but  a  mother  knows  how  sweet 
The  moment  when  such  contrasts  meet ; 
When,  in  the  first  ecstatic  kiss. 
Sorrow  transforms  itself  to  bliss,  — 
Woman's  own  bliss,  —  man  knows  it  not,  — 
To  compensate  her  harder  lot. 
^  Lo  I  the  fulfilment  of  his  word, 
A  man  is  given  me  of  the  Lord  I 
My  son,  my  son,  art  thou  indeed 
Th'  Avenger  ?  thou  the  woman's  seed 
Whose  power  the  twofold  foe  must  feel  ? 
He,  in  the  dark,  may  wound  thy  heel, 
But  thou  shalt  turn  again,  and  tread, 
Down  to  the  dust  the  serpent's  head, 
And  in  his  deepest  den  below 
The  serpent's  master  feel  the  blow. 
My  son,  my  son,  can  such  things  be  ? 
Thy  parents'  fall  retrieved  by  thee  ? 
At  Eden's  gate  the  fiaming  brand 
Drop  from  the  watching  cherub's  hand? 
The  death-fruit-bearing  tree,  whose  taste 
Laid  all  this  fair  creation  waste. 
Perish, — and  evil  then  unknown, 
Ejiowledge  of  good  prevail  alone  ? 
Shall  paradise,  our  seat  erewhile, 
(Without  a  tempter  to  beguile, 
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And  Satan  in  his  dungeon  bound, 

No  more  to  desecrate  the  ground), 

Again  become  our  happy  home, 

Whence  shall  our  children's  children  roam  ? 

The  sun's  whole  circuit,  to  possess 

And  plant  the  sterile  wilderness 

With  trees  of  life,  whose  boughs  shall  shoot 

From  east  to  west,  whose  sacred  fruit 

Food  to  a  faithful  race  shall  give. 

That  all  may  eat  thereof  and  live  ? 

Oh !  hasten  then.  Almighty  Power, 

The  year,  the  month,  the  day,  the  hour, 

When,  in  this  infant,  shall  be  seen 

All  that  his  father  might  have  been  ; 

All  that  his  mother's  heart  conceives, 

Her  hope  presages,  faith  believes. 

Of  man  to  innocence  restored. 

And  earth  the  garden  of  the  Lord  ?  '* 

While  Eve,  to  transport  unconfined, 
Eye,  ear,  and  utterance  thus  resigned, 
And  in  delirium  of  delight. 
Bent  on  her  babe  unsated  sight, 
Adam,  as  in  a  trance,  looked  on ; 
His  joints  were  loosed,  his  color  gone ; 
A  cloud  of  thought  his  brow  o'ercast 
With  dark  remembrance  of  the  past, 
For  he  perceived  what  she  had  not, 
While  he  recalled  —  by  her  forgot — 
How,  when  the  fatal  fruit  they  proved, 
The  elements  themselves  were  moved ; 
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And  through  the  frame  of  Nature  ran 
Horror  at  the  first  crime  of  man  : 
So,  while  this  joy  at  home  he  viewed, 
The  same  dire  portents  were  renewed. 
Even  at  the  moment  of  Cain's  birth, 
The  tremble  of  the  conscious  earth, 
Death's  shadow,  passing  through  the  air, 
The  pale,  faint  lightning's  spectral  glare, 
And  muttering  thunder  heard  to  roll 
Less  on  the  ear  than  through  his  soul ; 
Signs  from  without  of  wrath  for  sin, 
Which  had  their  counterparts  within, 
Remorse,  amazement,  terror  dumb. 
And  fear  of  judgment  yet  to  come. 
Eve  in  that  instant  glanced  her  eye 
On  his,  absorpt  in  vacancy  ; 
"  Adam  I "  she  breathed  in  tone  so  mild. 
Then  turned,  and  pointed  to  the  child. 
As  though 't  were  but  a  thought  that  crossed 
Her  mind,  an  image  seen  and  lost ; 
Yet  to  his  eye,  his  ear,  that  sound. 
That  look  victorious,  entrance  found  ; 
The  withering  spell  that  bound  him  broke, 
To  her,  himself,  his  babe,  he  woke, 
And  the  wild  turmoil  in  his  breast 
Grew  all  irradiate,  like  the  west, 
When  the  clear  sun,  at  close  of  day. 
Breaks  through  the  thunder-clouds'  array, 
And  round  departing  horror  throws 
The  rainbow's  beauty  and  repose. 
VOL.  V.  23 
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He  caught  the  infant  in  his  arms, 
Gazed  on  its  miniature  of  charms, 
Nor  e'er  since  Eve  rose  from  his  side, 
At  once  his  offspring  and  his  bride, 
Had  sight  so  lovely  met  his  eyes. 
When  angel-guest<  in  Paradise, 
Were  wont  at  noon  to  seek  his  bower 
Or  walk  with  him  at  twilight  hour. 
Their  shapes  of  heavenly  mould  he  saw 
With  transport  not  unmixed  with  awe  ; 
But  this  first  form  of  mortal  birth, 
This  weakest  breathing  thing  on  earth, 
With  such  strange  power  upon  him  stole, 
Like  a  new  soul  within  his  soul. 
His  heart  began  to  yearn  and  melt 
With  tenderness  before  unfelt ; 
Ineffable  delight  upsprung 
Through  all  his  frame,  but  failed  his  tongue. 
While  the  soft  murmur  of  a  kiss. 
Love's  dearest  language,  told  his  bliss, 
And  tears,  smiles,  sighs,  love's  tokens,  shed 
A  father's  blessing  on  its  head ; 
Nor  found  affection  utterance  there, 
Till  it  flew  up  to  heaven  in  prayer. 
And  thence  returning  mercy  fraught, 
Peace,  hope,  joy,  gladness,  with  it  brought ; 
As  from  heaven's  height,  a  speck  at  rest. 
The  lark  darts  down  upon  his  nest. 
And  fluttering  o'er  it  with  spread  wings, 
Li  low,  sweet,  broken  warbles  sings, 
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To  cheer  his  mate  and  younglings,  then 
Untiring  soars  aloft  again. 

Adam  the  precious  babe  replaced 
In  Eve's  glad  arms,  and  both  embraced, 
Exclaiming  "  Blessed  be  the  Lord ! 
My  life  is  now  a  threefold  cord ; 
From  dust  I  rose,  and  stood  alone, 
Eve  sprang  from  me,  and  two  were  one ; 
Behold  I  a  greater  mystery  — 
A  third  from  both,  now  twain  are  three, 
And  three  are  one,  sweet  babe,  in  thee. 
Thus  like  the  waves  on  ocean's  tide. 
Shall  men  on  earth  be  multiplied ; 
Thus  from  the  fountain  of  my  heart 
Streams  of  existence  spring  and  part, 
Meet,  mingle,  deepen,  swell,  and  spread. 
The  living  doubling  o'er  the  dead. 
The  dead  !*  ah !  me,  that  thought,  that  thought, 
What  devastation  sin  hath  wrought ! 
What  the  dire  issues  of  my  fall. 
Through  one  death  passing  upon  all ! 
Oh  !  God,  the  Seed,  the  Saviour  give, 
That  all  who  die  in  me,  in  him  may  live." 

The  cloud  again  his  brow  o'ercast. 
The  bow  was  in  it,  and  it  passed ; 
The  promise  shone  into  his  mind, — 
Eve  wept,  and  Adam  stood  resigned. 

OcJebrook,  May  10, 1888. 
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IN  BEREAVEMENT. 

Lift  up  thine  eyes,  afflicted  soul ! 

From  earth  lift  up  thine  eyes ; 
Though  ^dark  the  evening  shadows  roli> 

And  daylight  beauty  dies,  1 

One  sun  is  set,  —  a  thousand  more  ' 

Their  rounds  of  glory  run, 
Where  science  leads  thee  to  explore 

In  every  star  a  sun. 
Thus,  when  some  long-loved  comfort  ends. 

And  nature  would  despair, 
Faith  to  the  heaven  of  heavens  ascends, 

And  meets  ten  thousand  there ; 
First  faint  and  small,  then  clear  and  bright. 

They  gladden  all  the  gloom, 
As  stars  that  seem  but  points  of  light 

The  rank  of  suns  assume. 


TO   THE  PARNASSIA. 

Flower  of  the  rugged  peak. 
Hail  to  thine  aspect  meek  ! 
Welcome  to  me  thy  saintly  form, 
Emblem  of  innocence  and  ti'uth, 
Of  maidenhood  and  youth, 
—  Bred  on  the  mountain  bleak, 
Rocked  in  thy  cradle  by  the  storm, 
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Thou,  by  the  genial  breath  of  Spring, 

When  bees  were  on  the  wing, 

And  larks  began  to  sing. 

Wast  called  with  them  to  leave  thy  wintry  tomb, 

To  gladden  summer  with  thy  snow-drop  bloom, 

And  Autumn's  quiet  presence  greet, 

With  lovely  grace,  and  homage  meet. 

Where  one  sweet,  sunny  spot. 

With  dark,  damp  shades  encompassed  round, 

A  lone  sequestered  plot, 

A  lucid  interval  of  sky, 

That  opened  paradise  on  high. 

And  brought  down  heaven  upon  the  ground. 

Even  like  the  place  where  Jacob  slept. 

While  watch  above  him  journeying  angels  kept ; 

Though  in  the  wilderness  alone, 

He  found  the  footstool  of  God's  throne, 

The  earth  his  bed,  his  pillow  stone. 

When  heavenward  there,  but  small  and  few, 

The  daisy  white,  the  harebell  blue. 

Their  delicate  wild  stragglers  threw 

To  variegate  the  sod 

On  which  I  softly  trod ; 

Then  in  the  bosom  of  the  clamb'ring  wood. 

Amid  the  fairy  sisterhood, 

I  paused  to  rest,  to  think,  to  breathe, 

Above,  around,  beneath 

Absorbed  my  senses,  while  my  soul 

Diffused  itself  throughout  the  whole. 

And  every  stone,  flower,  plant,  and  tree, 

Became  a  part  of  me. 
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FOR  A  JUBILEE  FESTIVAL  OF  THE  RELIGIOUS 

TRACT  SOCIETY. 

The  sunbeams,  infinitely  small, 
In  numbers  numberless, 
Reveal,  pervade,  illumine  all 
Nature's  void  wilderness. 

But,  meeting  worlds  upon  their  way, 
Wrapt  in  primaeval  night. 
In  language  without  sound,  they  say 
To  each  —  "  God  sends  you  light  J* 

Anon,  with  beauty,  life,  and  love. 
Those  wandering  planets  glow, 
And  shine  themselves,  as  stars  above, 
On  gazers  from  below. 

Oh !  could  the  first  archangel's  eyCt 
In  everlasting  space, 
Through  all  the  mazes  of  the  sky, 
A  single  sunbeam  trace ! 

He  might  behold  that  lovely  one. 
Its  destiny  fulfil. 
As  punctual  as  the  parent  sun 
Performs  its  Maker's  wilL 

The  Sun  of  Righteousness,  with  rays 
Of  uncreated  light. 
His  power  and  glory  thus  displays 
Through  nature's  darkest  night. 

Rays  from  that  Sun  of  Righteousness, 
Our  humble  missiles  dart ; 
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Mighty  at  once  to  wound  and  bless. 
To  break  and  bind  the  heart. 

And  could  the  first  archangel's  sight 
The  least  of  these  pursue  ; 
He  might  record,  —  In  its  brief  flight 
Each  had  a  work  to  do. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  DR.   OWEN.     1822. 

Go  to  the  grave ;  though  like  a  fallen  tree, 
At  once   with   verdure,   flowers,  and   fruitage 
crowned, 

Thy  form  may  perish,  and  thine  honors  be 

Lost  in  the  mouldering  bosom  of  the  ground ;  ~- 

60  to  the  grave,  which,  faithful  to  its  trust. 
The  germ  of  immortality  shall  keep  ; 

While  safe,  as  watched  by  cherubim,  thy  dust 
Shall,  till  the  judgment-day,  in  Jesus  sleep. 

Go  to  the  grave,  for  there  thy  Saviour  lay 
In  death's  embraces,  ere  he  rose  on  high  ; 

And  all  the  ransomed,  by  that  narrow  way, 
Pass  to  eternal  life  beyond  the  sky. 

Go  to  the  grave  ;  —  no,  take  thy  seat  above, 
Be  thy  pure  spirit  present  with  the  Lord, 

Where  thou,  for  faith  and  hope,  hast  perfect  love. 
And  open  vision  for  the  written  word. 


END. 
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